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Warning


This book explores themes of both violence and addiction, and mental illness, all of which are experienced firsthand and in mentions. Both alcohol, cigarettes, joints, and drugs play a big part, along with fights and abusive relationships. There are mentions of self-harm and suicide due to depression and anxiety. There are also kisses and mentions of sex, plus one non-graphic scene. There are also additional swears and generally offensive language.









To little me,


who always dreamed big and wrote stories.


Whose brain always had so many fantasies going on


at once and was always creating characters and


worlds so far from her own.


And to all of you,


who have ever dreamed of a world


of your own making:


Write it!









Mirrors


Danika


Everything is white, before suddenly turning black. The only thing I hear is my own breaths and heartbeat.


The feeling of gravity pulls me down, until I am standing. This room, if you could even call it that, is an endless shade of black, although the whole place is lit dimly by non-existent lights.


There's not a sound to be heard. “What is this place?” I whisper. Dragging a hand through my dixie. I ruffle my blond hair around, my many rings clinking together at the motion.


“C’mon” I say a little louder. Is this a dream? It must be a dream, because I don't know where and who I am.


What the fuck is going on? The endless black is pushing down on me from everywhere, and I try to blink and even resort to pinching myself, trying to regain my consciousness.


I don’t remember anything.


Well, I don't remember anything about me.


I know how to talk and think and wonder, but my memories? My understanding of who I am? That is gone.


I take a few steps, and it feels as if I am stepping in just a few centimetres of water, but the only reflection of it is black. And then my own pale face staring back.


The familiarity is baffling. I recognize the soft cheeks, the semi-round face, the long eyelashes, and most importantly my beaming hazel eyes. All of which is framed by the messy, short blond waves of my hair.


Ripples form long round lines on the surface, bringing me back to my wondering.


I hear aggressive sloshing, sounds from behind me, and I turn to find the miniature version of a great statue that should belong in ancient Greece, staring at me. The little man keeps sloshing towards me. His fiery red skin reflects on the surface of the water.


“And who do we have here?” He says voice strong, but raspy. I just look at him, stunned. He looks like something out of a renaissance painting. One I would like to study, and even paint, though I don't remember if I used to do that. I just feel the subtle need to paint this weird and unusual creature.


But even though he looks like a painting from old times, his dark hair is still in a half-up-half-down man bun, and he wears ripped jeans shorts.


My dream really is getting weirder by the second. Maybe I always dream of shit like this.


If I don’t say anything, maybe the red man before me will just turn around. Or I might end up in a crazy boss fight, realizing that I have superpowers.


“I forget I have to introduce myself every damn time.” He walks in front of me like he’s sizing me up, but really, he’s barely the height of my hips, where my very baggy, army green pants hang low.


You really don’t know, do you?” He seems utterly disappointed in me, but I get the feeling that I am not getting superpowers. Now I am kinda disappointed. I wanted to shoot with fire.


“I am Satan.” He says it like it’s obvious and gives me a frustrated sigh at my shocked face, as both pairs of wings flutter in slight annoyance.


My eyes widen. I don’t think I believe him.


“You don’t believe me.” He says like he's read my thoughts.


“Is this really so hard to believe?” He gestures to himself with all of his four arms. I just look at him for another moment.


What the actual fuck, is going on here?


“Ugh girls,” He mutters. “Always the low standards. Although I can’t say that I am very impressed with the men in The Mortal World either.”


I open my mouth, narrowing my eyes at him. The fuck is he talking about?


“I just thought you’d be taller.” I say wringing some of my usual attitude into my words. At least it feels natural enough to do it. Or maybe I might wake up with the wildest second-hand embarrassment over myself. He looks a lot like the Satan I've been associating with the name. Just like, half the size.


“Yeah? Well, why couldn’t you humans just be smaller, eh? What’s the problem?” His tail punches the water, sending a small flick of drops my way. I huff a laugh at the effort as the water hits my face. He just raises a very dark red eyebrow, which matches with his modern slicked back man bun.


He eyes me, judging. “Where’s that Angel anyway?” He twirls around, then cocks his head to the side to look behind me, where steady splashes of water now indicate another person's steps walking towards me.


I turn to find a tall, unnaturally thin person walking towards me. Her skin is light blue with intricate markings of white all over. Two pairs of wholly white eyes, framed by short white hair, and three pairs of beautiful, feathered wings beside her head.


