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“Strange….” I thought. I ignored it, “hopefully, it won’t happen again”.
I was supposed to meet my friend, Everette, today. That’s why I wanted to buy her a treat for having me. I was late already, so I scratched that plan, and vigorously 
opened the car door, went inside, closed the door, and drove away. 
I definitely did not want my best friend disappointed in me, so I rushed.

Half an hour later, I knocked on my friend’s door. She answered it with a warm, welcoming smile. Everette was a kind lady; she wasn’t nosy and always remembered etiquette. She had blue eyes, long eyelashes, pink To mom: I never got a chance to give you a day off.
To dad: You will always be in my heart and in your ground.
To my loved one: We will do this together, no matter what.
-Aurelia















Part 1: Aurelia 


























Chapter one
“If I had a two-minute chance to rewind time, what would I do I?” I asked myself while sitting on a bench in a peaceful, quiet, and lush park. I remembered this question from a book I read a long time ago. It was a silly question, yet one that needed a lot of reflection and concentration. If you asked a two-year-old toddler, he or she would reply “ I would go get the  teddy bear I forgot at my friend’s house.”
If you asked a depressed girl, she would say “I would stand up for myself when I was bullied”.
And yes, these are perfectly fine answers, but for someone who did not have problems it was a hard question to answer. 

I decided to leave that question and I picked up the paper from my lap. It was my shopping list. The only item I needed to buy was an interesting, sweet treat. 
I saw a famous shop(Coffee delights)  nearby, so I walked in. 
“Broccoli Bingsu, yuck! Who wants that?” I asked.  “Pea pancakes? Ewww!” I shrieked. “Navy bean nougat? That is it! This shop is weird!” I thought. 
I stepped out of the market and headed for the next one, but I was not able to move my feet. No- I really couldn’t. They were stuck.  However, I did not try and move them more, instead, I frowned in astonishment. 
A red car drove by. A big, shiny, exclusive Mixy, the most expensive car on the planet.
I did not, however, frown  because of that fact. I was surprised because it was driving above me! “How could it be?” I asked. 
I tried to move my legs, but they seemed to just stay there, then I realized why.  I looked down at the floor and I yelped! I was standing in the air, in the sky! I started feeling dizzy, my heartbeats in my head, my brain not working.
“It-it can’t b-be,” I thought. But it was, the problem was that I was in denial. The universe seemed to be totally upside down! 
I had just stepped out of a shop that had a gruesome sense of tasty food, and in a second that clarified itself too: the world was upside down, so taste must have been as well, tasty food would be yucky and vice versa. 
The shops, houses, cars, and people seemed to be upside down. 
“you’re dreaming” I told myself. “WAKE UP!” I yelled. But I gave up.
I was indeed, the one upside down, the other things were perfectly fine.  So now I understood why I couldn’t move. The world was flipped, so I had to walk upside down as well, so I did, with my hands instead of my feet. I wondered how to go back down to the ground. I thought “I want to go back down” and suddenly, upside-down- gravity let go of me and I fell with a yell. 

EVERETTE
I was finally back on earth. “That was odd,” I thought. But I had an idea, I went back into the stores again, to see if they were normal. They were. 
lips, cute glasses which suited her, rosy cheeks, a fair skin tone, blonde hair, and a warm smile. She was very passionate about me and always cared for me.
“Why are you late?”  She asked, “Did something happen?”
I gave a puzzled stare and, filled with confusion, explained what had happened.
“Why would that happen? stop making stuff up,” she said. 






“I’m not” I innocently replied.
My best friend understood me more than anyone I knew. We met each other in first grade, and there we were still together in college, as inseparable as a tiger and its stripes. We always had each other’s backs, I couldn’t imagine my life without her. 
Everette could clearly see I wasn’t lying, and she looked curious to find out how I suddenly went from normal to upside down.
“Were you fine before entering the shop?” she asked.
“yes,” I replied.
We both figured out that it must have been something to do with the shop.
“let’s give it a rest, would you like some goulash?”
“Yes please, with some bread,” I said.
“No I’ll give you without bread” Everette sarcastically replied. 
We both giggled. 
We ate the wonderful home-cooked food and played video and board games until midnight, then I decided it was time to go. I said my goodbyes and left, tired but happy.

A SURPRISE
“Father?” I asked, “is that you?”. There was a hazy, blurred figure standing in a dim room, I squinted to see who it was. I could not believe my eyes! It was my father. But how? He was dead after all wasn’t he? And mom? A blurred figure of Mom was there too. But she had disappeared a long time ago…. I had to reunite. I ran, my fingers trembling, and my eyes watering.” I can finally see my parents again” I happily thought. I joyfully hugged them, tears dropping from my chin. Their warm bodies joyfully hugging with mine, I was finally back with them again. 
RING RING AAADING A RING!
It was my alarm.
“What?” I woke up, startled. “No,” I said. I was confused for a second. “No!” I yelled. It was just a dream. “I will never see my parents again!” I yelled; I was furious. I sat down, sad, and heartbroken. A tear trickled down my cheek. I didn’t care about wiping it, I felt sad about living without them, about never seeing them again, but I also felt livid with them for leaving me.  I missed them. Grief had been covering my life like a heavy blanket since their loss. It was hard to live with this sadness.
“What day is it?” I thought, trying to forget the dream and occupy my brain with something else. My eyes widened with surprise. 
“Monday!” I yelled. I had to get to class!
 I got ready, left, and got a to-go breakfast at a petrol stop. Fortunately, I didn’t reach too late, as English class had just begun. I said hi to Everette. We had the same class schedule, so we saw each other all the time. 
During the break, however, Everette and I went to the Pufescu cafeteria we had and ordered coffee. When we waited for it, Everette looked nervous; her palms were sweating, and her eyes were twitching.  She only looked like this when something serious was happening.
“Err, Everette, Are you okay?” I asked.
She didn’t reply. Instead, she gave a quick motion indicating someone was not far behind me.
I looked behind me and I felt despondent.
“Oh, look who’s here!” teased Blair.
“Is Aurelia a wuss-puss again?” mocked Bridget.
“Oh, and her friend sleepy head Everette is there as well,” insulted Beatrice.
These were stupid bullies who didn’t know they were just ridiculing themselves. They always had a grudge against Everette and I, maybe they thought we were better than them. We called them “The three B’s” because their names all started with the letter B, and they were idiotic enough to deserve such a dis-honoring name. also, they really did look like dogs. 
“Aurelia, are you sure you’re, okay? I can bring a teacher to tell them off again” whispered my friend.
“No, I’m Aurelia, not Scaredelia, I can tell them off myself. Besides, this is college, not third grade” I whispered back. I didn’t know why the three B’s thought this was kindergarten or something like that, we were big people who didn’t cry because of being ‘bullied’. Of course, it was annoying and often led me to despair of having to deal with such idiots, but I seldom pitied them for having such lives. 
“Back off” I gently warned. I already knew they wouldn’t. “Bridget, I know your secret, if you don’t back off, I will not hesitate to post every word of it online” I calmly said, trying to hide how tired I was from being ‘bullied’, it didn’t break my heart at all, I was getting bored of their lame roasts too. Of course, I had no idea if she even had a secret, I just said that so she would be scared and go. 
Bridget’s face went pale. “What?” she asked. “How?”m
“And Blair, I can hack into your account, I know your password” Everette calmly added. This was true, Everette never lied, not even once, and she was known for not doing so.
Blair had already decided to walk out of the room without uttering another word.
The three Bs swiftly made their way out of the cafeteria, scared and surprised.
As the college time of the day slowly came to an end, I focused and tried my best as usual. But something obviously didn’t feel right- no it didn’t. At certain times I would hear a whisper, feel dizzy, and faint. Then when I would regain consciousness, I wouldn’t remember what happened or what was whispered to me.
“Something is tracking me” I suggested.
Everette disagreed. “Why would they whisper to you then?” she asked, “just to tickle your soul?”
It was puzzling. It was a crucial matter.  If I was in danger, we had to solve it fast. 

MYSTERIES ON MYSTERIES
Such misery it was to find out what was happening to me. We had no clue, for we hadn’t experienced any danger in our lives- except the three Bs, who were hardly a problem. 
“UGGGGHHHHH” I exclaimed in frustration. It was annoying. 
Once again, I felt dizzy, I heard a whisper, something like “Come to me and I will show you”. I wasn’t sure. I passed out.
I opened my eyes. “What happened?” I asked.
“You passed out again” sighed Everette. “Aurelia, if we do get in trouble, I don’t know what to do” 
“Wait- I remember the whisper this time,” I said, confused. “It said ‘come to me and I will show you’, weird...”
“We’re you born this stupid, or did you take lessons?” Everette teased. “Of course, it means to come to whoever is whispering…”





























Chapter two
I finally had a suggestion.
“When I went upside down, weird things started happening. So, if I continued upside down, something would happen”
Everette agreed, it sounded like the best idea we had.
“To come back on earth, I thought of being on earth, so If I thought of-------WOAH!”
“Aurelia, I think your plan works!” Everette yelled. 
I was rising higher and higher. I finally was upside down again. It was frightening but wonderful. The air was humid and refreshing. But I did not feel happy, I looked down and felt dizzy. I felt sick. I saw a figure in the blue, misty air. It was dark and tall and had spots of blue glowing on it. It approached me, coming nearer and nearer with each step. My heart was pounding, it felt like it was going to escape my body and run miles away from me.

CHILLED TO THE BONE
“You solved it,” a cold, scary, voice said. It hadn’t come from the figure. It came from behind me.
I looked back, but no one was there. 
“Solved w-w-what?’ I shakily asked. The wind blew angrily in my face.
 I saw the cars below me; it was traffic. But they moved in an eerie way, backward instead of forward. “It must be because the world is upside up here,” I thought. But they were forming something. A sentence. They formed “solved what? REALLY!??”
I was chilled to the bone, my hands shaking, and my forehead sweating. I stared at the sentence, thinking about it deeply.
SLASH!
I heard a woman scream in pain.
Blood. Blood. Blood. It was everywhere. 
I looked behind me. 
My heart sank and broke. “NO!” I yelled. Everette’s friend was killed. Whoever was Everette’s friend was always my friend. Her name was Poppy. A sweet lady she was, kind and caring. 
The angry wind was beating my face, my wisps of hair lashing my cheeks.
Popppy yelled and tears were running down her face like rain. She sobbed the words “Izzy, mom, dad, Everette, Aurelia, I love you alll”. She  was going through excruciating pain. In the flash of color… dead.
I felt sorry for her, I didn’t know what to do. It felt like there were many souls in my body all whispering to me to do something different than the other ones whispered to me. “Why did you kill her?” I demanded an answer. 
The disembodied voice laughed. “Why don’t you know you solved something?” it asked calmly. “Every time you don’t know something in front of me. SLASH. A sacrifice is done unintentionally by you”. it spoke.
I looked below me again, I felt dizzy, dizzy, dizzy. I closed my eyes. THUD.
When I opened my eyes, I still wasn’t on earth. I was still upside down. I was being carried by the figure I saw before. I then understood that the glowing blue spots were its blue eyes, hair, lips, and arms. 
I was petrified. Where was I being taken to? Why was I being carried? Whom was I going to meet? What did they want from me?
At last, the creature stopped. It bent down and put me on the ground.  I stood in front of a portal. I heard whispers: “come”, “come”, “join us”. 
The creature pushed his hand slightly to tell me I was supposed to go inside the portal. But I was too scared for one day- I couldn’t bear more frightening news. I thought of being on earth again. The flipped gravity let go of me and I landed hard on the grass where I started. 
“I have bad news”, I said, my voice trying to keep itself together as I did. 
I broke down the news to Everette, and she was shocked. “No” she cried. “NO!”
Everette and I mourned our friend’s death the whole night. Not being able to sleep. The grief was too much, her death was unexpected. My clothes were still stained from her blood, I was too scared to change. 
“What have I gotten myself into?” I asked myself. “What?”. I sobbed and sobbed until I finally couldn’t keep my eyes open and went to sleep in the dawn. 

IT MAKES NO SENSE
“Why did you not enter the portal?” asked an angry voice, this time, I could make out that it was a female voice. A furious one. 
“Because I didn’t want to,” I said. I tried my best to be confident, but deep down, I was fragile, weak, and scared.
“Who shall you sacrifice next?” asked a voice, I could tell it was different from the one that normally would speak. But it was also a female voice.
“Are there two of you?” I asked
“No” said the usual voice
“There are”
“No,” said the unusual voice
“Admit it”
“Who shall you sacrifice next?” asked both disembodied voices.
“So, there are two of you” I apprehensively said.
“Yes, there are. We will terrify you until your death is to come. We will kill and kill and kill all your loved ones. Every time you deny doing what you are told to do. SACRIFICE!” both the cold, disembodied voices yelled. “So, who shall you sacrifice now?” they asked.
I was really frightened. I didn’t want another person I knew gone because of me. I couldn’t see these gruesome beings.  I could only just hear them. That was what made me specifically scared about them. It was an advantage to these beings, and a disadvantage to me. . “Please, one more chance” I pleaded. “Please”.
“Fine, but one more mistake, one more refuse, and another gone,” said a voice.
“Who are you?” I asked.
I could not hear anyone. “Hello?” 
“Hello?” I said.
“hi” replied Everette. “You’re awake”.
I sat up, confused again. I looked around, I saw my bed, then my study table, and my rainbow neon lights. “I just dreamt, something scary”. I uttered. I felt uneasy.
Everette was as sad as could be. Her friend had just died because of me, and although it was hard for both of us, I was glad because she wasn’t mad at me for her loss. Her face became even sadder as she saw the blood stains on my clothes. Her eyes were watery, she bit her lip and sobbed.
“I’m sorry,” I said, almost in a whisper. I too was about to start crying. I rushed to the bathroom with a pair of clean clothes. After I had changed, I made pancakes and we bitterly ate them at the table, it somewhat cheered us up enough to start talking.
“So how did you find a way in?” I asked, still with a sorrowful heart. 
‘I had a key; you gave it to me yesterday” Everette said. My friend was quite an arcane person. She had odd habits and odd ways, but I loved her for that. Most of the world would hate her, but she was exactly right for me.
I laughed. “Really?” I asked
Everette nodded her head. She gave a watery smile but nothing else. 
I made a serious face. “I had a dream,” I said. 
Everette returned to her stern face once again. 
“I didn’t enter the portal last night, so the creepy things targeting me have entered my dreams again and asked me to sacrifice someone. But they agreed to a second chance after I asked them not to.”  
Everette was unsure of how my life would go from this day onwards. She opened her mouth to say something, but her phone rang. It was the aunt of her friend, poppy, who had been killed last night. Everette was brave enough to say she died, but she did not utter a single word about the strange happenings that led to the tragedy. 
While she was on the phone, I heard whispers. After the call ended, I told Everette the whispers I heard.
 “Desert will surround you for many miles, with skeletons around you in many piles” I said. 
Everette looked uneasy as well, she did not know what to say. 
“There is only one place to go” I murmured.

TO THE DESERT
Everette said it was the only choice. “Will we skip college for the next month then?” she asked.
I nodded. The desert was quite distant from The Land of Tomorrow, which is where I lived. Thankfully, our city was full of advanced technology like buses and trains that flew, but most of all, the Take me pin teleported you to anywhere you wanted. We used the pins and teleported to the desert. 
It was hot and we were exposed to the scorching sun. Animals were scurrying behind the green, prickly cacti. We saw camels and decided to ride them. We didn’t know what we were looking for or what our destination was, we just blindly roamed around.
I had two goals to accomplish, and I would not stop until they were accomplished: Remove the threats from me and everyone I knew and find out who was threatening me. 
A black object came flying toward us, it was about to hit the ground when I pushed my camel and it fell on Everette’s.  In the flash of color, it exploded. 
“Thank you,” Everette said, filled with relief.  She sighed
We rode our camels for a few more miles. We searched until something was finally in sight besides all that orange dryness. There seemed to be a large, grey object. 
It was huge. Like a building. It was so hot that my vision wasn’t clear. Everettes vision was even worse than mine, as she needed glasses to see, and her glasses were stained with dirt. 
“Aurelia, what is that?” She asked me. 
“I don’t know” I murmured back. I was drenched in sweat and much thirstier than a second before. I was parched. I was hot. I was suffering. My hands were getting blistered. My lips were getting their skin peeled off. My eyes could not take it anymore. 


