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​A Dream to Remember
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Hidden in a small, forgotten corner of the world, the air was light, almost freeing. Long before the boundary, long before the promise. The sky stretched endlessly, wide enough to wonder what lay beyond it. Trees swayed in the wind. Flowers grew taller than any human, their colors bright like sapphires. Magic tucked  away in mystery, few ever sought it out. But two young souls ventured where few dared, chasing what might be the truth.

“There’s another side to that forest, you know. Think we can find it?” a small voice asked.

“Why bother?” Vinnie asked. 

“We could do anything,” the first voice pressed. 

The other child paused. “I wonder... How would that work?”

“Magic, of course.” The words, so innocent, rang with an excitement that only a child could believe in. Their eyes sparkled with the kind of hope that made the world seem just a bit brighter.

“But what if it’s not real?” the second voice questioned. Doubt crept in.

“We just have to find out,” came the simple answer.

“If you insist.”

They both ventured deep into the unknown chasing whispers of magic.

“Wait!”

His world swirled into a new, the grass brushed against his skin, his legs urged him onward. Beside him, a shadow—a blur of someone familiar—ran in step. He glanced over, just as the figure called out to him.

“Hurry up, Vin!” the voice cheered, hand held out.

He reached for it, but just before his fingers could touch theirs, everything began to blur once more. The vibrant green world around him melted away as his limbs grew heavy, flower petals swirled around him, muffling the sound of their voice. He reached again, aching to close the distance. But before he could, the dream shattered. A single petal fell, landing softly on the bridge of his nose. 

His eyes snapped open.

⊱·✿·⊰

“Come back...” The words were smothered in gloom. When the blue sky met his gaze, the emptiness still lingered. 

“A dream,” he muttered, blinking stars, “the same dream.”

Then, in a rush, the reality of his surroundings hit him.

“Vinnie!”

He whipped around, his pulse quickening. He had fallen asleep again—right there, in the school’s garden. He’d lost track of time once more. 

“Char...” he murmured, still groggy.

“You okay?” Charlie-Rose didn’t wait for him to answer. She’d already caught the sluggishness in his tone, the telltale sign that he’d been lost to sleep.

“Just sleepy,” he replied, his words trailing off. There was this feeling he couldn’t bear to describe to her. The longing of the unknown. This unknown left him gloomy, and he couldn’t answer why that was. 

Charlie-Rose, always the optimist, leaned in, eyes wide with exaggerated concern. “Need me to whip up one of my special sleeping concoctions?”

Vinnie grimaced. He could still taste the aftermath of her last “potion”—an unspeakable combination of herbs, if they were even edible. It had left him feeling more ill than rested.

“I’m good,” he said quickly, waving her off.

“Come on!” she whined, her face lighting up with a mischievous grin. “It worked last time! I swear!”

“Yeah, if by ‘worked,’ you mean almost put me out of my misery,” he muttered, but Charlie-Rose was undeterred.

Before she could press the point, a voice boomed through the silence of the garden

“Vinnie! Charlie-Rose!”

The stern voice belonged to August, their classmate, friend, the one who took school events far too seriously.

Vinnie groaned, sitting up as if trying to shake off the last of his sleep. Charlie-Rose tried to suppress a laugh, but her dimples betrayed her.

“You guys were supposed to turn in our proposal by now. What have you been doing all this time?” August’s gaze shifted between them, fixing on Vinnie first. His face was pale, shadows under his eyes, he hadn’t been present for quite some time.

“Did you fall asleep again?” she asked, a ping of irritation in her voice. “And Charlie-Rose, can you stay on task for once?”

Charlie-Rose’s lips twitched as she fought off a giggle, but Vinnie nudged her, silencing the incoming burst of laughter.

“Sorry, August,” Vinnie said, his voice flat, “we were working on it. I just... needed a quick nap, and Charlie-Rose was mostly doing the work, so...”

August sighed, her frustration melting into concern. “I get it. But you guys are the ones who volunteered for this. I thought I could count on you.”