“Hello Danika,” She says. It’s like there are several voices floating from her mouth at the same time. I can’t stop staring at her. She looks like something I would paint and sounds like music I would hear.


“Satan,” She nods at him, and a part of me wonders why they are so calm around each other. This is the weirdest dream I've ever had. That I am sure of.


“No one calls me that,” I tell her, referring to my name. This I am sure of, though I don’t know why. Her soft eyes find mine again. It looks like she’s blind, but at the same time it feels like she sees several different worlds.


“What do they call you then?” She asks, and I am about to reply, but I can't remember.


“Is it Dani?” Satan asks, saying it like it is something someone would call each other in fifth grade. But I just nod at him. “That actually sounds right.”


“Oh joy. How basic.” He winks at me.
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“If Satan is here,” I say. “Then where is God?” I look at the Angel who just smiles at me.


“God is out curing babies with cancer,” Satan tells me mockingly, getting ahead of the Angel. “He doesn’t have any time to spend with me.”


“Yes,” She joins in, his sarcasm flying right over her head. “He has matters with the living. Something that he currently deems more important, especially because only he can do that, but I can easily go in his stead here.”


My face falls. “I’m dead?” I ask her. Ice runs down my spine. This is not a dream then? Well, it could still be a dream.


“Yes of course. Why else would you be here?” Satan snickers. I’m dead.


“You really didn’t tell her anything?” The Angel asks him.


He just laughs, saying. “I’m not good at the explaining part, that’s your job. I just like teasing our dead guests.” He turns to me, a smirk playing at his features.


“Ha, ha, very funny.” I tell him. He just sticks his tongue out at me, and I just give him one right back.


“Alright kids,” The Angel says. “Should we get going?”


Satan gapes at her. “Hey! I might be one third of your size, but I am at least ten times older than you.” He frowns at her, looking deeply baffled.


“Insecure about your height?” She asks, faking a pout.


“No!” He says. “Well yes, but,” Satan grins. “Your brother doesn’t seem to mind the height difference last night.” He flexes his many small muscles.


“Oh please,” She laughs. “He doesn’t mind the height difference, he loves it.” They both snicker.


“Well Dani,” She addresses me again. “You’re here because you unfortunately have passed away, and we’re here to help you choose your own way in the Afterlife.”


I let that sink in for a moment. I am dead and I have to choose what to do in the Afterlife. But if I am dead then why can’t I remember my life? How did I die and why? From my point of view, I look like a late teen, which means I can't possibly have died of natural causes.


This is the weirdest fucking dream, ever.


“Given your behaviours, you have regained a bit of your personality,” She smiles at me. “And now it is time to get your memories.”


Satan jumps in front of me, splashing small amounts of water everywhere. “Here begins The Trial of the Seven Deadly Sins.” He makes over dramatic hand gestures, his face looking like he’s a part of some overly unrealistic ass zombie-apocalypse movie, playing the main character.


“Do you wanna do this?” The Angel asks.


“No, I just wanted the dramatic part. You can have the boring stuff.” He gives her a mocking bow.


“Alright,” She explains. “Currently you have no understanding of self, and no memories to find out, and we need you to watch your life unfold objectively, so that you can make a reasonable choice for yourself, when you have to choose between Heaven and Hell.”


I gape at her, open mouthed. “I am going to choose for myself?” I exclaim confusedly. “Between Heaven and Hell.” That doesn’t make any sense.


I scoff. “Ain’t that the easiest choice in the world? Everybody is going to choose Heaven then.”


Satan looks mildly offended at my statement. But ain’t nobody gonna choose Hell on purpose. Right?


“Well, we don’t want you to choose on behalf of your wants, but on what you think is right.” The Angel continues. “The Trial of the Seven Deadly Sins is a way for us to observe you, observe yourself, and help you make the right decision. In The Trials you will have to go through each of the Seven Deadly Sins and reclaim your memories regarding that Sin in your life. The Seven Deadly Sins consists of Sloth, Gluttony, Envy, Greed, Lust, Wrath and Pride. When you have been through all these Sins you will be at a place where we trust you to make the decision for yourself.” She nods at me and I nod back, having understood her explanation to a point where I believe myself to be able to follow along.


“Then what are we waiting for?” Satan says with a smile. The Angel snaps her fingers, and seven big mirrors appear in a circle around us. Their edges are decorated with swirls and intricate carvings all in the purest Gold.