 Chapter 3
ANOTHER WORLD
I heard whispers again, horrifying ones. I fell off my camel’s back and instead of passing out, I had a vision.
“Where am I?” I asked. 
“Where you always are,” replied a voice. It was the same voice as all the other times I’ve heard it. The whispers, the portal incident, the dreams. It was the same voice. “In our grasp!” The voice yelled. 
The other voice said, “we have a task for you” .
I didn’t want to obey my threateners, but I had no choice. 
“You have come to the right place and used the clues. Now go upside down and enter the portal. If you don’t, you know what will happen” the voice said.
“Do it!” commanded the second voice. 
And just like that, I was left with no choice but to do it. 
I opened my eyes and told Everette I had to enter that portal. She was anxious. I knew she didn’t want to lose me. She tried pleading with me, making me say, but it didn’t work.
I thought of being upside down and FLIP, the world was upturned.
My vision blurred, and my stomach ached. It was clear I was feeling sick. I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. I brought it all together and walked with my hands tiredly. For miles and miles and miles. I looked at the sand dunes below me, they looked like short spikes of sand. Birds flew near me, pecking my feet that stuck out in the air. Although it was easy to walk with my hands, I breathed heavily due to the altitude level. 
Soon, I reached a blue, glowing portal. It looked like blue chewed gum inside. I promised myself I would come out alive, even though I was unsure if I would. I took a deep breath and stepped in the blue light.
It felt like another dimension. The air smelled sweet, and the chewed gum-looking things changed shape. They were soft to the touch.
I soon was dropped into pitch darkness. Not any light. The portal was not there anymore. And I was clearly not upside down anymore either because I could move with my legs.  
“Hello” I said. I trembled in fear. I didn’t know if I would make it alive. As I walked further in fright. I stepped in something wet; I didn’t know what it was. I tried my best to be optimistic and I suggested it was water. 
“Hello,” said the voice. “We have been expecting you for some time now,” it said. It was weird to think that some strange floating ladies were after my friends’ lives but not mine. Of course, I didn’t want to have my life taken by some scary ladies with mysterious looks and eerie voices, but the thought of them made me shudder. 
“What is it that I should do?” I asked in fear.
“We have a lot to do already. But we could use some help,” the disembodied voice said.
“We want to take over the world. You have no choice but to help us” said the other voice
“What should I do?” I asked.
“Destroy the Bunpoll” the two vices whispered.
I didn’t know what to answer. “What is a Bunpoll?” I asked in an exceptionally low voice.
“You fool!” Yelled a voice. “A Bunpoll is the connection of all living things. Without it, everyone would die.” The voice said. “But you can find it on earth. And now you are not on earth.” 
“How does it look like?” I asked
“You will know it when you see it” replied the other voice.” Now go”
In the flash of color, I was out of the portal. Out of the dark. I could finally see light again. I could see the portal in front of me.  I thought of being back on earth and flip! I was back.
I wasn’t going to look for Everette though- no I wasn’t. I feared she was in danger if I didn’t kill the Bunpoll. 
I didn’t know where to look for a Bunpoll. I didn’t know what it looked like. I feared losing more people. I succumbed to darkness. I was broken.
I sat on the hot sand, crying. My heart ached, my feet swelled, and my brain pained. How was I going to save more from being lost? What if I lost Everette? What if I lost myself? I was hopeless. A tear trickled down my cheek. In the flash of color, I was lost to darkness. 
While I cried, I heard an eerie sound. It was something like an ocean wave. But there wasn’t an ocean in trillions of miles! I heard it again, this time, a whisper came along with it. It said, “come to the beach”. But I had not passed out like I usually did. Odd things were happening.
I knew from that second how I could get there. I clutched my take-me pin. But it felt wet. I took it off from my clothes; my hands and pin were red. It was blood. I looked at my legs and feet. They were also stained with blood. Dark red blood. “It must have been the wet puddle I stepped in” I murmured. I wailed in agony and disappointment. “My pin surely wouldn’t work now!” I yelled. 
I tried the pin just to be sure.
 “Blow!” I yelled. It did not work.  How was I going to go to the beach? I did not even have Everette to cheer me up or help me. The consequences were dire. I could not lose another friend.  I sat down and sulked.
Desert surrounded me. Just like the darkness. It felt like all those dunes and sand piles were mountains and piles of darkness surrounding me from every direction. It felt like they were getting closer to me. Like they were trapping me. The darkness closed itself on me. But Everette was like a shining star in the darkness. She was my only hope. My only savior and my only way out of the darkness. 
I stood up from the scalding sand and stepped toward the north. I followed my brain, which had told me that what I sought was in the north. I walked in misery and pain. For days and days back-to-back. The only one who kept me going was my dearest friend, Everette. 
I used my sweat and tears as water, and some stale bread I had left as food. 
One miserable and hopeless day, I entered something sad and painful. Something awful and unexpected.
A SHOCK IN THE DESERT
I entered a graveyard. Tombstones were surrounding me. I wanted to get out as soon as possible. I ran as fast as I could. My legs ached from being scalded and walking for one hundred and ninety-two or more hours. I ran with throbbing pain. 
However, I walked into something worse. Miles and miles of skeletons piled on top of each other. My heart shattered. I was not an emotionally brave person, and I knew that very well. I sobbed. Why did I enter this place?
I saw the desert around me stretching for millions of hectares ahead. I frowned and remembered something. “Desert will surround you for many miles, with skeletons around you in many piles” I murmured. I had come to the right place. But I was not happy at all. I was frightened and sad. Even Everette’s light in my heart was fading away. “What should I do now?” I asked myself. I trembled and shook. “I must keep going I guess,” I thought. I continued walking in agony and misery.
But I felt like I was being watched. Like someone was stalking me. I looked around, but no one was there. “It’s just my tired brain playing tricks on me,” I thought. But it wasn’t. Someone attacked me from behind and I closed my eyes in horror and shock. 
When I opened my eyes. I felt weak and my body ached. I looked around and I felt like i didn’t know where I was. I was sure I was in the desert. But it wasn’t hot enough. And the sun wasn’t s shining into my eyes. I weakly sat up. I indeed was not in the desert but in a warm house. A fire was crackling near me, it created warmth and made me feel comfy. I looked out the stained window. It was foggy, like breath a child might breathe onto a window. 
It was snowing! But a second ago I had been in the desert hadn’t i? A flash ago I had been sweating in the heat hadn’t i? But in the flash of color, I was here!  I was in somebody’s home. I tried to recall what had happened, but all I remember was being hit hardly on the head. I felt the throbbing pain coming from it. I could feel a slightly raised bump. 
















Chapter 4- Disastrous Destinies 
I heard footsteps, loud ones. I panicked and soon decided to remain where I was. 
A lady entered the room, She was a rather slender, tall woman. Her mouth was curled into a smile, and her green eyes widened with curiosity. “Hello” she said, it a high-pitched, girly voice. “How are you feeling?” She said. 
“Er- um” I sat confused and still seeing things hazily.
“Its ok, nothing to worry about. Bollomunt wears off soon.”
I turned my head. “Bollomunt?” I asked.
“Oh nothing to worry about” she automatically said. Her girly voice now turning serious. 
I was too weak to walk; I sat down. My legs trembled although I wasn’t scared or cold. However, I was anxious. “Who is this person” I asked myself.
There was a deafening silence, awkward as well. I couldn’t think of what to say. “Should I ask her for her name? Or should I tell mine?” I thought. “Can I trust her with my story so far, or should I conceal it?” I thought.
“My name is Morigan” the lady said. She curled her lips into a smile again. “I want to know you name” she smiled. 
“Umm, er- M-m-my n-name is A-Aurelia” I anxiously said. I didn’t know if I could trust her. 
“Does the bump still hurt?” Morigan happily asked
“Er- did you do that?” I asked
“Oh yes, but only so you could be transported here safely without stress” she said.
“ Aren’t I stressed now? How can she not see I would’ve been less stressed if she could tell me what’s going on?” I thought. My blood boiled. My temperature had risen. I was going to throw a tantrum. But I contained it. 
“Er- are you okay? Your face is red” 
“Yeah I’m fine” I angrily said.
“Would you like some pancakes?” Morigan said. Her smile widening.
I nodded. I was extremely hungry, and I had barely eaten two bites that day. 
When the pancakes had been served. I devoured them up hungrily, putting tons of maple syrup and an extravagant amount of butter. After I had eaten them, I shyly asked for more. Morigan happily got on her feet and headed to the kitchen.
While I waited, I relaxed and enjoyed the fire, it was warm, like happiness shining onto my body. I suddenly remembered Everette. Where was she? I panicked and feared her loss. However, there was a whispering in my soul. A tiny voice. It was my hope. It said:”Everette is okay, focus on you mission. Save your close ones”  But I could not calm down, I had always been with Everette all my life, I always made sure she was okay, always comforted her in hard times, but then……. I could not.
I feared she was in danger, I feared she was in harm’s clutches. But I  couldn’t do anything then, I just had to remain the best I could . 
“So how has college been?” Asked Morigan. She was holding a plate of pancakes when her smile suddenly faded and he eyes widened, she looked as if she had created an accident.
“Er- how do you know I go to college?” I asked, my eyes widened as well.
“Oh you look like at the age of college, you do go there right?” Morigan cooly said. 
I ate the pancakes happily, until I could not devour another crumb. 
Later, I sat around, wondering if I should ask Morigan the annoying questions that lingered in my head. They stung and burned, waiting to be let out.
“Why am I here?” I enquired. 
“Oh its just-”. The doorbell interrupted her. It was mailman. I peered out the door, and I saw we were on a mountain!
I had to escape, I needed to go and complete my mission: Find out the one giving me a threat and stop them form threatening.
I ran toward the door, Morigan had gone to get some money, and the mailman was waiting on the side of the porch; the path was clear. I ran through the hallway as fast as my legs could take me. I exited the house and shoved through the blizzard. 
It was a cryogenic experience, my eyelashes were starting to freeze, my ears got numb, my hair was whipping my face
I saw something in the misty air. I saw a figure of a girl. I thought she was Everette. I ran to her, feeling worried and happy. Once I reached the figure, however, the girl fell. She was indeed Everette, but I saw something frightening, something traumatising. Blood was gushing from her head, her face was pale, her irises were replaced by white paleness. She whispered something I could not hear, something I wish I heard. Everette was dying, it was her time to go. I didn’t want her to leave me,  panicked but I didn’t have time to sit down and help her, Morigan was probably on her  way toward me. I used all my strength to carry her in my arms and I ran as fast  as I could. I panted and occasionally stopped for quick breaths.  But I had stepped on a mound of earth, and then I suddenly felt the floor swirl and spin around me, I saw the snowy, breezy blizzard around me swirl around. In the flash of color, I lost balance and collapsed on hot ground. The sun was blinding and the silence was deafening. I jumped in fright when I saw the skeletons around me once more. I was back in the desert. “How can it be?” I thought. I turned to Everette who was breathing properly again, she didn’t look like she was in death’s clutches anymore. 
“The blizzard was too much” she breathily said. “Someone attacked me while I was shivering in the snow”, she said. 
“Why were you in the snow?” I asked her.
“I was waiting for you to come from wherever you were” she replied.
My heart melted. I had such a nice and caring friend, and there I was a few seconds ago thinking I had the worst life ever. I couldn’t believe I had been so blind as to notice my caring friend with her arms always waiting for me. Her arms were waiting for me then as well. I rushed to her, and we hugged as tight as ever. We cried and soon, we came to our senses again. 
“What do we do now?” I asked her.
Everette didn’t reply, instead she gave me a look. “Okay okay, I will start from the beginning. So I went upside down and I met those annoying beings who want to kill us, they said to get the Bunpoll, even I don’t know what it is” I told Everette how I got to a snowy mountain and saved her and then how we came back to the desert.
Everette had this hard to take in. 
“We have to search for the Bunpoll, or else we wont live anymore” I darkly said.I sat down next to my friend, feeling despondent. 
We suddenly heard a loud crash. We heard distant yelling and a scream. We saw smoke a little bit further into the desert. 
“WHAT WAS THAT?” I yelled. Looking back at Everette. 
There was more screaming and soon it became fainter and fainter and gone.
Everette looked annoyed. She looked like she had enough for one day. But we had the urge to see what happened so we walked swiftly on the sand, being careful not to put a foot for too long on the sand as it would have burned them. We hurried and went as fast as our legs could take us. 
We soon looked up at a gigantic grey iron structure. It looked surreal. Its metal body was gleaming in the sun, it reflected blinding light. The metal was smooth and clean, and it was so huge I couldnt even explain it.
“What is that?” I asked. 
“I dunno, but I don’t have a good feeling about it” Everette replied. I knew she meant what she said. 
“Let’s -er- lets leave it” I said. I was unconvinced. But as soon as we turned our blistered heels to walk away, we heard a scream again. 


We went to see what the scream was. I knocked on the metal structure. Maybe whoever yelled would open it.  
I knocked again, hitting my knuckles hard on the burning hot metal. Suddenly. There was a robot voice. It said “Please enter”, and soon, a metal piece of the structure slid away to reveal a door. The door was wooden and it had an eerie sign carved into it: It was a cat, but the cat was holding a moon in its paws, and its mouth was wide open revealing its sharp teeth.Its eyes were big and had flames in them. This carving made my stomach spin around like a washing machine. I felt like I had seen this sign before. I felt like this sign was not a good one. 
And yet, I followed my heart and not my brain. I turned the rusty doorknob and pushed the door with little force. The door swung open to reveal a very high- technological room. There was teal blue light all around me. There were portals open and metal claws moving around. There were robot assistants and robot voices. I felt like I was several years ahead of time. Who could have such high technology?
I looked back to check on Everette. She was not taking it easy.”Aurelia” she said “Are you sure?”
“Oh no, I am taking you, my very best friend, to your death for no reason” I sarcastically said. We both giggled and I nodded in agreement to my idea, telling her we would be safe as long as we didn’t  tell our story.
I looked around the room, but there was no one around, only robots. My eye caught something  after a few minutes of searching, it was another door. It had the same carving like last time but the door was made out of metal. The carving gave out blue light, the same shade as the rest of the room. 
I turned the doorknob of that door, and pushed it with difficulty: It was much heavier than the wooden one and I was weak and exhausted. 
This door swung to reveal a small, dark room. There was a strange smell coming from it.  It smelled like fish. My eyes adjusted to the darkness and soon I could see that this was a kitchen of some sort. 
Instead of a sink, there was an iron basket. Instead of ceramics, there was copper. Instead of a fridge there was an ice basket. 
“What kind of kitchen is this?” Everette said, she wore the same puzzled face as I did. 
I dint reply but I stared at a folded paper on the counter. Everette stopped blabbering about etiquette and food safety and stared at the paper as well. 
“What do you reckon is on that paper?” Everette asked from the side of her mouth.
I didn’t reply.
“Why is this place so weird?” Everette asked.
“My father didn’t own this place Everette, I wouldn’t know” I said. 
I picked up the paper from the counter .It had the same sign of a cat. My stomach spun around gain. I could not control my feeling of fear. I my eyes twitched. My trembling fingers lingered around the folded tabs of the paper for quite some time when I finally decided to unfold the paper. 
What lay before my eyes was something socking. I let out a gasp of horror. Blood. Blood. Blood. It covered the pepper so the text was hardly visible. I couldn’t even read the visible writing. It was another language. It looked like scribbles. I turned round to show Everette, but she was gone!
“What?” I asked myself. “W-w-why is she gone?”
I looked round the stinky kitchen, getting a few glimpses of shiny copper plates and flies around them. It was very dark now. The only light was coming from a tiny window. I couldn’t see another door for a long time. 
I was very startled when I heard a click and a bang from behind me. It was from outside this kitchen. I looked at the door and stumbled toward it. I turned the doorknob but. It wouldn’t move! I tried again and again and again and again. It just wouldn’t move!
I was filled with terror. 
“No” I murmured. “NO!” I yelled. 
I banged the door with my fists, bruising them. “LET ME OUT!” I yelled. I was locked in a stinky, dark room. 
I sank down and sat on the floor. “What would happen?” I asked myself. 
I had no Everette with me, I had no hope, no light. My soul was engulfed in cold, numb darkness. My memories- all horrible and fear. My heart- fight and sadness. My brain-blank. I was left with no motivation. I sat motionless. 
It was so long before I escaped a long trance of thought. I don’t know how long it had been. The blinds on the anyways very small window were pulled down..somehow.
I stared in confusion. “What?” I asked myself. 
I stood up and stumbled across the room, I forced the blind with a lot of strength that I had saved, but it wouldn’t even budge.I was extremely  livid with myself.  
My belly made a loud sound and it complimented the situation I was in. The only decent thing to eat in the filthy, grimy kitchen was dry, stale bread. I was disappointed, but there really wasn’t anything I could do.
I gave a sick sigh. I would just have to live my life there, locked up. I sorrowfully sunk my teeth into the hard bread. My tortured teeth felt like committing suicide. It was the worst thing I have ever tasted, apart from my disastrous cooking I did when I was 4 years old. 
I ate the bread quickly and laid down on the cleanest surface I could find. I was tired indeed. “All that thinking….” I thought. I looked at my bruised hand again, in regret. I saw the ice basket on the counter opposite me, I reached for it, cracking a few stiff bones in my arm. I grabbed some ice bused and laid them on my lap, numbing them as it made my knuckles numb as well. Soon, my knuckled felt better, but certainly not my brain. It wanted to shut down like a century- old computer. I laid down again, my eyes were closing slowly, closing……closing……..closing………….
I heard the scream again. This time, piercing my ears. I saw a puff of smoke, a red ghost, bloody chains. A knife hurled toward me; I avoided it by just a strand of hair. I heard the scream again.The red ghost glided toward me, revealing its gruesome face. It had ugly and sharp teeth; blood dripped from its mouth. Its eyes were big, and it didn’t have any pupils. They were just ugly white balls. I dodged not one but two more shots, it didn’t come from the ghost. Why was someone shooting me? I only wanted to find a Bunpoll, what was wrong in that? 
“This is your destiny.” a cold and scary voice whispered. 