Vinnie caught the small tremor in her voice, a mix of anxiety and exhaustion. She had enough on her plate already. Being a senior was not easy. Especially working a job, taking care of her brother, and cramming for midterms. 

“I really do want to get this done,” Vinnie added, his words quiet but genuine. “We’ll finish it, I swear.”

Charlie-Rose nodded. “Yeah, we’ll have it done in time. Promise!”

August softened, uncrossing her arms. She gave Vinnie’s shoulder a brief squeeze. “I don’t mean to be hard on you, but I just don’t like this wishy-washy stuff. I know you both mean well, but please, get it done.”

Vinnie took a deep breath, letting the weight of her words settle.

“Okay...”

“Good. I’ll see you guys later.” She walked away. 

“Man,” Vinnie muttered, slumping down. 

“It’s fine,” Charlie-Rose replied with a shrug. “You know she’s not actually mad, right? She’s probably just feeling the weight of it all. Last year, senior year—it’s a lot.”

“Why would you say that to me?” Vinnie groaned, his shoulders slumping. “I don’t even want to think about that stuff.”

“Well, we don’t have to!” Charlie-Rose grinned. “Let’s worry about it later.” She started walking away, leading the way home, her voice light and carefree.

“Please,” Vinnie sighed.

They talked about nothing in particular as they made their way home. The sun began to dip below the horizon, spilling pinks and oranges across the sky, fading into the deepening blue of night.

“Bye, Charlie. See you tomorrow,” Vinnie said as they reached their houses.

“Bye, Vinnie.”

They parted ways, heading to their respective homes—across from one another. 

Inside, the silence of an empty house greeted Vinnie. His mom was rushing between jobs, as always. He never blamed her for it—she worked hard for him. But it didn’t make the emptiness any easier to bear.

Charlie-Rose, at least, was nearby. In many ways, she was like a sister—one who could be unbearably annoying at times. She had her quirks, yes. Her obsession with magic being one of them.

He rested his chin on his hand and looked through his bedroom window. There, he watched Charlie-Rose practice her spells. A smile tugged at his mouth, but it quickly faded. 

Magic.

To Vinnie, it wasn’t about whether or not it existed—it was about whether it still existed. Magic was ancient, taught in schools as a relic of the past, like dinosaurs. No one questioned its existence. But people did question whether it could still be real, if it was still alive and roaming this earth. Charlie-Rose, for all her oddities, believed with every ounce of her being that it was. And not only that it existed, but that it could be revived. Brought back through memories, energy, time. 

Vinnie knew her obsession wasn’t without reason. When she was a kid, on a cold night in the woods, she heard something. And then she saw it. An iridescent veil smothering part of the forest. She couldn't believe her eyes. But she knew it was real. And she would persist in the years to come to find it. 

Her passion for magic—for something intangible—clung to her like a shadow. And it followed Vinnie everywhere. It seemed to be guiding him toward an uncertain future.

Vinnie slumped onto his bed, too exhausted to think, but the ache in his head was a constant. The moment he closed his eyes, the dreams came. The same dreams. The same questions. And just as before, they always ended too soon.

His hand found its way to his chest, where a strange emptiness swirled through his heart. A longing for something he couldn’t name. Something he couldn’t find.

He couldn’t take it anymore. He needed answers, control, and how was he to do that. He couldn’t. 

Throwing on his coat, he stepped outside into the cool night. The edge of the forest was waiting—his special corner of the world. The flowers that grew there, blue and vibrant, seemed to be the only thing that brought him peace.

Flowers danced nearby. For a moment, everything felt right again.

“You follow me everywhere,” he whispered to the flowers. The stars above blinked down at him.

But this night would be different. Tonight, the dream would be different. Not to end like the others, but to change everything.

He stood and sighed, his gaze lingering on the field behind him. “See you,” he whispered into the quiet darkness.
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Flowers of Unease

[image: ]




Blue petals stained red, bloodied and torn. 