Atop each mirror is carved the name of each Deadly Sin.









Sloth


Elise


As I stand before the mirror with the name Sloth upon it, I feel myself begin to sweat. What if I am a very bad person?


“Come on Elise, you can go in now.” The beautiful Angel says, her short cropped white hair flowing in the non-existent breeze.


I eye the little handsome devil to my left, who just shrugs and says. “She’s the boss.” Before nodding towards the mirror. “Or something.” He adds.


I look at Satan for a moment more, before turning my attention to the Angel.


Seriously, what is going on?


“When you go in there you will float between your memories, and you will only be able to talk to us between them.” The Angels melodic voice sounds. It sounds familiar for some reason. Like a voice I used to hear singing all the time.


I blink at my dark grey-blue eyes, and they blink back at me as I do. My long black hair falling over my slightly tan shoulders.


It feels weird looking at the mirror, though I don't remember why. I just see myself and wonder how I didn't remember that this is how I looked before.


Like I only remembered me, when I first saw myself moments ago.


I look so thin under the cropped light blue shirt and my crochet cardigan, currently hanging off my shoulders, the fabric puddling at the crease of my elbows.


I see the slim white scars from my underarms continue just above my elbow and up my upper arms. I swallow, not wanting to know when and why they came.


My eyes go on, looking over the baggy white jeans and converse, and then back up to the sun-shaped locket around my neck.


All these clothes are just so me. But it is frustrating not knowing what that is.


“Do I step into the mirror?” I ask, disbelief in my voice.


“Yes,” Satan says walking to the mirror, letting his hand go through the surface of it. Ripples spread from where his arm protrudes from the mirror, the material of it looking more like the water we’re standing in.


He steps back again letting me go first.


I close my eyes and step slowly forward. I take a deep breath, walking another step. I don't feel any contact, like the membrane of the mirror has vanished.


As I take my next step, I feel the gravity around me shift, pulling me off the ground.


I open my eyes to find the most wonderful starry sky around me.


It is like I am floating in the outskirts of the universe.


Just me.


And the stars.


So many glittering stars around me, some small enough to fit in my palm, and others so far away I can barely see them. They are all solid white light, but a light I can look at forever, without burning my eyes.


I begin to float towards one of them, but a voice stops me.


“I’d start with this one,” Satan tells me. I give him a surprised look. I had not seen or heard him. And neither had I, the Angel at his side.


I look at the star he’s pointing at, motioning towards it. “What is that?” I ask.


“This is one of your earliest memories. One that might be a good idea to start with, to give you an early understanding.” The Angel says. “Your memories regarding sloth will be about you neglecting duties, wanting to stay in bed, and just general laziness and indifference.”


I give her a careful nod, before floating over to the memory at Satan's side.


“So, I just, what, hold it?” I ask them.


“Yes,” Satan smiles, “But you could also just eat it.”


“He’s joking,” The Angel says. “Touching the memory should be enough.”


I place each of my hands around the light, palming it. A weird twisting motion begins in my stomach and spreads to the rest of my body.


Chapter 23, I read to myself. The long glistening fangs of the sea monster had almost bit his whole arm off.


“Honey, you need to go get some fresh air.” My mother yells from the kitchen.


I contemplate ignoring her, just to keep reading.


“I might go out later,” I tell her, and keep reading.


The sea monster lashes out again, but James jumps to the side, and runs to Alice’s side. He picks her up and holds her close. She’s been knocked unconscious by the monster, who’s now preparing to strike again.


“No Elli,” Mom says. “You go outside now.”


“But I am reading!” I tell her.


James grabs the sword Alice dropped when she fell. The sea monster wiggles its snake-like body over the smooth floor of the palace.


“No!” Mom says again. “Just go for a little walk.”


I give her an annoyed sigh. “Fine,” I put in my bookmark and close the book.


If I could, I would never do anything but read. I would read every book in every library. Ever.


My mind twists back into my body, and I watch the light in my hand vanish slowly.


“Well, well,” Satan murmurs dramatically. “What a bad person you are! Getting so invested in fictional worlds.”


“Is- Is that a bad thing.” I stutter.


Am I actually a horrible person? One who would rather tear every bond, with every friend, than stop reading?


Satan just laughs. “No, no, I don’t think that is a bad thing.”