Chapter five- The terrifying truths
I woke up, feeling nauseous. I felt sick. It must have been the bread I ate.  I had the urge to puke, but I held it. I stood up, swaying left and right. I was parched but there was no water. Only a blue, steaming bottle of liquid on the counter was there. There were shining specks of light in the bottle, floating light fireflies would. I waddled through the dim room toward the bottle. Once I came near enough, I saw a filthy, grimy label on it. It said ‘antidote’. What did that mean? I had no idea. I pondered on whether to drink it or not. It might be poisonous, but it could also be safe. I was as thirsty as ever, my tongue felt like a sandpaper. I left it for a while. I walked unstable toward the metal door, wanting to find out if it was locked or not.i felt like my brain was going to dissolve. I couldn’t believe it! It was unlocked!
I turned the doorknob weakly and i stopped dead “Should I take the bottle with me, just in case?” I asked myself. I walked toward the counter again and clutched the bottle, it fit in my pocket. 
I peered down a dark hallway. There were bright blue lights coming from some of the doors, but other than that it was as dark as the night sky. 
“Everette?” I yelled. Suddenly, I clutched my cheeks. What was I thinking? Yelling like that. I opened the first door I could find. I heaved the dumb door out of the way. I saw skeletons, hundreds of thousands of skeletons. I gave a silent cry and I soon noticed something on the wall. There were things written in what seemed to be blood. It said ‘We are coming for you, you will be like them’. I was then as sacred as a crow would be when it sees a scarecrow. 
“What if Everette was one of those skeletons?” I asked myself. But it couldn’t be, I just slept one night, a body wouldn’t decay in that short of a time. But my guts gave me a feeling Everette was in danger. 
I wilfully exited the room and opened the door to the next one, there my heart really sank all the way to my intestines. There was a prisoner held captive and it looked like she was tortured. She had blood flowing from her nose and her brown face was bruised. Her black hair was frizzy and tangled and her clothes were stained with blood or grease. She had a sour face (I wouldn’t blame her) but I felt extremely sorrowful for her. “Hi” I said. 
The girl looked frightened. “Hi” she whispered. 
“Not a really nice place here, eh?” I asked her.
She said nothing but gave a little smirk. I made a confused face.
“I adore master” she whispered. 
“Who is master?” I asked curiously. 
“Master said not to speak of him” she seriously said. She straightened up her shirt and sat straight and still. 
“What do you mean?” I asked.
The girl gave no reply.
There was a deafening silence and we stared into each other's eyes. The silence was broken when Someone entered the room. The person looked like a mailman.
 “Sixth of June of the year six thousand seventy-eight newspaper” he announced, and he threw a roll of paper into the room without looking inside and left.  
“What?” I asked in shock. “Its the year six thousand seventy-eight?” I asked. “Not possible”

“You have an entire life to be an idiot. Why not take today off?” The girl hissed. “Of course, it’s the year six thousand seventy-eight” she retorted. 
“But……… but I just slept in the year six thousand forty one!” I yelled. 
“Of course, you humans are so dumb” she whispered. “Dumb, dumb, dumb!” She hissed. “Why do you think this happened?” She rudely snorted. “Because you are …….. DUMB!” She yelled.  Her head erupted like a volcano; blood flowed out like red lava. It was certainly a gruesome sight. I wanted a basin, the puke from last time was rising.
“What… just er-happened?” I anxiously asked.
But the girl didn’t reply, her eyes twitched, and her head spurted out more blood. She spoke in a dark, cold voice. “You will pay!” The voice said. I was sure that this voice was not belonging to the girl. Her body raised into the air, the chains that connected her body to the wall were being pulled with full strength but didn’t break. Her body turned pale, and she twitched around. Then she drew out a knife, and she threatened me with it. “Bunpoll” she whispered. 
I was so petrified that I ran straight out of the room. When I peeked back into it, the girl was sitting with a bleeding arm, and she was cutting octopus tentacles. What on earth did she need them for? Why was I so many years away from when I slept? What on earth is the girl doing? Who is her master? Why was she so creepy? Why was she chained up? Why was she tortured? All these queries were running through my mind, trying to break out. 
I ran in fear, going to another room. I turned the doorknob of this stubborn door and it finally moved swiftly. What I had laid my eyes on was something I could never forget. There was a dead body, but that’s not what made my eyes swim with tears. I just didn’t like the feeling of a murderer out there who murdered everyone in his or her way just because of a silly thing. It was heartbreaking to see dead people who probably belonged to a family of their own. 
“NO!” I yelled. She was wearing torn jeans and a white, stained shirt. It was tainted with bloody-hand marks. A knife had been stuck into her belly; a puddle of blood was near the knife. Her face looked miserable. She still had shiny tears on her cheeks and a warm mug of coffee was sitting near her. She must have been murdered not long ago. 
I felt bad for this girl, but it was too late to do anything. I left the room and headed for another. The hallway seemed to be endless with many, many doors, probably infinite amounts. 
I certainly could not open every single door, but I did walk further down the hallway. 

A REUNION AND SOME RAGE
Soon, I came to a halt, and I saw something breathtaking. The hallway raised up to a spiral staircase above me. It kept going and going and going and going. It looked never ending. After each three steps of the staircase there was a door. There was an extravagant number of infinite doors. Just like the staircase, they kept going and going. 
Suddenly, the lights went out…..
I heard a scream; I heard the clatter of something, something that seemed like a long dagger. I heard something and quickly turned around. I felt suffocated, and I felt like I was being watched although it was as dark as a black hole. There was not a speck of light from anywhere. I was scared, I wanted to find Everette and get out already. I had been assigned a task: to find the Bunpoll, but I couldn’t accomplish it while being in that horrifying and confusing place. 
I moved as silently as I could, I tiptoed to whatever direction I felt I should have headed to. I felt warm breath on my shoulder, the hair on the back of my head stood up, and there were goosebumps all over my arms. I froze completely, not daring to move.
The person who was behind me left, I heard footsteps and a door slamming shut. The lights switched back on soon, and I stood there trying to understand what had happened. 
After a few minutes, I heard a laugh, it was a soulless, heartless, cold laugh, but it seemed weirdly familiar… I saw a door; it was different from the others: it had a wooden surface instead of metal, and its handle was covered in vines and mushrooms and there were green leaves around the corners of the door. It creaked and swung open, revealing a misty, bright biome. It was green all around and there were mushrooms and birds and crystals. It was a dewy atmosphere, but it looked lovely and peaceful. I wanted to experience what it felt to be in a place like that. I took a deep, relieved breath and stepped in with a grin. 

I felt ecstatic energy pulsing through my body like light rushing through my blood. I saw fairies in groups dancing around, their pink light flourishing in the misty air. Colorful, bright flowers sang in the breeze and the trees swayed in joy. Mushrooms hummed and butterflies danced. The whole thing was a joyful sight. I walked through the biome, forgetting all my problems: I wanted to live in the moment and bring some joy to my life. 
I sat under a tall, bushy willow and reached for my shiny purse. I dug through it and got my book out. It was my favourite book: A hunt for lost life. I opened the book and read in peace. Birds chirped around me, and fairies hummed, what could be more pleasant? 
Unfortunately, after some time the fairies stopped humming and the birds stopped chirping. The breeze wasn’t there anymore, and the mushrooms hid in the shadows of the trees. I heard a glass shatter, and I noticed a craving on a wooden fence. It showed a tree in a circle and fairies surrounding it. The light in the carving was blinking.
“Odd” I said. A light in a carving never blinked before. Soon, the bright luminance of the area faded away too, leaving behind a dark blue layer of darkness instead.
“It must be night-time, I’m so stupid” I murmured, and I facepalmed. That explained everything except the blinking lights. I left that query to exit my mind and I fell asleep near a tree grove. 
To my surprise, when I woke up, I wasn’t surrounded by humming and singing and warm light. I was back into the metal structure. “No” I groaned. I really liked that biome, maybe I could find it again……
However, when I opened my eyes completely, I saw I was on a bed. I heard annoying and close beeps. I was inhaling misty air. There was a tight strap around my arm and there were wires connected to my hands. I was perplexed. A monitor stood next to me, showing my heart rate, I was okay. 
An old lady came in, I couldn’t see her properly for a few minutes, but then my eyes worked properly. The first thing that came into sight was a big card that the lady wore. It said ‘Everette Maison - Neurology department’. 
“Everette” I murmured; she sounded familiar. She felt close to me, but I couldn’t remember who she was. Everette seemed to be rummaging through her purse with her thin, bony and wrinkly fingers.
The lady hadn’t seemed to notice me, however, when she turned back to face me, she was so startled that she jumped. She gasped for air so hard, and her wrinkly face was in such a smile that you would think a force pulled her cheeks away from each other. 
“Aurelia,” she whispered. Her eyes swam with tears. Why was she crying?
“What is Aurelia?” I asked, seeming surprised. 
“Why you are of course,” the old lady said. But she looked like she expected me to react. Everette sighed and turned her back to me.
“Who am I?” I asked. “Where am I?”	
Everette pouted. “Oh Aurelia, what did they do to you?”
“What?” I asked. “I don’t remember anything, it is blank...”
Everette nodded as if she expected me to say that. “Exactly my friend, exactly.” The lady whispered.
I still didn’t understand. Who was i? Why was I there? Who was Everette?
Everette sat down; her incredibly wrinkly  face was serious. “My dear, I will try to gather all the information on how this happened to you, but let me just tell you a brief explanation of what is and is going to happen,” she said in a calm but disappointed voice. She shook her head as if she were shooing flies and took a deep breath. “I am a doctor, my name is Everette, Everette Maison. I work as a neurologist; I study things related to the nervous system. Well- let me get to the point.” She took another deep breath and tears rolled down her face “Your brain has been fried.” She rapidly said, then she burst into sobs. Her shaky hand was on my cheeks now. “I-I-I m-m-mis-ss-sed you,” she said with a lot of effort. She took deep breaths again. “Er- your brain, It has been severely damaged, I know you can’t remember anything, you cant remember me, but I have been your best friend, hopefully after you are cured our lives will await to be intertwined again.” She said in a sulky voice.  She seemed tentative now, clenching her fists. 
“How am I going to remember anything that happened in the past?” I asked.
Without uttering a word, Everette reached for a cup. She gave it to me in body and weak hands. The contents were odoriferous: they smelled like garlic and sweat with a hint of banana. The liquid’s color was a sickening viridescent shade of color. The liquid looked like it had settled and dried on the top, and it was topped with a glowing flower, green as well. There was something peculiar about this flower- apart from the fact that it was green, and it glowed- the flower hummed. Yes-it hummed. 
“What exactly is this?” I asked in a worrisome tone.
“oh, don’t worry, just gulp it down,” the old lady said. I felt like Everette was lacking common exactitude, maybe it was just aging. She also lacked quite a lot of equanimity, which in my opinion, was a big element of success. But on the brighter side, the old lady was quite pragmatic and had no problems with people who tended to be on more of an -er- inquisitive side. 
I just could not gulp down that antic thing. “what is this, if you could please share your answers?” I asked in the politest way I could manage, my fury was building up, and I didn’t like it when people didn’t answer me. 
“Oh, this?” she asked as if she had never seen it. My blood boiled now; my head sizzled. 
“This is just a drink that is called ‘insanity stardust’, the fairies’ dust, and the stardust have healing properties, it’s like a wonder to drink this, it may look odd, I know”.
The fact that I actually bought the lady’s story was preposterous, I thought I was deluded until I brought myself to gulp down the whole thing. 


Then the most wonderful feeling embraced my body like a warm hug, pulses of light were speeding through my arteries. The feeling was ineffable. How could a revolting drink be so prodigious? I had no idea.
Not later after, my brain turned on again, it flashed again and again, like a blinker on a car’s headlight. It played my memories like I was in a cinema, watching them. I was young, about ten years old, and my energetic father was playing chess with me. “Checkmate, I win,” I say. 
 My father chuckles, his hazel eyes were staring into mine, “you have a big head you do” he grinned, “come here” he grabbed me and tickled me, and we both laughed our heads off.
 Then the movie changed, I saw my thirteen-year-old self-crying in front of my mother, my hands in hers, and tears were rolling out of her eyes as well. 
“Goodbye,” my mother said in a shaky voice.
“Father, you were the best father one could have, you will always be in my heart, even if you aren’t here anymore,” I looked at the ceiling and sobbed.
The movie changed again, this time I was coming down the white stairs. “Mom?” I called. “Mom?” She wasn’t there, but she never said she wouldn’t be. I decided to wait for her to come back, but she never did. 
The surroundings drifted. They carried me to an orphanage. The old lady there greeted me. “Hello, Aurelia Sparrows” she wore a welcoming smile. “You will live here from now on until you turn sixteen, then you will rent your own house.”
The movie switched to when I reached ninth grade and Everette was helping in my work more than ever. 
“Everette, we’ve been together all these years, and yet you are helping me much more often this year, why?
Everette sighed and grinned. “Because we are besties, and I don’t want that to change.” She replied.
The movie changed once again, I was standing in the upside-down world, watching Everette’s friend-poppy- killed.
The scene changed, I was walking in the desert with blistered feet, Everette to my right and endless desert to my left.
The surroundings blurred and reformed, this time I was with the lady I had met I the snowy area, Morigan. I was sitting in front of the fireplace, gobbling pancakes.
The scene changed again, I was looking up at a large metal, unsure of what it was, Everette on my left side.
The movie changed, I was hearing someone lock the door to the odd kitchen in the metal structure, I banged on the door helplessly and eventually fell asleep.
The surroundings drifted away and came back different, I saw a girl chained up, erupting in madness, blood squirting from her head.
I saw a wooden door with leaves on it and mushrooms growing on it.
I saw peace and happiness in a misty forest with endless warmth.
I was back in the metal structure, hearing a cold, soulless laugh.
I then had a light-bulb moment. Everette, she was…. She was… my… best friend! My only companion!
How did I get to a hospital? Everette and I journeyed together. 
How was Everette so old? The same reason why the newspaper had a different year. 
I then had another epiphany, I was certainly old as well, I must have been. But how was I not feeling weak? Or how was I not cranky?
My brain had been nourished again; I could finally think clearly.
“Oh-Oh Everette, come here” I murmured. She came to me, and we hugged so tightly that air was being choked out of me, but I didn’t care. If I was with Everette, I was safe.
Tears prickled the back of my eyes; I forced my eyes shut and they came rolling down my cheeks, but I didn’t care, I was with my best friend, and that was all that mattered. 
“Oh Aurelia, you look so young, like the same age that we went our separate ways” gasped my friend. 
“Really?” I asked, “how come?” 
“Well, like you, I also discovered that fairyland, it felt like a place of euphoria,” Everette said.
“So?” I asked.
“You see, fairies have magical fairy dust, which they sprinkle on people they find have gone through hardship and have given their all. This fairy dust makes people younger, soothes the heart, makes a person happy” Everette paused, and her face looks disappointed. “When I found the place, the fairies didn’t find me worthy enough, but they sure found you worthy. That’s why you look like you still are the same age as when we parted, but you’re actually just as old as me, just fitter, and more active and prettier.” Everette said.
“I see,” I said, breaking an awkward silence. “And how did I reach from the fairyland to this hospital?” I asked.
“Good question.” Everette closed her eyes, “I just so happened to be there at the same time you did, only I just noticed you were there when you were being attacked by someone while you were sleeping. I couldn’t make out who it was- because of her blue mask and blue hood- but by the time I fought her, yes-her, off, you were already injured,” Everette pointed toward my torso, yes, I saw a painfully deep cut across my body.
“I don’t feel it though,” I said.
“Well, I made the stardust and fairy dust concoction during my time in that wonderful place, as I said, fairy dust and stardust have healing properties, so your cut should be healed soon” Everette sighed. 
“How come you are still old and weak if you have made concoctions of insanity stardust?” I asked. “you said they have healing properties”
“Yes, if that was possible, I would also be young. But alas, stardust and fairy dust combined do not heal problems of the age. Only of injury and of the brain”
“But then why did you add stardust to the concoction?” I asked.
“Well stardust has injury-healing properties alone, and fairy dust has age and mental-healing properties. So if I removed stardust you wouldn’t have that healed scar over there, would you?” Everette asked. “Besides, one can only get age-healing fairy dust if the fairies choose to give it to you, otherwise, the dust which they just generally spread around only has mental benefits”.
There was another silence, every second of it was torture.
Everette finally asked something that raised my interest again. “So, what happened to you?” she asked.
“What happened to you?” I retorted, pressing on the word ‘you’. 
Everette chuckled; it was so nice to be with her again. She then wore a very stern face, looked me in the eye, and sighed once more. “I was kidnapped” she quickly said.
I must have misheard her. “What?” I asked.
“Yes,” my old friend said.
“No, I mean what as in ‘what?  I must have misheard you because what you said wasn’t very clear to me’, that what” I said in a giggle 
“ No I was kidnapped.” Everette said, snapping to seriousness.  “The day we saw that weird kitchen, a-a-a creature, yes- some sort of creature with hairy arms and a human body, it kidnapped me. I was tied up in a room for ten years.” Everette took a deep breath.
“What about the other twenty-seven years?” I asked.
“I was forced to work as a house assistant for twenty years, and I finally got a chance to be a doctor, a neurologist, in the remaining seven years”.
“But- Everette- you always said you wanted to be an adventurer!” I said in shock.
“Yes- yes, I still do, but I am afraid that dream is over now, I am too old”
“Everette, remember our vow! We can only tell the truth to each other” I said, still surprised that Everette was lying frequently, I remembered Everette as one who never lied. 
“Ah- yes, the vow of truth, very well…. I am planning an escape.” Everette went on, “You see we are still in this airship- “
“Airship?” I interrupted.
“Yes, well, I have to start from the beginning, don’t I?”
“If you must”
“Well after I had been kidnapped and drugged, I woke up in a dark and moist room, nobody was there. I waited parched and famished for a week until someone finally came. It was a similar creature with furry arms and a muscular human body, but these creatures had robes on, and their faces were hooded. This creature gave me some stale bread and water. I drank water first and it refilled itself! I tried the bread, and after I took one bite, it became a whole loaf again! It was never-ending food. I gave my thanks, but the hooded creature didn’t leave. Instead, it gave a soulless laugh, and then it asked me a question. It asked me whom I came with. I knew it wanted to know who brought me to the airship. You, of course, did. My brain had told my mouth not to say anything, but my mouth hadn’t followed its orders. Out of nowhere, I blurted out your name.” Everette paused and sobbed. I didn’t know why, but I knew she had done something wrong.
Everette wiped her tears and continued. “I was then asked another question on whether you and I had gone on a mission. My mind again ordered my mouth shut, but my mouth disobeyed and blurted out the answer, that we were out to find the Bunpoll” the old pal paused. “I then noticed that I was forced to tell the truth, maybe I was enchanted, spelled, or I drank a potion? I figured it was the potion, since I drank water, and the effects came soon after that. “
“Soon, the door in the dark room was unlocked, and another hairy creature came in. It told me I was to be enslaved by-er, what was her name?” Everette paused and thought. “Yes- her name was Mara. The hairy creature said I was Mara’s slave, not really an assistant but a slave.  It had a cold, nasty evil voice. It tied my arms and dragged me toward a door from among all those doors on the spiral staircase. This lady-er-… Mara was cruel and filthy. I hated her. But I didn’t have a choice. She said she would kill me in the flash of color if she wanted to, she only spared my life because I did everything for her.”
Everette gulped. “She sometimes talked about how she loved Bunpoll. She talked about you most of the time Aurelia. She always said how you are stupid and dumb, how you always don’t think. Yes, I wondered how she knew you, but I didn’t dare to ask, not after her threats.” Everette’s voice cracked in her last few sentences; I reckoned it was because she was forcing back some stinging tears.
“One day, I overheard Mara talking with some other lady. I couldn’t see them because the door was closed. But they were having a heated argument. The lady whom I didn’t know said something about escaping the airship, I can’t remember exactly. But I caught something important that Mara said. She said that you were in the airship too, held captive, probably dead, she said that if you escaped the airship, they couldn’t get hold of you that easily anymore. I realized that you were on the airship as well, at first, I thought to escape and rescue you, but my mind knew better. I was to get caught. I was going to have to act like I wanted to get a job, so I could wander freely about the airship in hopes of finding you.”
“I snuck books on the brain and psychology and neurology I could find around the house while cleaning, i hid them in my little cabin. I secretly studied for it every night, until I finally told Mara that I had an idea to become a neurologist. I made a story that would convince her. I told her that way the money I earned could be hers and I could be more dutiful like that. Mara thought for a day and agreed, but she was so dumb.” Everette paused here and took a deep breath. “This airship, it’s as big as three million Melaphins together. It will be impossible to escape without proper planning. I saw a brief map- mind you it wasn’t that detailed at all- There are schools, prisons, offices, hospitals, universities, houses, endless staircases, and many doors concealing unknown mysteries, and I could keep going. I- “
But Everette was interrupted by a noise and stopped silent. I heard a big loud bang coming from outside Everette’s office door. I saw black, liquid hands coming from under her shut door. They were like snakes- liquid black snakes- slithering under the door.
 Everette pointed to a vent near us, the cover grill was already taken off, it was not comfortable crawling in the vents, but we didn’t have a choice. As soon as we were many rooms away, I blurted out a question: “What was that?”
Everette looked uneasy, “That is the Draught of the Endings. It is dark, scary spirit energy, it is commanded by someone to capture a specific person and it won’t rest until it catches that person and drowns them in their blackness.” Everette whispered in a dead tone.
“We are safe here, aren’t we? Tell me the rest”.
Everette leaned forward; she started trembling and her wrinkly old face twitched. Soon, I felt a sharp, stinging, throbbing, excruciating pain. It was clogging my breath, my breaths became short, it was suffocating. I felt a sudden, cold dread, like a sting.  There was blood all over my clothes, and the same cut that was across my body had been re-opened and cut deeper into my body. The searing pain was growing, I couldn’t absorb what was happening around me.
“Why-why Everette?” my wheezy voice said. 
“Thirty-seven years Aurelia, thirty-seven!” Yelled Everette, her hands trembling and her fingers tightly clutching the bloody knife which she stabbed me with. I looked her straight in her blue, shimmery eyes. She was so  sad and angry and confused.
“You said you would always be there for me, but where were you when I was tortured, threatened?” Everette uttered in anger. Her jaws clenched and her eyes swimming with tears. “Thanks for all your help and for keeping your promises! Loser!”
Everette’s face was turning a deep, crimson red now. I felt sorry for her, for her anger. If I learned anything about anger, it was that it should not be tampered with.
 The searing pain now grew into torturous numbness and stinging. I saw a vivid scenery. My mom was there, with her beautiful blonde hair and green, sparkling eyes. Tear streaks were still shiny on her cheeks, but even after crying, she was as beautiful as ever. 
“Anger is like fire, Aurelia,” She said, “If you let it out of control, you all burn with it.”
I snapped out, feeling dizzy. Everette was still there, looking at me furiously. I always thought of mother when I was upset. Everette shot one last dirty glare and whispered, “Goodbye and good riddance!”. Everette swiftly crawled out on me, and I looked at the empty vent, extremely hurt and incredibly livid.
I lied down in throbbing, terrible pain. More blood was spilling out of the cut and there was no way to stop it, I was going to die, and I knew it. My own friend  murdered me. Yet isn’t that the amazing nature of betrayal? It always comes from nearby, you never expect it from enemies.. My heart was shattered into a thousand pieces. I didn’t know what to believe. Who was I to turn to? who knew of my suffering as much as Everette?
The pain was increasing, like blackness climbing up my throat, and I couldn’t breathe anymore. I was sure it was going to be my last breath. Then I remembered the bottle I had in my pocket, the one that said ‘antidote’. Maybe it was an antidote for murder, a healing potion, or something of that sort. Even if it wasn’t, what more could I lose? I was dying anyway.I clutched it in trembling, weak, dying hands. I gulped it down just as I ran out of breath. As I knew it would, I could breathe again, and the big deep cut wasn’t paining anymore. The cut was closing itself but the blood on my destroyed, ripped leggings and my white tee didn’t go away. The pain in my heart was stronger than ever, I didn’t know what to do or whom to seek.
I heard a slithering sound and saw The Draught of the Endings chasing me, so I brought myself together and weakly crawled towards the final vent and, crawled inside and closed the the cover grill.



































Chapter 6- a dozen tablespoons of bitter sadness and a teaspoon of sweet revenge 
I had tears racing down my face, my hands were numb and frozen, my tears were bound to freeze too. My only friend backstabbed me. What if she was on the side of the ones who were threatening me? Maybe she made her own side, her side of anger and revenge? Was the whole story she told me true? Was she even on the good side anymore? 
My heart was lost to dullness, to despair. I couldn’t take it, the only close one I had betrayed me. I was all alone now, and I had a mission to complete, but this sadness, it was weighing my hopes down. My hopes of being safe again, of seeing my mother-if she was even alive, my hopes of being with Everette and finding out who was harming me. All those were crushed into nothing; my despair was too much.
I sat lonely in the vent, crying with all my heart. I just couldn’t believe what happened to me. Did Everette really mean what she did? Was it just out of anger? Was what she said about me true? Was I really the bad one? Did I deserve what she did to me?
Maybe I was wrong, maybe I wasn’t. I felt that I was not wrong, that I was just trying to survive the danger I was in. I felt that the real bad ones were the ones who were harming me, taking away my friends, and crushing my heart to pieces…. 
I felt that Everette misunderstood my oath. Maybe she understood it a different way? I curled up in the dim and moist vent. Unable to think straight. The pain, the despair, it had numbed my heart. It was like being dragged into a black hole. How could my own friend, the only one I knew, betray me?

What was I to do I had no idea. I just wanted to sit and cry my heart off. I felt like removing my feelings from myself, So I didn’t have to carry this heavy guilt to my grave. 




MOVING ON

I finally had the courage to kick the grill cover and hop out of the vent into a strange, bright room. There were little round robots about half my size roaming around. There was a hospital bed in the middle of the room, most of it covered in a thick, heavy blanket. 
I tried to understand what this room was for, but I could only infer that it was meant for surgical operations. There was an eerie feeling about this room though, I felt like something wasn’t right. I noticed a big lump under the blanket. I swallowed a bunch of spit and walked to the bed. I thought it was a body, I had been traumatised by dead bodies.     
I lifted the sheet with all my courage and sighed with relief.  It was just wrinkly sheets that were made a ball under it. But wait- why would someone do that? It did look like a body, maybe it was made to trick someone into thinking a person was there when they were running away. But who could it be? 
I decided to leave it, it wasn’t worth wasting energy on. I felt exhausted from all the happenings. I just wished I was someone else, someone who knew not of any of this, someone far away from here……..
I threw myself on a chair next to the bed and sighed deeply. What was I to do? 
I thought, but as I did my blood boiled. Now I did not pity Everette anymore, i hated her. I was livid with her, my only ‘friend’. I remember a time when Everette and I used to be inseparable, we used to play together, tease each other. I saw our 9-year-old selves, playing with the cats outside the orphanage , Everette accidentally put bird seeds instead of cat food and we laughed until we cried. I saw Everette and I celebrated in the orphanage hallway as the best behaved duo, we ate cake together and then I saw us reclining on each other watching our favourite shows. I saw Everette and I taking an oath that we would never separate, and I saw us taking an oath of never lying to each other and always protecting each other, I saw us promising that we would never harm each other, and to always be the best.  I then realised I had tears going down my face again, but I didn’t bother to wipe them away. Paulo Coelho said: ‘Tears are words that need to be written.’
I thought about how Everette broke every one of our oaths, I thought about how we were the best of friends and in a flash of color we became deep enemies. My heart couldn’t take it anymore, so I stopped. 
I heard a very strange noise later, a type of loud metal bang. I didn’t know what it was but its sounded distant. Then I heard a faint calling, “Help!”. It came again, it a whisper “Help me!”
I thought my ears were ringing but they weren’t: a bucket of water was knocked down, how? Words started to form from the blue liquid: “Come and help, we are in need of it Aurelia”.
I was so petrified I took rapid steps toward the door and tried to escape, I thought there was a ghost or spirit in the room. Maybe it was the scary one I dreamt about? I didn’t want to find out. I struggled with the lock because of my uncontrollably shaky hands and finally unlocked the door.
Without pausing to think, I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. My heart racing and my mind filling up with scary scenarios. 
When I reached distant enough, I paused for a breath. I saw some light, it looked so beautiful. It had so many colors, so many shades. So glittery. I could see shapes glimmering and dancing in the light. It felt as if I needn’t worry about anything, and the light would take care of me. 
I hit hard ground. “Ow!” I grunted. I felt familiar with the place I was in. I was in…… That fairy land! I felt so glad to be back in a peaceful place I could think in. Just- What was that light? 
I tried to recall more than just a light, but I couldn’t remember anything else except seeing a bright luminance. 
I felt dizzy but I kept my conscience. I heard the whispers again but this time in a sweeter, softer and breathier voice, “You came, help us!”.
I decided to sort my life out first, so I sat under a tree and thought. 
“I should just forget but I wont forgive. I will move on, even though the loss is pulling me like I magnet. I would have to fight that loss.” I thought.
I considered forgiving Everette, but a voice inside my head screamed: 
“I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her. I won’t forgive her. I won't forgive her.”
So I decided, I was to move on and I won’t forgive Everette. 