“No, the idea of sloth doesn’t always understand what we ourselves deem good and bad.” The Angel agrees. “And the whole point of this is for you to choose for yourself.”


“Which one next?” I ask, a little reassured.


“Anyone of these to the right will do,” The Angel says motioning with her hand.


I move towards the slight cluster of lights, picking one of the small ones and letting my fingertips touch it.


The same twisting motion moves my mind.


I look at the clock.


2:23.


It is far too late. But I still need to finish up the last of my homework.


Sleep tugs at my eyelids, and I drag a hand over my face to try and get my thoughts to work again. I just can't focus when my brain feels like mush.


Doctor. I want to be a doctor. That is what all of this is about. Graduating college and getting my degree.


I want to become a doctor and save lives. Help people and make a difference.


But it would be so easy to just fall asleep.


So easy to just give up.


So easy.


But I don’t take the easy way out. I refuse.


I don’t give up.


I will keep studying and I will keep fighting to reach my goals.


I look at the little light go out. My eyes dart to the many other little lights in the cluster.


“These are all the instances where you were this close to giving up,” Satan says, letting his thumb and index fingers almost touch. “But you still didn’t” He gives me an impressed nod.


“But this is Sloth,” I wonder aloud. “Shouldn’t this be where I am lazy and indifferent. As you said.” I add at the Angel.


“Well, this memory is about you almost giving up. The part about you not giving up. That is just a little detail here.” The Angel tells me. The tone is calm but still her words make me proud.


I didn’t give up.


I move towards the next one, but Satan's voice stops me. “You don’t need to experience them all, but now you know what they’re about. And all of these ones,” He points. “Those clustered together. They’re all mostly the same. Studying, writing-”


“Writing?” I ask, and the Angel nods.


“Yes. You wrote and read a lot in your life, which you will also see in this memory here.” She floats to a nearby light, pushing it towards me.


Of course I did. That makes so much sense. Why I kept looking everywhere in this new world. The Afterworld, as Satan called it. It has great worldbuilding. I am just glad I get to experience it instead of having to read about someone who does.


I stare at the bright sun now floating my way. It is tiny in comparison to a real one, but still the act of looking at it, without going blind, is mesmerising.


I grab the light, already twisting away.


Sitting here in my bed everything feels so big. Everything feels so big although my room is so small.


The familiar posters stare back from the wall.


I pull the comforter closer around my body and consume my staring at the ceiling. I can’t get myself to do anything.


I feel empty.


Like there’s no reason for me to be here. No reason to live.


I have more than once decided against suicide, but the thought festers in my mind again.


I could never do that.


Not when I have Mom. And Dani.


They would never forgive me for taking my own life, and I could never do that to them. The sorrow I would bring upon their lives.


If they would even miss me.


I rub my underarms, the reddish lines still healing. They hurt when I touch them, but I just want to feel something so bad.


Even if that something has to be pain.


The door creaks open, but I can't manage to pry my eyes from the ceiling.


“Is there anything I can get you?” Mom asks me. “You haven't eaten in almost two days.”


I can't say yes, cause if i was to sit up right now, you would still be able to see my belly protruding past the hem of my pants. And my thighs would still touch if I relaxed my legs.


I still wouldn’t be thin enough to look at myself in the mirror without hating every fibre of what I saw.


“Anything?” I can feel my Mom is about to cry, but I still can’t meet her eyes.


“Do you want a book honey?” Mom whispers, her voice almost breaking.


A book.


A universe for me to explore.


With feelings to feel.


I pry my eyes from the ceiling, finally locking them with hers. I give her a tentative nod.


She smiles wide, a sob releasing from her throat as she tears up. “I will get that for you.”


She walks out of the room, and I can hear her crying. I feel quite bad for her. I just lay here doing nothing, while she’s been trying to keep me alive. Trying to keep me happy.


Like she’s been doing my whole life. It has always been hard for her. Being a single mom and taking care of everything.


I want her to know that I see all that she does, so I take the book from her hands when she gives it to me.


The silver lining of a golden locket, it says.


This is one I have been wanting to read for so long.


I open it, not hearing as my Mom leaves, already too caught up in this world to pay attention in my own.


I devour the book in less than five hours, slowly getting back into the rhythm of reading.


When I am done, all the sudden ideas and texts swarm my head and I look to my bedside, where my eyes catch on the computer. I know that the manuscript of my own novel is lying undone in a file, somewhere on it.
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