A DISCOVERY
I wanted to know who was calling to me. The eerie whispers. 
Something caught my attention. Some glittery.. fairies?
I squinted and I couldn’t believe my eyes, they were sprinkling dust on me! I was feeling better already, like the cracks in my heart were being filled with glue and stuck back. 
The fairies knew I was in hardship. 
I looked around, the sight was ravishing. The flowers danced in the breeze and the grass glowed. The mushrooms hummed and the fairies flew. The birds sang and the foxes were fain under the lovely luminance. 
I walked on the lush, soft grass. It felt wonderful. The trees were shining and it urged me to sit under one of them. But I felt a stronger force of curiosity strike, like a pull of a magnet, and so I explored.
Soon, I saw a graceful waterfall. The water of the river near it shone in the light too. 
I jumped at voices near me. It felt like I was intruding a conversation. I heard some sweet, breathy, small voices talking something about a tree, peace, and……….That was it! Bunpoll! 
I had to force myself to listen more. 
“The Bunpoll holds the secrets. You must get it before the human hands reach them. If those humans get it, they wont understand it and they will cause mayhem instead of ebullience! Their kind would go extinct very soon, Mojito!”
“I know, Coffee, I really do. I shall keep the Bunpoll safe in its hiding nest and I shall never let a word out about it to anyone. Ok?”
“Alright, but if I hear a word about this again, you will be expelled from The Fairy Academy and from Rovelista!”
As I listened, I realised they were fairies talking. The fairies came to view. One was green and had a glowing spark.  She was wearing a green, ballgown dress with a see-through frill around the shin area. Her dress was shiny and had bubble designs on it. She was wearing a mint green pair of stiletto heels and had a cute leaf in her short, black hair.   And the other was brown and had blonde hair. She wore a white and brown sundress and a sun hat with little coffee mug charms on it. She wore brown, short heels. They were both about the size of my fist. It was quite easy to already tell who was who. The brown one was evidently Coffee, and the green one was clearly Mojito.
I jumped at a fox that ran past me and gave a little gasp. Shoot! I blew myself away. 
The fairies stopped still. They started staring and I stared back. I didn’t know what to do or say. I could hear my heart pounding through my ears and head. I felt shivers crawling down my back.
“How did you get here?” The brown fairy quickly asked. “How?” She queried again. She bit her pink lip and her tiny brown wings trembled. Her hazel eyes looked distressed. 
“Am…. Am I not allowed here?” I asked , pretending to be in uncertainty. I could feel my cheeks getting hot with shame, I tried to stall.
“No!” Yelled the fairies together. 
“Well, there was a door that led here. I came before from the door. But this time, a..light-yes a light- brought me here.”
“UGH!” The green fairy muttered. “My siblings forgot to close the human portal.” She then slapped her forehead.
I then understood what that mesmerising light was, it was a portal of course!
“So, can you tell me about you guys?” I asked.
“We don’t really have an option. Mind-wiping year is two years away, and its not the season for its ingredients anyways.” The brown fairy said. She nodded to the blue fairy and introduced herself. “My name is Coffee,” she said. “You probably already figured that out. I am obviously a fairy, and this is Mojito, she is my best student.”
Coffee took a deep breath. “We fairies all go to an academy when we are small, so we can learn about ourselves and how to deal with things when in danger. Mojito is incredibly smart, and im depending on her for a very important mission, to protect the Bunpoll.”
It was astonishing how easy it was to get things out of them. It took me a long while to convince myself it was not a trap.
I sighed. “About the Bunpoll..”
“Yes, we know. We know all about you, Aurelia. We knew your parents very well. We were friends.”
I froze. Why did they have to remind me of my parents? My eyes watered at the thought of my father and my mother. I was so young, and dad died. It was just a year later when mom vanished too. I did think she died mysteriously. I wanted to find out what happened to her. My heart ached. My brain dimmed. My body trembled.
I reminded myself of the Bunpoll. I knew what was at stake if I didn’t bring back whatever the ones who threatened me wanted. I fought back the urge to yell like it was vomit coming up my throat. 
“So, what is it, the Bunpoll?” I asked
“It’s the heart of this garden. No human can touch it, or the garden dies. One slight touch of a human finger leaves a black stain on the heart. There are already stains on it from the previous human attempts. One more black spot and our green garden, Rovelista,  will start to be in danger.”
I didn’t quite understand. The fairies answered me like they read my mind. 
“I know, humans take time to understand these things. See, just don’t touch anything you feel looks special. I will bring the Elder Council.” Said Coffee, She flew off in the flash of color. 
In what seemed like a second, Coffee came back with what I thought were beautiful, young, fairies. My thoughts always seemed to be wrong, because these fairies were “a hundred years old”, as Coffee exclaimed. 
One was tall, brown-skinned, and wore a long, fitted, vibrant purple mermaid dress. Her hair was black, shiny, and long and her eyes were a clean shade of brown. Her wings were purple and had green vines along them.
Another was plump, short, and light-skinned. She wore a short, shiny white peplum dress that had a leafy belt around the top. The frills at the bottom really looked like white petals. She had wavy, short, light brown hair and blue eyes with pink lips. She had massive, white wings.
Another fairy was there, she had black skin, but she was wearing a mustard, long dress that only showed the bottom of her mustard heels. She was wearing a sunflower hat and a yellow, glittery bag. Her eyes were brown, and her lips were dark, although they were full and plump. She had black, curly, and long hair. Her wings  were yellow with black spots occasionally appearing to form a pattern.
The last fairy was a yellow-skinned one. She wore her black hair in two symmetrical buns on the sides of her head. She was earring a ballgown dress that looked like it was kimono-style. Her eyes were narrow, and her cheeks were rosy. She had dark red, glossy lips. She had pink, small wings with Japanese script on one, and sandals that were designed to look like origami. 
“I assume you can already guess their names, but these are Orchid, Waterlily, Sunflower, and Cherryblossom. This is the Elder Council. They manage all the political issues and human disturbances that affect our realm. They are the head of the place and we all like it that way and we do not want to tamper with any arrangements they make.” Said Mojito. 
“Buna ziwa,” said Waterlily, I couldn’t understand what she was saying but I reckoned it was a greeting and we shook hands- more like I shook my index with her hand- and she flew a few centimetres away after that.
Orchid took a few steps and offered her well-manicured hand. “Encantada de conocerte” she  said. I didn’t understand that either. 
Sunflower came closer, she held out her hand and said “siku njema”.
Cherryblossom offered her hand as well, and I noticed the nails were painted pink and had the tiniest flowers stuck to them. “Kon'nichiwa.” She said. 

I tried my best to conceal the confusion, but I couldn’t. The fairies noticed that and smiled. 
“Oh of course, we all meant hello or good day in our languages. Fairies represent human countries you know?” Said sunflower in a very deep but loud voice. “I am Tanzanian, Waterlily is Romanian, Orchid is Mexican and Cherryblossom is- obviously- Japanese.”

I nodded to them and they nodded back.
“So…” I started, but I was interrupted.
“We heard.” Said Waterlily.
Orchid stepped forward. “The bunpoll, it is essential to all lives. It dies, and the plants die, leading to the animals dying, to humans dying, to fairies, trolls, and elves dying. There would be no more life, mi amiga!” She had a strong Spanish accent and her brown face looked distressed. 

That is when I just knew I wasn’t dreaming. It was true, fairies actually existed.
What bothered me was that I had to get the bunpoll, and i had to get it quickly. I didn’t know how much time i had left but i could not afford to lose another person. 
“But, some women, two of them, they are threatening me and saying they will kill a close one if i don’t bring the Bunpoll” I said in despondency. I looked down in shame and confusion.

The fairies were gone by the time it looked up to see if they were going to reply to what i said a few moments back. I sat under a tree near the waterfall in despair and agony. The memories of Everette came back to me.
I tried to resist, but i couldn’t. 
Soon i was watching videos in my brain again, on how we met when we were in first grade, and i told Everette i had no parents and i was from an orphanage and she hugged me while i cried. I saw the time we graduated from high school, our eyes watery and our mascara spread across our faces. I saw the time we hung out in a cave for three nights in a scout expedition, comforting each other that we were going to be okay.
I snapped out, realizing I was crying so much that my shirt had a big, wet spot. 
I couldn’t let go of Everette. I felt…. Sad……depressed….. anxious…..scared. In seconds, all those feelings evaporated and i was left livid. How could she do that to me? How?
My face was gaining temperature and I was sure it was going a deep red color. A thought came to my mind.
It was time for payback.
It was time for revenge.



Chapter 7- A TRICK AND A TRAGEDY
I had a plan.
I was going to teach Everette the lesson of her life: don’t fool with me. 
She was probably undercover as a ‘neurologist’ again, yeah right. That woman had murder written all over her face. Or at least, she attempted it. 
Why? I had no idea. 
I was going to have to get out of ‘Rovelista’ (as the fairies called it) and sneak into Everette’s office and scare the hell out of her, literally. A big chance of unfriending her as well since I was going to be there. 
The Bunpoll seemed the smallest of my issues at that moment. Everette was not close to me anymore, so for sure she was not the one going to be killed. Then who would it be? I knew no one else.
Maybe the threat was not harmful since I didn’t know anyone else?
No, I was sure it wasn’t the case. I could feel, deep down, that danger was hiding in the shadows, ready to strike if I didn’t bring the Bunpoll.
 I didn’t care.
I was getting revenge, and nothing would stop me.

PAYBACK TIME
I crawled through the stinky vents as fast as I could, but as silent as a lion hunting its prey. 
My embitterment was rushing through my arteries. My heart pounded rapidly, and my palms were sweaty. 
Aside all of that, I just couldn’t wait to get revenge. 
I couldn’t wait to see Everette’s shaken and old face when she would see I was not dead. Her stupid face when she would see that she hurt me so much that the scars still burned (although it hadn’t even been a day, she did other stuff before that still hurt as well) .
I couldn’t wait to leave all that misery of Everette behind, start a new life without her.
I couldn’t wait to tell her I was going to do it on my own.
I couldn’t wait to scare her so badly (I even hoped she died of a heart attack right then and there).
I couldn’t wait.
I reached a vent opening and there was a tiny sticker that read ‘Neurologist office three’.
I didn’t know what Everette’s office number was, but I peeked through the vent lid and saw an old lady sitting at her desk.
That was it. I was going to make her pay.
I waited until the enemy would get distracted so I could silently get out of the vents and into hiding.
The opportunity came soon, and I pushed the lid gently and covered the vent back. I planned to hide behind the long, teal curtains. What I noticed was that they blocked the sunlight completely, that was perfect as my silhouette wouldn’t ruin my plan. 
There was a little crack in between the two curtains that covered the window and I used that for looking at the room.
I stifled a laugh of revenge. It was to be time soon.
After what seemed to be five minutes, Everette was settled back into her desk. There was a model of a brain on a smart board next to her. And a robot was typing documents for her as well.
Then something woke me up. Everette stood up and approached the curtains. The two helper robots next to her followed her.
“It’s all right. I just want sunlight, Meddie and Care.” She said in a calm but cracked voice.
I fixed my stance, took out a knife, and as soon as she was about to touch the curtains I jumped out, my shadow wrapping the traitor, I knocked her on the floor, and held the knife near her throat. 
Everette gasped and widened her eyes in shock, and she rubbed her head in pain. 
I felt hatred and anger rising to my head now.
“You traitor!” I yelled. Pure hatred was flowing in my words.
I just wanted to cut her throat with the knife I was bearing. However, I held the urge. I wanted to make her suffer.
“Aurelia, please,” she said after her long shock. “It’s not what it looks like. I had two options Aurelia, they were-“
“Enough!” I interrupted her stupid explanations. I was about to tell her to get lost and that I never wanted to see her face again. But I thought of something better.
“You will be my prisoner,” I said. A smirk appeared and I didn’t bother to hide it. She deserved it.
“And if you disobey,” I said and pointed to my knife.

After forcing Everette to join me in the vents and threatening her to show me the vent routes, we finally reached back to Rovelista using a vent route. Luckily, the exit wasn’t far from the door that lead to Rovelista ( I memorized how the door looked) . 
I reached the lush entrance, with glowing mushrooms quietly humming on the hinges. I turned the knob and swiftly went in, dragging the traitor behind, not caring if I hurt her. 
Everette was now panting in exhaustion. I remembered a book I read a few years back, about how old people were weak. I noticed now that Everette was one of the weak types. But I didn’t care. I wanted her to suffer. 
In a short time I did get tired as well and only for my tiredness did we settle under a tree. I felt a strong feeling of disgust and hate when Everette sat near me, so I asked her to fetch water from the river for me. 
While Everette was gone, however, the fairies emerged from the tree leaves. This time, there were Coffee, Mojito, a fairy with a green, frilly dress, pale white skin, and green hair worn in a high bun, and Sunflower.
“Who’s the new fairy?” I asked.
“I’m Lettuce. I’m the princess.” The green fairy said. She flew closer and shook my hand, or rather, my index finger, like all the other fairies did.
She was wearing a dress of green leaves (of what, I assumed to be lettuce as well) and her green, leafy wings spread green fairy dust all over my hand. 
“What brings you here again?” I asked.
“Well, we decided on letting you stay here, seeing how tough your life is at the moment.” Sunflower announced.
Everette came back with a bucket of water. I had no idea where the bucket came from but another thought came to my head first. “Where will this..traitor.. stay?” 
“Oh our palace always has extra room. But we will need to enlarge it.” Said a strong, European voice from next to my ear. I already recognized the voice, it was Waterlily. 
She emerged from beside me, her face in a grin. 
“Try not to make noise.” She whispered.
I felt a throbbing pain on my forehead and before I knew how I fell hard on my back and my eyes forced themselves shut.

AFTER A RELAXING REST
I had always wondered if the stories and rumours were true, about a lost gem that awaited The Saviour, she was said to be one who would restore peace to the world when all would be corrupt. That was just a legend though, and the world wasn’t in chaos.
“Or is it?” said a small voice at the back of my head. “Is it just a legend?” it asked. “Is the world like how you saw it so long ago?”
I opened my eyes and forced them shut again. I couldn’t bear to look at the bright sun shining from... a window?
How did a window reach near me?
I tried opening my eyes again, ignoring the burn of the strong light around me. The room I was in didn’t look familiar at all. 
I felt silk in my hands, and fleece and velvet. I looked down and I saw I was in a nice, warm bed. The bottom sheet and the pillowcase were silk, the blanket was fleece and the throw was velvet. It felt… luxurious.
A bright light tortured me again and my vision blurred. I saw a young girl bullying me, in what I recognized to be the orphanage in which I was raised. I saw the girl (she was known as the awful “Polly”) ridiculing me, saying what a poor family I came from and that all the parents of the children in the orphanage died but not as horribly as mine did. I saw her as she put on a smirk and pressed on the fact that my mother had ‘vanished’.
The bright light dimmed, and I was back in the soft, warm bed. That memory (along with others)…. They had been slowly breaking me from the inside, with the rest of my life. 
My life had only barely ever been happy, it was all tears and woes. Ever since the death of my father and most likely my mother as well, I knew my life would never fix itself again. I knew that my path had been made and I had no choice but to walk along it. 

I felt as snug as a bug in that wonderful bed, and I noticed I was wearing a toasty, fluffy pajama set. I loved it.
I looked around. I was blinded by gold. 
The night table was marble and had a finishing touch of golden edges. The carpet was yellow and fluffy. The walls were white except for the one behind the bed, which was painted golden. The dressing table was also marble with shiny golden edges and shiny golden legs. The chair beside the dressing table was clean white. On the dressing table, there were makeup brushes, makeup palettes, and a tray with a golden teapot of hot, fragrant tea.
I picked up the golden teacup and saucer and I poured myself some tea. I sipped it. It felt so nourishing, it blasted me with energy. My brain was connected to my body now. That tea was amazing. 
I wondered if this was special fairy tea or if it was just that I hadn’t had a drink so nice for weeks. It didn’t matter anyways so I let that question rest.
In a corner of the room, I saw a white armchair decorated with a yellow throw blanket. There was a marble coffee table next to it. On top of this coffee table was a golden vase filled with the only flowers I felt had some connection to me, lavenders.
Behind that armchair were three, golden floating shelves of books installed on the wall.
What I was looking at was a reading nook, my favorite part of any bedroom. 
I noticed that on the floor, next to the bed was a white fur carpet, with a pair of fluffy slippers that matched my pajamas. I slipped them on and noticed I hadn’t any change with me.
The pull of curiosity was too strong, I wanted to know what awaited outside this bedroom. 
Just as I was leaving the bedroom I looked up and saw a beautiful golden chandelier. There were golden pieces hanging from a bright, white disc that was lined with golden. It looked like golden raindrops falling from the ceiling. I wondered how much gold there would be in the world. 

These drops reminded me of the wonderful element of water.
It had been my first time swimming, I was twelve and Everette had brought me to a pool to teach me how to swim. Everyone at the orphanage knew how to swim except me, and I wanted to swim too. 
We had been told that we were having an orphanage party at the waterpark in the neighbouring city. I wanted to have the most fun there, so that was one of the reasons I had wanted to swim too.
Everette had been helping me move my arms and kick my legs. I had been getting better and better.
Two hours had passed when I had finally clutched the idea. I could swim fast. My legs had felt energized like they could have kicked through an entire ocean. I had wanted a challenge though. I wanted to try swimming underwater.
Everette had warned me that I wouldn’t be ready. I had known something else, though. I had been feeling confident.
I had taken a deep breath. In the flash of color, my eyes had been following the dancing oxygen bubbles in the blue water. My hair had been floating around my face. My body had been given the chance to do everything.
My arms had been moving swiftly, my legs had been splashing vigorously, my muscles had been working energetically. 
It had been the best experience with water in my life.

I looked back at the golden drops. However, now they looked like tears.
They looked like my mother’s tears. 
I didn’t want to experience my memories anymore; my heart was tampered with enough. 
My eyes watered up. I sat down and silently cried.
I didn’t like crying. I hated it. It was self-punishment.
Nobody wanted to cry, I was sure of it.
But how could anyone control it?
How could I control it?
That is the way of life. People cry and people laugh. People wake and people sleep. People live and people die. That is the way of life.
And life, it is different for everyone. Everyone has their own journey, their own story.
“But what is the meaning of it?” I pondered. 
I thought long and hard and finally concluded: Life is like a blind and deaf person walking on a dangerous path, he would never know when danger would occur until he faces it. 
I felt the tug of curiosity again, I wanted to explore.
I stood up and pushed the golden door aside.
I looked at a bright hallway. There were golden doors every five steps on both walls of the long, luminous hallway. Between some doors were golden tables with marble vases of lavender and a long, fluffy carpet stretched throughout the huge hallway. 
It looked just like an arrangement of hotel rooms.
I jogged through the hallway and reached a room. There was a white sofa with golden legs and lining and above it was a wide window, Its length matched the sofa’s. A bright and beautiful ray of luminance steaked through the window and gave the room a gorgeous touch of coziness. 
The window was decorated in long, white curtains with golden polka dots that gave the room a feeling of luxury.
I assumed the room was a lounge of some sort. I sat there for a few minutes and then a fairy greeted me.
I guessed she was a cleaner or worker because she was wearing a black dress with puffed sleeves which was not what fairies normally wore. The usual fairy’s wardrobe would be colorful and vibrant, unlike what I saw on that fairy. 
“Nice to meet you Aurelia, I am one of the working assistants of this palace. My name is Applewing Flittertoes.” Her face went red when she said her name, after all, Flitteroes was the weirdest name I had heard. 
“Your name does not define who you are, your actions do,” I said, though I felt guilty of myself for my name too. 
Applewing gave a grin and gestured forward. “Your breakfast awaits.”
I walked through a hall full of framed portraits of royal generations of fairies, family photographs and framed newspapers and letters.
I finally reached the dining room after a long but interesting walk. 
At first, I saw one big, long white table with golden lining. My eyes adjusted to the sunny, warm, and golden room and I spotted a tinier table a few steps away with six, colorful, shiny but hardly visible fairies sitting at that table. I looked away from it and saw my enemy sitting at the bigger table. Everette was there after all, eating crazily without any etiquette at all like she had never seen food in her life. 
I looked at the beautifully set tables. The big one had a golden runner stretched out on it, with white plates of pancakes, toast, jam, omelette, and porridge laid out on it. There were white plates, golden sets of cutleries, and crystal-clear glasses set out in front of every white chair. In the exact middle of the table, there was a beautiful, shiny golden vase filled with lavender. It looked a lot more than perfect.
I looked at the table nearby, it was an exact duplicate of the bigger table, just much smaller. I wondered how the ones setting the table made them look like exact duplicates. Or maybe they were exact duplicates. 
I gazed at the fairies sitting there. There was the Elder Council, A fairy bigger than any I had seen, with a huge, gleaming crown on her white hair, and Lettuce, with a tiara on hers. It was obvious that the fairies had a queen, as she sat there peacefully.
“I thought you said the Elder Council managed things.” I said
“Oh yes we do, but on the order of Queen Dandelion,” Sunflower replied, her Tanzanian accent really had felt stronger than before.
I felt a stinging pain on my head and it reminded me of how I got knocked out. I silently let out a little whine of pain. “What was that for?” I asked.
The Elder Council took a little time to realize what I was talking about. 
“That was to make sure you wouldn’t know the way into the Palace.” Said Waterlily. “I do apologize.” 
The Queen gestured to the bigger table, and I sat down on the nearest chair.
My mouth was full of saliva, I hungrily dived my fork into the pancakes and put three on my plate, and coated them with an extravagant amount of margabua, which was my favorite pancake syrup. I cut up almost half of the first pancake and stuffed it into my mouth. The taste of the puffy, fluffy, warm pancakes with the wonderful, sweet lemon flavor of the margabua was spectacularly scrumptious. 
It was just then that I had a pang or realization that i wasn’t following etiquette and was eating like a dog.  I thought about how I thought old Everette was eating, though then she was dabbing a napkin on her wrinkly- nearly invisible- pink lips as elegantly as possible. 
Did I just imagine her dog manner? Was I okay?
I continued eating following the table manners but I did slowly stuff myself.
After the most wonderful meal I had in quite some time, I stood up, feeling a little heavy but it wore off rapidly, as I had a quick metabolism. The Elder Council and the Queen and Princess had left a long time before, and Everette just came back from where she left.
“Aurelia,” called her cracked, old voice.
I ignored my betrayer.
“Aurelia.,” she called again.
I ignored her again.
Then she came to me, I left the room. She went after me.
I gave up. “What do you want?” I asked, my teeth tight together, controlling the feeling of annoyance and anger.
“I- I am sorry, I- I really didn’t have a choice, please-“
I ran away as fast as my legs could take me, into any random room. I didn’t want to hear what she had to say. She had broken my trust and she had to work hard to gain it back. Only, I wished she would never gain it back.
I ran. Away from the orphanage, away from the bullies, away from my life.
I hadn’t known if it was a game of tag or hide and seek, but I ran anyway.
I had heard my friends scream, I hadn’t known if it was fear or fun, but I hid anyway.
I had waited under that yellow slide for many, many hours, I had waited until sunset, and then until midnight. Where had they gone?
I had come out of hiding after a long, boring, and tiring wait. I had taken a look at the playground in the moonlight, no one was there.
I had needed to go back to the orphanage, children in the orphanage under fourteen had not been allowed to go out after six, I still had one more year to suffer until I could go out in the night.
But that had not been the problem then, the problem had been I hadn’t known the way back to the orphanage.  I had been lost and lonely that night, I had slept on the dewy bench of the playground, cold and sad.
Had everyone really forgotten I had been there?
The next sunny morning, at 9, I had heard the scream of my friends again. I had recognised them to be the screams for Elizabeta and Diana, they had been known in the orphanage as the Sisters of Drama. They had screamed, yelled, or got sulky for the smallest of things. I had still been mad at all my friends for leaving me behind, but that morning, they had a chance to bring me back to the orphanage.
When the screams had reached as close as a handful of steps from me, I had  stood up from the bench and had waved at them. “Diana! Elizabeta!” I called.
I heard a faint “Who is that?” and saw them come closer.
“Who are you?’ asked Elizabeta.
“Well, I am your friend of course. I go by Aurelia, or as you call me, I.C.U.P. Remember me?”
I thought they had been playing a prank when they had said they hadn’t known anyone named Aurelia, but when they had come back with Miss Happ, I knew they had actually meant they hadnt known me.
Miss Happ had stared at me with her brown, tired eyes. “Well who are you little girl?”
I had always gotten furious when people had called me “little”, but at that moment I hadn’t cared. 
“I am Aurelia. Don’t you remember me? I am an orphan who lives under your care.”
“Well I’m sorry my princess but I never knew anyone named Aurelia before.”
I had stared in shock. How could it be?
The floor had seemed to spin, my eyes had been heavy. I had felt a searing pain as I had hit the floor.
I had woken up in the orphanage room that I had shared with Everette. 
Everette looked at me in worry. “Oh! Thank goodness you’re awake Aurelia! I don’t know why you claimed you were the daughter of Queen Mirabelle in the playground yesterday.”
What had she been talking about?
 I blinked and laughed “Are you okay Everette?”
“Are you okay? Don’t you understand? You swore you were the princess! You went and confessed to Miss Happ that you were hiding it since you were brought here. Is it true, are you really the Lost Princess? Princess Felicity?”
“What?” I had asked in confusion. “No. No. What are you talking about? I am no princess. I am an orphan girl who had lost her parents.”
Everette had just stared at me. 
Many minutes of her blank staring had passed when I had decided to call her. “Everette?” 
“Yes?”
“What were you saying? About Queen Mirabelle?”
“What? Why would I care about Queen Mirabelle?” She had asked me. Her brows had furrowed.
“But you were just talking about her.”
“No I wasn’t. Why would I? Anyways, yesterday was so fun, you won! You were the last to be found. And because you won you got to get a hot bath. How was it?”
“How was what, Everette?” I had asked in fright. When had I won?
“The hot bath silly. We rarely ever get to have hot bath now.”
Something strange had happened. Everette would never have lied; I had known her. If what she had said was true, what really had happened?
I had pretended like I had known what she was talking about and had replied. “Oh yes it was amazing, I wish you could get one too soon.”


I entered a game room. There was a billiards setup and different board game boxes on a shelf. There was a big table designed to look like a cracker and chairs around the table that had cracker-looking seats as well. To the left corner of the room, there was another pastel pink table with macaron seats all around it. On the ceiling, there were several swirly light bulbs with funky ceramic ice cream cones attached to them. It looked like a fun place, but I didn’t have time, I had to run away from Everette- who was once my very best friend and companion, secret keeper, and defender. I never wanted to hear her apologies. I never wanted to hear her voice. I wanted to get revenge, but at the same time a strong urge of wanted to forgive and be forgiven was present. But one thing I knew was to never follow your brain without your heart’s agreement, and never follow your heart without your brain’s agreement. Those were the cherished words of my mother, the only one I still felt confident in, the only one I still trusted.

















 





 
















Chapter eight

My mom and I had sometimes spent a few moments that I had always prized. When she told me stories about pet cats she had used to have while she cooked, when we took turns drawing silly pictures on each other’s hands, when we went around town while my father was away, and when she comforted me in all the ways possible when my father hadn’t been alive anymore, she had made me pancakes and bought me the things I had longed for and worked as hard as my father had, to earn money and my happiness. It made me ponder how she could do all those things for me when she had an even greater grief and pain.
How would it have been if things were different? If my father had never died, if my mother had never vanished, if I had never been sent to an orphanage?  Or if my mother had died first instead of my father, and if it had been my father that vanished?
I shook the idea off my mind. For one, it was just all too sad. And second, I had bigger things to worry about: The Bunpoll, saving the world from its people dying, finding out who The Savior was (it was a legend, so I doubted she existed), and finding out about myself and my family. I could not dwell and cry on the past that I couldn’t fix anyway. 

I stood up from the comfy bed of the Fairy Palace, or as they called it, Bundona, or Curulis Palace. It had been a few weeks of stay in Bundona, and I had yet a few more left. The fairies taught me a lot of things, and I understood quickly. They told me many things but the thing I fancied was the story of Cupcake Thunderbriar, their saviour who sacrificed everything for her fairies.

THE STORY OF THE SAVIOUR OF THE FAIRIES, CUPCAKE THUNDERBRIAR 
 The Thunderbriars used to be very unknown, nobody knew of their names until one night, when Cinnamon, the youngest sibling of the Thunderbriar family wanted to look at her reflection in a river when she didn’t see any reflection. She called her mom and dad, Paprika and Pepper, and they couldn’t see their reflections either. They checked with a mirror and the same thing happened. They called the middle child and the oldest as well, Salt and Cupcake, to check.  Salt looked at the mirror and his reflection wasn’t there, but when Cupcake looked, they saw a bright, blue light, so bright it would have harmed normal human eyes.
Later that night, the Thunderbriars decided to talk of it the next morning and rest, so they slept in their jasmine petal nooks. Everyone slept soundly except for Cupcake, who dreamt of herself as a flower hearing a  stern voice coming from the cloudy sky, she strained her senses and heard the advice: Do not do what you cannot, do not ignore what you can do.
Then she heard another voice. A cold, soulless voice: You will be like them. You will be like them.
Another cold, steely voice said: Kill! Kill them all! Steal the stone! Steal the heart of the garden!
Lightning crashed down, the sound of thunder pierced her ears. In the flash of color it started raining, then it became extremely heavy and flooded treehouses and Curulis Palace, Cupcake’s flower figure screamed in fright. She saw fairy nests and fairy flower clusters burnt by lightning; some other petal nooks flooded. She saw the whole fairy population screaming, flying around in madness, she tried to get up in the air and help them but her roots were deep, deep, deep in the soil.

Cupcake had woken up petrified, shivering and sweating. She talked about her nightmare with her parents and they all knew Cupcake was a target of some sort, maybe cursed, maybe blessed.  But the parents hadn’t wanted to just wait and see what would have happened, they had worried and finally did something about it. They had packed their food, drink and clothing and left to live in a safer place,  Duryaga , or in English, Drywood. Drywood was a Fairy town not very populated or known, so it was a safe place for the Thinderbriars. 
They had flew for roughly 3 days when they reached Drywood. The town had been way too sunny and hot, there had been no fairies wondering around in the heat, the Thunderbriars thought the inhabitants had all been in their petal clusters or treehouses. Cupcake had worried for her family, and her siblings flew around looking for anyone to tell them where they could stay. They found absolutely no one roaming around, only fairies sleeping in their clusters and nooks. The parents then reminded themselves that the fairies of Drywood- they had been called the Dringalo fairies- behaved like nocturnal animals. It had been their tradition that had been performed generations and generations back. They stayed up at night and lived their lives during it, using the blanket of darkness as cover for safely getting fruit without attracting nighttime insects, and in the day they would rest instead of suffering the scorching sun and the deadly dryness of Drywood. The Thunderbriars found a beautiful bunch of red roses, and they had wondered how such a beautiful flower had managed to live in Drywood. Their fragrance lingered in the air, comforting the Thunderbriars and making them feel at home. They cozied up in the red petals of the roses, each fairy on their own red, curved-in petal and soon enough they had been all asleep.
Cupcake had dreamt of the nightmare again; it had been exactly the same. The voices, the rain, the screams. She woke up in fright again, panting in horror. She had told her parents and she felt incredibly concerned. Something had been out there, waiting, and she had known it. She had realised it was sunset time, the golden sun had been sinking amidst the pink hues. 
Soon, she had heard the jubilant singing and humming of the Dringalo fairies as they went to get fruit and spread their dust around. Cupcake and her family had wandered around, meeting fairies, asking them how they had been, but they had paused when they smelled smoke. The charred, dusty smell had began to spread around and soon the smoke had made many fairies cough. It hadn’t been long after that they had learned a whole treehouse had been burned down because a fairy had dropped her candle by accident. The fire had been spreading to the last leaves of the treehouse when the fairies had heard thunder, and in the flash of color it had begun to rain and it had put out the fire. Cupcake had worried, it had been the same rain from her nightmare, and she had known it. She had warned the Dringalo fairies, but they had been too busy finding shelter to listen. 
Soon, as Cupcake had feared, the rain had gotten much heavier and flooded the treehouses and flower petal sleeping nooks, while other houses and nooks were burnt by lightning strokes. The worrying, terrifying screams had begun. Many fairies’ wings had been hurt because of the heavy rain and they hadn’t been able to fly anymore. Some had been struck by lightning and died, others had lost their houses or family members and had been crying and screaming. The Dringalo fairies had small wings, much smaller than Porgalo fairies like Cupcake and her family, so all the surviving Dringalo fairies had to evacuate their town, but they hadn’t been able to fly fast enough and some more were struck by lightning, some were eaten by insects and the last survivors had died of exhaustion. 
In the flash of color, the entire Drywood town had become Floodwood, and the Dringalos had joined their ancestors. 
Cupcake and her siblings had looked around in horror once the rain had stopped. Salt had been the least frightened, Cupcake had been filled with sorrow and Cinnamon, the youngest, had cried in shock. Their parents had tried to reassure them with stories, songs, smiles, but they hadn’t worked. They had even sprinkled their dust on their children, but their trauma had still lingered with them.
After some rest, the Thunderbriars did the Ritual of Rest: they had mourned and said goodbye to the deceased fairies, sprinkled their dust on them, said their words :”Our fellows have stopped flying today, now they shall rest in peace.”, and had buried then under the roses they had recently slept in. 

 Their wings hadn’t been damaged at all, so they flew to another fairy town they heard of, Shimmerhill, the famous fairy town known for their diamonds, exotic kinds of fairy dust, different herbal remedies and their fairy gold. 
After a short journey, they had reached a fairy town. It had hills surrounding it and in the middle of the circle of green hills there was a fairy dust fountain. The dust sprinkled out of the hand a statue of a big fairy with her big wings in view. The golden label under the fountain said “In memory of Dandelion Dermange, the town’s founder.”
A small text under the label said:”Her dust is preserved in this fountain, never blown away with the wind.”
There had been  huge flowers all around the fountain, some had been hydrangeas, some lilies, roses, and to the far left of the cluster of rose sleeping nooks, had been a Middlemist red. The most beautiful flower Cupcake had ever seen, its deep pink petals partially in the shade of other taller flowers, and the rest of its pink petals shone in the strong sunlight.
The town had looked like an arrow target because of the circles of differing colors of flowers. 
Paprika had assured her children that they would be safe and Shimmerhill would have  been perfect for them. 
That had been until Cupcake had felt a slight tingling sensation around her, she had felt breath on her neck. She looked around, no one had been around her. Her family had already scattered around and had been talking to the fairies that had lived there.
She had blinked and in the flash of color she had been floating through darkness, hearing the same cold female voice saying the same thing: “get the stone”.
Cupcake had blinked again, and she had been back in Shimmerhill. 
Later that day, after the Thunderbriars had made friend with some inhabitants, and learned things about Shimmerhill (like the fairy family who had  lived and slept in the Middlemist Red flower had been the descendants of Dandelion Dermage, the founder, and were the richest family in the area) , the Thunderbriars went to their assigned flower – which was a blue hydrangea- and had went to bed.
The next morning, Cupcake had woken up, but she had found her siblings dead. She had cried with her parents and had performed their ritual. After that though, Cupcake had a weird vision, of a skull and blood, and she had heard the voices : “Their deaths were a warning, Cupcake, bring the stone and the others will be spared.”
Cupcake had understood what had been needed to be done, she had known about the stone of Rovelista, the most royal and respected Fairy town. She had sensed that there would be danger to the fairies of Rovelista. 
She had begged her parents and told them why she had needed to go save Rovelista from the big terror that had been coming. Her parents had agreed and they set off to Rovelista.
When they had reached the green, lunch fairy town they had seen the big shiny red stone that had been kept in place with vines wrapped around it. Cupcake had sworn to protect it and never give it up that night, and as she had sadly expected, she had found her parents dead the next morning. She had mourned and one the ritual and when she had finished she had a vision of Rovelista trees dying, the fairies starving and dying of thirst. She had known it had been coming and she had known she had to stop it.
That night she had snuck to where that stone had been, and took it from the vines. She had spoken to the air theses words “ come take the stone”. And a black figure had emerged from the moonlight, but as she had been about to hand it over she had thrown it at the black , hooded face of the thing and it had yelled a horrid, gruesome yell. As she had put the stone back in the vines she had felt as seating, then throbbing, then burning pain and had shortly died . Cupcake Thunderbriar had sacrificed her family, safety, happiness  and her life for not just the fairies of Rovelista but for all the fairies that existed. 


After I had learned about the story of this magnificent fairy, I thought about how similar it was to my life.
The story called to me: “Aurelia”
I knew there had to be connections of some sort, of any kind. 
I was about to enter a long session of thinking and reflecting when I heard a loud scream.




 
















Part 2- Everette 
















Chapter 1
They said I was crazy.
I never believed it, ever. 
My life revolved around my friends, and with Aurelia cut off, it felt like I never belonged in the world at all. It felt like we never were friends, it felt like we didn’t even know each other, it felt like… home.
In the Land of Tomorrow, nobody knew each other, nobody cared. You just had to live your own life, go your own way. It was everyone for themselves.
When I had been a kid, I had known that already, my parents had made sure I knew. However, when lost my parents, I gained a friend- Aurelia. She changed my whole life, we were two happy Tomarrian orphans. We took care of each other, we understood each other, we loved each other more than any other friends did  in the Land of Tomorrow.
When I had to kill her, I killed myself too, internally. I was threatened, tortured, beaten. 
I had been so happy when I saw her still alive, even when she held me captive, I had been so grateful. I never wanted to lose her, but maybe she wanted to lose me.
I stopped thinking about it when I wiped the tears off my wrinkly, dry face, my back was hurting, and my eyesight was already weak enough without all the crying. Aging was horrid. 

After I had eaten breakfast on the first day of my stay at Curulis Palace, I followed Aurelia.
My heart just wanted forgiveness, but my brain wanted to move on. I didn’t know what to do.
In the end I ended up begging Aurelia to at least hear why I did what I did. I could see the anger and frustration in her eyes. I knew what I had done was wrong and I sincerely asked her to understand.
But, as I thought she would, she rushed off.
I wished she would see how similar we were, how we would grow tired together, how we would protect the stone together. But she didn’t, she saw me as an enemy.
Everyone had seen me as an enemy when I was three, and I had expected that. The only ones that hadn’t were my family members and my cat Roco. When i had lost them all, I had lost myself too. I had then been brought to an orphanage, and had been surprised when the lonely, sad children there had welcomed me with warm smiles, unlike all the other Tomarrians, who would look at you with a frown and a wrinkly nose and walk away. 
When i had met Aurelia, I found myself again, my heart had started beating in joy, my eyes had started seeing beauty, my brain had started thinking sense.

I looked at the marble table in my room, its golden edges gleaming in the light of the chandelier. My eyes moved from the table to the beautifully made bed to the mirror, where I saw my old, wrinkly face, my blue worn out eyes, my wrinkly lips that had still managed to stay rosy, and my long, wavy blonde hair that was turned grey at the roots.
I saw someone willing to sacrifice, someone willing to give help and take none in return. I saw me, someone willing to do anything to make things better. I wanted to help Aurelia fight off whatever was harming her, but what I wanted even more than that, even more- what my inner, deeper soul really wanted, what it called so loudly for- was connecting with the family I lost.
The only things I had left of them was Roco’s collar and my dad’s pocket watch. I was hungry for something else, something powerful and strong that could make me feel like they never died and were with me. But I knew that kind of thing never existed, so I had to let grief age with me.

I focused on my black, shiny glasses, the way the round, butterfly shape of it looked wonderful on my face even though it was different and more wrinkly and dry.
My eyes moved to my clothes, the jet black ankle-length dress I wore made my blue eyes stand out, its frilly ends matched the frill-sleeves I was wearing , I begun to shake them when I heard a loud, high-pitched scream.
I paused, I processed, I panicked.
I was on my feet in the flash of color and ran with my stiff legs. The scream sounded like a fairy’s, but I wasn’t so sure.
I thought about Aurelia, how she must’ve heard the scream too, and how she could have been running toward the source of the scream as well, I thought it would be a chance for me to tell her why I attempted to murder her, how sorry I was to do so, how I wished we could be pals again, but then again, she wouldn’t listen to me, and she was right to do so, I wouldn’t blame her.
I felt like the bad one, I felt like the evil one, i knew I was trying not to be, but alas, it wasn’t enough.
I ran through one of the decorated, golden hallways, I ran for quite sometime before that, and then my back ached too. 
I took a sharp right and almost missed a little green flying figure. It was Fairy Princess Lettuce in her green, frilly dress, shedding green, shiny tears.
She looked at me in bitterness, and whispered “My mother,” she sobbed for a while, wiped off her tears and continued “She was killed!”.  Princess lettuce then landed on the marble floor.
I watched as she cried for a long while, I didn’t now what to do. I didn’t feel full with grieve because I had only seen the queen herself a few times, but u did know how lettuce felt, because I had felt the same thing in the past: succumbing to darkness and grief. 
If Queen Dandelion was killed, then her rein had to be over and Princess Lettuce would no longer be princess but queen. That also meant it wont be as peaceful, since princess Lettuce hadn’t been trained much. 
I thought of my mother, her fair skin showing off her sky blue eyes and her silky brown hair, resting her head on my slightly taller father, his face looking hollow and his jawline crystal clear, with shoulder length blond hair and green, unreadable eyes.
I remember what they said to me that day, when we were going for the dentist appointment. My mother raised her head and nodded at me, “Always help” she said. My father nodded too, “Give help to anyone who needs it, because in life the helpful one leads it.”
I made those words my life motto, because help is something that is better than a gift, and if you help someone you always get something good later in return for your helpfulness
My duration of  stay along with Aurelia’s were about to expire, we only had a week and three days left to stay in Curulis Palace, so I had to help as much as I could.
I let the queen-to-be climb my wrinkly dry palm. Her small green stilettos tickled me slightly. Comforting words escaped my dry mouth in a low, cracked way “I know how hard it is to lose someone, I lost my family too, every member of it. It is excruciating yes, I know .You just have to go with the flow of life, because if you don’t, the current defeats you anyways, its always stronger.”
An awkward silence broke through, and it made me wonder why Lettuce was much bigger than the other fairies (even though she was much smaller than me), and I remembered that the fairies in the royal bloodline could be four times bigger than normal fairies, and the queen had been as tall as where my hips were .
The princess, or Queen-to-be, raised her head, and after a long pause she finally whispered something I almost missed, “I’ll show you the room.”
She got up on her feet and flew off my palm, and I followed the green, flickering light that flew across the hallway.

Chapter 2
It shocked me how often terrible things happened. Deaths, fires,floods,murders.
What I saw in front of me was murder of the queen. Who would attempt it? I didn’t know. But I knew they were in for a heap of trouble.
I inspected the room, it was most definitely the queen’s bedroom as the furniture was so much bigger than in the fairies’ bedrooms. The royal bed, in a disaster, all the sheets in a mess, and the pillows and decorative throws on the floor( some stained red with blood). The closet reached as tall as my belly and was beautifully lined with gold. The dressing table, a bit taller than the bed, was white but stained with blood.
I finally looked down at the -no longer white- mat, and I saw a big fairy laid on it, her nightgown drenched in deep red, a knife through her heart. 
Her expression was deeply troubling, a frown where you could tell it had been made in confusion and pain, her colorless eyes dilated and streaks of shiny tears on her cheeks, and her mouth parted and curved downward. 
There was blood everywhere: on the mat, on the bed, on the floor. And many things looked out of place, like a messy pile of blood-stained documents on the dressing table about the wars at Gurdungy, which happened to be between the Sand Warrior Clan and the Ember Clan, the two clans that were peaceful over their shared land until a few days ago. 
There were also rolls of copper stacked up in a corner, I didn’t understand what those were for and left them alone. What intrigued me was a small writing, almost too small to see, on the wall. I looked closer at the dark blue ink and it read ‘ close when all open, and open when all close’.
I felt some pain in my lips, like a sting and some throbbing. I felt raw, hurt meat with my tongue, I bit my lip again. I always bit my lip when I got nervous, and I always tasted that metallic taste of blood. 
I tried to understand what the writing meant but all I could conclude was that it was opposite than natural things. It went the opposite way, away from the flock. ‘Close when all open’ .
I took a last look around the room, making sure that I haven’t missed any new detail, and I dashed out with my aching back.
I saw the green light out the door, and I told the fairy that I was going, gave her my condolences and went on my way back to my room.


It was late at night, and I was sitting at my provided desk in my room, I was tangled in questions, fears, anxieties. What did the riddle mean? Why was the queen looking at documents on topics she hated, like war? 
I was scared that more might perish, more innocent lives gone for nothing, for just… existing. 
I was scared that my best pal, my light, my future, might be lost.
I was scared that the connection I craved so badly might never be found. 
But what I feared most, what haunted me in the deepest dreams, was war, was battle, the shed of blood and the clatter of metal, the sound of sword on sword, the gunshots, the shouts. I imagined the smell of metal, the feeling of bandages against my skin, the cries as soldiers got shot, the sight of useless battle and bloodshed. 
It was wretched, the concept of war. Useless, like many other ideas and concepts of people were.
And now because of humans, other innocent creatures gained these ideas, not knowing what they did, and used them.
It was painful to think how much destruction humans could do, even if we didn’t want to, with our words, actions, writings, thoughts, ideas, and biggest of all: intentions.
Humans were the bad ones here, and no matter how much we tried to hide it, how much we tried to mask it, it always showed. Little scents, little sounds, a little hair, or some skin uncovered and unmasked.
So why did we try to hide it? Why not take the blame?  
You can't hide a foul personality with a mask, just as you can't mask a foul smell with perfume.
 why did we still try?
What about the Bunpoll?  Had Aurelia managed to do what she needed to do?
I remember that one time I had asked my parents about the meaning of life. They looked at me with wide, loving eyes,mother patted my head and after what seemed like a year of thought, she answered: “Everyone has their own journey, their own story, life means something else to everyone, its meaning differs , Dear marshmallow cheeks, and you will get to know your own meaning soon. 
And mother was right, I did conclude my own meaning. to me, it was : ‘life is a conundrum of esoterica’
It was something I heard at the orphanage, one of the caretakers uttered when they ran down the stairs in a hurry. I heard it many times, in different places, areas with a variety of minds prospering in peace.
But most of all, I heard my father say it, when he was stressed, or had something to solve. He said something after that as well, “a mystery”, he used to murmur.


I didn’t know, I wouldn’t know, I couldn’t know. That was all I needed to know.
I wrote down my to-do list, it always helped me sort things out. Many things or habits help people, like taking deep breaths, washing the face, drinking water, but I liked to write down my tasks and thoughts. It felt like buckets of laundry organised into each an every shade of the rainbow. 
My list looked like this:
· Find Aurelia
· Work out who murdered the Queen 
· Investigate the Queen’s bedroom again properly 
· Make up to Aurelia, figure out something nice to do for her 
· Understand why the Queen was looking at documents on war 
· Talk to the Council about this and we what they say 

Those were my tasks and my goals, and my dart would hit them exactly on spot and on time.

I had no time to sleep, I had to find Aurelia , maybe she went through that light?
That bright, dazzling luminance, the peaceful shine, I thought she was behind that light, I thought it was a possibility that she was the light.
I wanted to go through it, to embrace the peace and euphoria, the wonderful bliss and feeling of rest.
As I moved closer I could feel the sensation of peace and bliss getting stronger, the light becoming golden, my body slowly shutting down.
I lifted my right foot up, moved it forward, and put it down again. I moved my left foot, and then my right, and then I was only a few more steps left until I could enter the light and embrace peace and bliss, forget all about my troubles.
I couldn’t think clearly, like my brain was blocked out from sending signals.
All I wanted to do was go to the light.
I slowly walked in awe of the light, not understanding anything, no knowing what body parts I was moving, not knowing why I was moving.
I didn’t know where I was, who I was, what I was. I didn’t know at all. I didn’t care at all. 
I reached out my hand, and my finger glowed in the luminance, I put my whole hand in the light and I felt enlightened, at ease.
But it felt like something happened to my hand, I brought my hand into the darkness again and felt it with my left hand, it was smooth, silky and clean. My nails were beautiful and round again , my wrinkles disappeared, my hand was stronger .
It was like and anti-aging light.
I thought that I could g in the light and be younger again, have a good body that didn’t pain. I gathered all my strength and jumped toward the light.
Except, it wasn’t bright anymore, it was all dark. I felt my face and my left hand, still wrinkly, still old.  What happened? Where did the light go? Did it disappear? 

I never knew .











Chapter 3.`	
Cold and hot, two opposites with their own beauty.
I didn’t feel either cold or hot, I felt warm. I heard a distant whoosh, and then I felt cold.
It was complete darkness, I felt around, I was on the floor, on cold tiles.  I tried to move my feet, only to feel them tightly restrained with rope. 
Where was i? Why was I there? 
I heard a loud whoosh and I felt warm again.
Then I saw a red light amidst all the darkness, it came closer, a whoosh every second, alternating from warm to cold.
I felt sick, from the temperatures, from the lights and darkness, from falling and failing. But I still gathered my courage, and I shouted, “WHAT ARE YOU?” 
For a second i thought nothing would happen, that my hopes would crumble to tiny pieces, but then I heard a faint whisper, something so tiny and soft, “Mara”.

Mara, the name of torture, covered in blood. The name of cowardice and no mercy.
Mara, my nightmare come true.
Mara, the one that broke me and tore me and burned me.
But how would a red light be a person? Or a monster under a mask?
Before I got to question myself, the light turned on. 
And what I saw was a monster indeed, not one with horns and claws, but Mara. Her tall, slender shape towering over me. Her round, young, flawless face, hazel eyes and wore a shiny, hot pink shade of lipgloss. She had dark brown freckles on her cheeks and her nose was so small and round that it was barely noticeable. 
Her face would look quite decent if it wasn’t for her hair. It was dyed a strong shade of hot pink and cut into a pixie bob. It looked as if it was a sick pig that had hair .
Her lime green tee looked horrible with her hair, and especially with a mom jeans to top it all up. The only thing decent on her were her trainer shoes, plain white with white laces.
She stepped on my hair with her white shoes, and although it did hurt, I pretended like I didn’t mind, a pull on a lock of hair was nothing.
Her glossy lips curved into a wicked, sickening smile, and she slowly opened her mouth, strings of sticky lipgloss trying to stick.  “You wont survive a bit.” She said, her low strung voice dangerously frightening. 
“Wont i?” I asked back, hating how my old cracked voice sounded like.
“You are one big of a hag Everette, you no longer are pretty  or young or useful. Even your best companion hates you, what good are you anymore?”
The tall teenager started circling my tied up body which was on the floor.
My heart ached, and I felt an urge to cry. What good was i? I was useless, and I hated the fact that what Mara said was true .
But I still held on to my emotions, and laughed instead, knowing that Mara’s defeats were with willpower, not strength. “ I still will go back to help Aurelia and you know that.”
“No, because you wouldn’t be alive anymore, your head would be impaled on a spike.”
I laughed again , “Who’s to say yours wouldn’t be on the spike next to mine?”
“ because there will only be one spike” 
I gulped at that, the thought of leaving Aurelia alone on this mission, even if she hated me- left me depressed.
I forced a laugh, “And it could be any of the two of us on it.”
Mara forced her chin so down it bent into her neck, and her shiny, hazel eyes , wore a vicious, bloodthirsty smile, “Morigan  is out on the loose, and in the flash if color poor Aurelia will die for defying us, for denying to bring back what we seek so badly, the Bunpoll will be in our hands”
I already had a feeling that Mara was the one giving Aurelia threats, I thought of that theory while I worked as a slave for Mara. But who was Morigan? Her name sounded familiar, like I heard it before.         
The tall Mara kept circling me, she opened her glossy mouth again, and blew air. Except, it didn’t feel like just air, it felt strong, the the wind of a hurricane. It felt cold, like ice. It smelled weird, like ink. It sounded loud and high pitched.  
It sounded like a shriek, and I remembered that sound, the shriek of the queen who was dead of course.
It sounded like a siren. Then I saw darkness. I heard a static, and I didn’t remember anything  after that.







Chapter 4
I managed to open my eyes after a long struggle. I was still in the dark room, but I felt something cold on my neck, it was thin and long. I heard a deep sigh and felt cold breath on my cheek, Mara.
She was still there and she held a knife on my neck. “Tell me where she is or the last things you will feel are pain, blood and short breaths.” I heard Mara say. 
Of course I wasn’t scared of any threats, I knew I would die one day anyways, what I was scared of wasn’t being killed , wasn’t Mara, wasnt her threats, but the mere thought of Aurelia facing everything on her own, and thinking of me as a traitor while doing so.
I looked straight into Mara’s Hazel, gleaming eyes, which were surprisingly very high up. I kept contact with her eyes for a long time until I opened my mouth. “You know, you’re not very smart.”
Mara just looked at me in confusion .
I took that confusion to my advantage, used my free arm and smacked her in the stomach, and poked her skinny legs with my sharp long nails until they bled. I tried to wiggle and get moving, and although I moved for a while, I was old, and I was exhausted in no time.

Then I felt a pang of remorse. Why was I so stupid? I drew the pocket knife that I always kept with me out of my pocket and cut the rope. I felt the rope on my feet loosen, and my feet were free in the flash of color. 
I got up to my feet (paying the price of pain, of course)  and so did Mara.
Except, the element of surprise was mine. I drew out the pocket knife and threw it at her , aiming for her heart. Hoping to finally kill the source of trouble.
I watched as blood splattered everywhere, as Mara weakly threw the bloody knife back. I picked the knife, it was dripping with blood.

I looked at my blood-stained hands, I smiled in satisfaction, they were right.


















Part 3 
Morigan 
















Chapter one:
I was riding an elephant to catch a grasshopper.
It was occasionally windy, I could feel sand grains in my mouth even though I wore a scarf wrapped around my mouth and nose. 
It was the complete opposite of snowy mountains, it was hot and arid, and even though short burst of wind came now and then, it wasn’t nearly enough.
I was scared of getting lost, but I knew I already was lost. I was doubting my choices, how would life have been if I had backed out of the plan?
I would never know.maybe it would end shortly because I would be killed,  maybe I would be on the run, maybe I would live in peace.
But it was all maybes, no certainty, but that’s how life is.
You can never be certain about anything, that’s what my sister taught me. 
We were certain we would return to a warm home,  the scent of soup  and happy, loving parents, but all that welcomed us was a black, burned down house, blood, screaming and gunshots. We learned from our mistake, of course, and my sister made this new rule that day: never be certain.
I looked at the dunes, the wavy patterns of sand, the little lizard that went away so fast. We were still just near the start of the desert. .
My camel was tired, and I was thirsty. I had plenty of water, and I gulped down half a bottle and offered the rest to my camel. I knew camels didn’t need to hydrate for days, but if it helped him regain his energy then that was good enough.
I had been mindful to pack seventy bottles of water and food that would last both me and the camel weeks. 
It had already been a week of wandering the Deadly Desert. It was the only desert on the planet, but it was incredibly huge and vast. Even the most experienced with the desert would take at least three weeks to travel across the Deadly Desert in any direction or from any angle, unless they had the Take Me Pin teleportation device, or as I called it, TMPTD. Problem was, I lost mine years ago, back when I was eleven years old.
Every citizen of The Land of Tomorrow and in Eroaca had privileges of getting free houses, free education, free vehicles and free teleportation devices, and citizen’s children got the same too, except not the vehicles and not houses (children lived with the parents of course).
I was from Eroaca, born and raised. Eroaca was to the West of the map, it was surrounded by jungles and to its right was Oppolia, a small, poor country with a very small population.  
Eroacianas had made an alliance with Oppolanas, that Eroaca would provide some money and a portion of their harvests every month in return for construction material from Oppolia (Oppolia made the best construction material on the planet).
The deal had went smoothly for about five years, but one month all the houses built in the previous year had collapsed. Eroaca had blamed Oppolia for the incident and I wouldn’t blame them.  There had been a meeting in a court Eroaca, and Oppolia had been found guilty of mixing acids and chemicals into the bricks, concrete an tar. And there had been evidence that an Oppolanan spy had been  adding Hydrochloric, sulfiric and Phosphoric acids to the built and ready houses in Eroaca. 
The leading President of Oppolia had been charged guilty and had served twenty-three years in prison until one day the guards had seen that he had died in his cell. 

The country of Oppolia grew weaker and weaker every day, and  when I passed by Oppolia’s borders on my desert trip, I could hear merchants yelling for people to buy their goods. 
I could smell spice in the winds blowing through the sands, even through the scarf around my nose. I could see smoke coming from Oppolia’s last standing factories, I could hear screaming and bargaining, I could taste the grilled chicken in the air.
But even with all those temptations: some better clothes, a place to sleep, some warm food, I stared at the tall, open golden gates of Oppolia for maybe the last time, and I went to get my camel.
I wasn’t even sure if Oppolanas would accept me into their community. My country had brought them down, so why would they. And it wasn’t like I was so hasty to meet the people who put chemicals in our construction. 
My anger was rising, I felt it going from my toes to my hips to my belly to my chest to my throat to my face and to my head.I was feeling hot, a sweat broke between my eyebrows. I was going to scream so loudly the Oppolanas would come.
I took a deep breath and sighed instead, it was something my sister taught me.
“Morigan, you’re angry.”
I had said nothing, a tear had been collecting in my eye.
“Morigan, its okay, we will find a new home, and I know even if they…..”
I had started sobbing. I had been only seven and my sister had been thirteen when we lost our parents to the country. It had seemed so unfair.
“Oh my, Morigan. Take deep breaths, and give a huge sigh, okay?”  


I did take a deep breath, and I sighed. I blew into the hot desert, why did I even do that? I could have done something else, I could have traveled another way.
But I didn’t. Instead I had to be stupid and put my life at risk by attempting to cross the Deadly Desert.
I wasnt even halfway through it, less then a quarter I supposed. The remaining desert had to be worth at least four more weeks of travel.
I could turn back now, go get a plane or a car, or steal a TMPTD, I thought. But I didn’t.













Chapter 2 
The dead thing next to me smelled foul.
It was nighttime, and from somewhere the crickets chirped loud enough that I could hear it in the desert. The place was cold, it was always cold in the desert during nighttime. The sand like cooling gel under my feet, the light breeze picking up the tiny sand grains and transferring them somewhere else.
It would have been a perfect and peaceful night if it wasn’t for the disgusting smelling oryx that lay a few steps from me.
I didn’t kill it, of course, it looked like it just died. Nothing hurt it. 
I tried to move it away, but I was weak and tired. I didn’t want to move further through the desert that night, I would have had to climb more dunes, and I didn’t have the energy.
I took the blanket from the bag on my camel and lay it on a firm area of sand, I indicated to my camel that we were going to rest and in moments I slept on the soft blanket in the coolness of the night.

It was incredibly hot, I opened my eyes to the blinding, scorching sun. I closed them back immediately, still seeing the mark of the bright light even with my eyelids shut.
I stood up and walked over my blanket, regretting the action immediately after I felt the stove-hot sand under my feet and I stepped back on the blanket. 
I saw my camel around, but I didn’t want to walk all the way there in the heat. I whistled for him instead.
I started sweating, and I decided to pack up my things and get moving, I had a mission to do and I had to reach my destination as soon as possible. Delaying wouldn’t help.
What day was it? What was the date? What time was it?
I had no clue and I had no interest.
I never did have interest in keeping track of days, weeks, years. I felt it was a waste of time, even if it just took a moment to do it.
My camel was walking as slow as possible. It was joking around, like it always did after it woke up. I never wanted to name it, because then we would have bonded and never would be able to separate. I whistled for it again, wishing it would walk faster.   I could feel my back getting drenched in sweat, there was not the slightest of a breeze, it really did feel deadly.
My camel finally came, and I secured my travel bag on i. Then I hopped on its back and we got moving.

In the evening, we stopped for an hour, to rest and nourish.
I wondered how my sister was doing. We were isolated for so long.
I was just about to take a sip of water when I hard a gunshot. I heard another one, and another one. Some yelling, and a sharp, stinging pain. The last thing I saw that day was a spinning floor.
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Chapter 1
“If time is infinite but man is not, the outcome should be death. But if man is infinite and time is not….”
“It would be extinction.” My sister continued.
It was a silly joke our parents used to tell us. It didn’t make sense, but that’s what I liked about it. Life doesn’t make sense, so why should that? 
Esrever was dark and creepy. Well, everything was reverse and opposite in Esrever, even its name is spelled reverse. Although my branch was one of the most powerful, I sometimes still felt weak. I felt like others might take over, burn me at the stake and say no more about me.
I was one of the rulers of Esrever, because no one could settle on just one ruler, it had been settled  that there would be 6 rulers. Me, Morigan, Quella, Thana, Onyx, and Zuri. People called us the Severe Six, although we never even knew each other. 
Thana was the cruelest. The citizens of her land in Esrever Called her Thirsty Thana. She would take the smallest, tiniest, unnoticeable errors and make a mountain out of a molehill.  And if you would try to defend yourself she would have you off with your head. Zuri was said to be the cool, chill type. She was a menace, don’t get me wrong, but she wasn’t thirsty for destruction. She was cruel only when she needed to be. Onyx was the fast one. She was fast mentally and physically. She would run an entire marathon before you could blink your eyes, and the same goes for mysteries. She would solve them in a second. She was called Onyx the Oryx. Bella Quella was the pretty one. They called her Bella for her beauty. She was only the most useless- unless the topic came to helping give beauty products to citizens. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for her.
And Morigan was known as Madame Morigan-not just as a way to address her- , as she always behaved like a lady with etiquette but was as fierce as a tiger when it came to war and difficulty. But now she was missing, and we needed her, so I activated the beacon caller to signal for her.
Then, last but definitely not least, was me. Merciless Mara.
Although I was close to Morigan- very close- I never knew about the other four rulers. I just knew what they were called, what they did to their shares of land, and how they treated their citizens. 


They always said that’s Esrever was haunted, citizens heard screams, whispers.
They saw things they couldn’t explain. Tall, slender figures. Shiny, gleaming eyes. Children crying because they saw dolls with blood spilling out of them.
That’s what I liked. Its what I loved about Esrever. Or at least, my share of the country. I knew it was haunted, I saw the devils myself. The ghosts of murdered victims getting revenge on murderers. -
I felt them touching me, trying to scare me by moving objects, by throwing them at me. But it always just seemed so incredibly hilarious that I couldn’t control my giggles.
The citizens of my part of Esrever called me a madwoman, someone insane. They called me crazy, untruthful, stupid. They told me I never kept to my words when I had said that I would improve the part of land for them, that I would provide them with nice, big houses and free food and water.
They called me a liar, a cheater. An unjust ruler, a witch.
And I had stayed in my room, multiple times, banging my head on the wall, wondering what had I done wrong. What was it that made them think like that.
I was truthful beyond my words. I hated lying.
Even if what I was doing was evil (which I greatly enjoyed) , it would never involve lying. To me, that was the greatest error one could do, to lie with ones sharp tongue and sever the ties of trust.

It was only a few days back when I encountered Everette. That old, ugly hag who was useless to her friend. It seems like she thought she killed me the other day. When her knife hit an esrever soul-bird that died and blood splattered everywhere. I saw that gleam in her eyes, that short twitch of her mouth. So I pretended that she shot me. I have the element of surprise now. and that would help me get her out of the way of reaching her friend. The friend that I tried again and again to get ahold of.
Aurelia was not just an ordinary person. She was the key to everything. The key to the Bunpoll, the key to ruling the whole world, the key to torturing her dead parents, the key to ruining her own self. 
That was what I wanted, revenge. 
And yet, I just needed to wait for my plan to fall in place. For her to make the next few moves.  I was protecting the world from that imbecile. From a girl who didn’t know her own powers. I was saving the world from her.
Some people called me vile, cruel and treacherous, others called me a hero, a savior. Some despised me and others took me for a role model.
And I knew that people had different perspectives, different opinions, but I still don’t know why they called me a bad person why they saw me as a villain. After all, I was the one saving them from Aurelia, and Morigan was on my side. 





Chapter 2;
It had been late that day. Yet I wasn’t tired. I had stayed up all night, watching the stars, hearing the sea shanties of my crew, their rum toasts.
“One dead red and three to go”
“Sword and sword, steel on steel.”
They had been singing for so long I actually had almost fallen asleep because of it.
My ship and my crew, they had been the only things I had back then. And I was grateful. I was the Queen of Seas at that time, the Hooter of the Night, all the ships and their captains and crew had all feared me. When my ship had passed by any other, the pirates aboard would look with pleading eyes. They had wanted to save themselves.
we had been the best fierce and formidable league the world had ever and will ever see. My crew and I terrorized all the seas, from the Aqualoopey sea, to The highland island surrounding waters. Every single pirate that had ever been that time had been fearing my crew and i, all until that girl left me- Yara.

I woke up in my room, hoping to find Morigan sitting on the other side of the bed. But all I found was a blanket. Loneliness was slowly consuming me. I hadn’t seen my sister in months. 
I looked at my watch- dawn time- and got up. Today was a big day. I was going to hunt Aurelia and Everette. I was going to put wanted posters everywhere, in all the human areas and fairy areas.
My spies told me that those two trouble makers were going out of the fairy biome today, that they were strong enough to go out into the open town Mindhaka, in the best country of the planet – and the fanciest- Dareasta.
In Dareasta, you couldn’t just walk in. You need to have an elegant outfit and a high position in the human community. Or you’d have to be a resident of the country.
I wasn’t any of those. And neither were Aurelia and Everette, so what was their game? Whatever it was, it was time for me to have some fun.
I took out my steel spikes and metal thorns and wanted papers with their faces on them and left them on my desk. I wasn’t going to forget them.
I wanted to go on a short vacation anyways. I wanted to enjoy the lavish luxuries of Dareasta, the delicious delicacies, the royal rooms, the silk and satin, the serene saunas, fancy films. I wasn’t going to deny going there, even if that meant stopping my relaxing vacation midway if I spotted the two girls.
I took my Vularcha, the best, most convenient type of bag for traveling. It was made out of Nimbare, the stretchiest(stretches up to ten meters without breaking) material in the world. 
I held the bag that always surprised me by looking much smaller than anyone would expect.  It was the size of an adult foot. That’s it. How could it hold thousands of kilograms of items? No one knew.


I was watching the peachy sunset when I heard my tablet ring. I quickly got up and rushed up the stairs of the ferry to my sleeping cabin. I picked up the tablet and accepted the call. “Hello?”
“This is Ladone- Yara Ladone. I called to tell you that Morigan has been captured.”
I raised my eyebrows in shock. Terror rushed through as I suddenly realized that without Morigan on the way back, Aurelia would be free to roam the desert and discover its secrets. If she hadn’t already. 
I also came to realization that it was a traitor who called me to inform me on something she shouldn’t be knowing about.
I knew too much curiosity could kill, but nevertheless, I steadied my voice. “How do you know about Morigan?” I inquired.
“I have a faithful bunch, listening and looking everywhere.”
“So you spied on me, Yara?” 
“Not only that, I captured your sister, and she isn’t coming back -ever- if you don’t tell me the exact details of your plan to kill commoners and rule the skilled, she will be killed, by me.” 
Yara threatened me, and I had been expecting it. Only a fool would not.
I met Yara after a devastating week of grief when we had come back to our burned-down home and no parents and pets. Morigan and I had been riding camels in a sand-village, when we saw a poor kid, the same age as us, give or take a year.
We talked together, introduced each other, and found out her parents had been killed in a war with the Barmado city in northern Oppolia. After that, we spent everyday together, and one day we ran away from the sand-village together. And we spent a few years in the Jungle. Then, when we had been around our twenties, we had started being the most feared pirates on the waters. We would slay with no shame, steal with no manners, bombard other ships for no reason. Anyone that had approached us was stupid and dead before they knew it. Yara, Morigan and I. we were often referred to the “run with yer Rum’s”. but our official league name (and ship name) was the Hooters. 
One day, Yara betrayed us. She stole our clothes,  food, fresh water, our hunting weapons and stole the only tiny emergency boat we had and sailed away. I never heard from her or of her again- until that call.

I felt a crushing weight on my chest, it was a burden. 
The burden of my sister, Yara, and myself. The burden of my decisions and choices.
They said make a wrong decision and it will haunt you forever. I guess they were right. 
The weight of the burden was accompanied by an aching heart and hot, stinging tears. I wanted to go back, to make things right. I wanted to save my parents, to save myself and my sister, to top whatever was happening now. I felt remorse, regret, fury, agitation, hesitation. I wanted to go back and kill Yara, even better, kill all the ones she knew as well.
I stared at my tablet, and then at the splashing water in front of me as the boat moved swiftly. Yara was still on the call. “Mara?” She asked, sounding a little ashamed. Without a second thought, I hung up. 











Aurelia-
What if all this time spent was a waste? What if the solution was simpler than all this complexity? 
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