A thud echoed, deep and hollow, before a scream tore through Vinnie’s chest, shaking his bones. His eyes flew open, heart hammering in his throat, every muscle tight  terror. He gasped for air, disoriented, like he was drowning.with

The indigo night flowed in through his window. His sweat-soaked clothes clung to him. His throat burned—dry and scratchy, desperate for water.

A dream.

But that dream wasn’t the same. It was dark, it hurt.

“Oh no. . .” His voice cracked in a whisper, the pain in his head unbearable. His hand pressed to his head, fingers trembling as he sifted them through his dark hair. Something warm, sticky glazed his finger tips. Red. Blood. He yanked his hand away, his stomach churning.

“Mom!” He choked out, voice ragged. He bolted out of bed, fumbling with the door, legs unsteady as though the ground beneath him had shifted. The air smelled of iron. The image of those blue petals haunted him—where had they come from? What had he seen?

He shoved his way into her room, gasping for breath. The light from the hallway cast a dim glow over everything, his shadow illuminated.

“Mom!” He shook her awake.

She groaned, rolling over, her voice thick with exhaustion. “Please, Vinnie. Is it important?”

“My head,” he repeated, his voice cracking. “Can you just—look? Please?”

He fell to his knees next to her bed. He clutched the blanket as if it was all that kept him together.

“It hurts. I don’t know what’s happening. I can’t tell what’s real.”

He looked up at her, eyes glassy. “Am I dying?”

She sat up with difficulty, blinking through sleep. Her face softened with concern. “What? Where? What happened?”

“My head,” he repeated, voice rising. “Could you please look at it? I don’t know what’s going on, but it hurts so bad.”

She lightly raked her fingers through his hair, her touch warm and reassuring. She took her time, inspecting him, before ruffling his hair in a quiet gesture.

“Vinnie,” she murmured, after what felt like an eternity, “there’s no bleeding. You’re fine. You’re not going to die, I promise.”

But her words didn’t bring relief—far from it. His eyes widened in disbelief, and a cold chill ran through him.

“No, no... I swear I saw it,” he stammered. “I swear it was there. I felt it. It was... real.” His pulse quickened, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

She sighed, rubbing his shoulder. “You probably just had a bad dream, honey. Go back to bed. It’s late, and I have work in the morning.”

“But I—”

“I promise you’re fine.” Her voice was gentle, soothing, but Vinnie couldn’t shake the feeling gnawing at him.

He blinked away the tears that welled up in his eyes, but they refused to stop.

“Please,” he whispered, too exhausted to argue. “Just... stay with me. I’m scared.”

“I’m right here,” she reassured him, walking through his bedroom door. “Go back to sleep.”

Reluctantly, he stood. His legs felt heavy, like lead. His mind raced, but his body moved on its own as he opened his bedroom door.

The room was quiet.

Too quiet.

Vinnie stepped inside, his heart pounding louder than his footsteps.

His pillow—

It was littered with petals.

Blue, soft, like the ones in his dream. Their edges shimmered faintly... tinged with red.

Blood.

He froze.

“No,” he whispered. “No, this isn’t... it can’t be real.”

He grabbed the pillow, hurling it across the room, the petals fluttering through the air like some sort of eerie confetti. He squeezed his eyes shut, taking a shaky breath. It was just a dream. It had to be.

But deep down, he knew it wasn’t. The scratch on his hand proved otherwise. 

⊱·✿·⊰

Vinnie dragged himself out of bed the next morning, his body aching, the weight of exhaustion pulling him down. He had barely slept, and now, with the day forcing him to face reality, it was almost too much to bear. 

The blood, the dreams, it was all too real. So real it caused a pit in Vinnie’s stomach everytime he even thought about sleeping. If the dreams bled into reality, what more could he do. Maybe Charlie-Rose had a point to all this magic business, but not in the way she thought. In a frightening twist of a way. 

He stumbled through the motions of getting ready, the fog in his head thick and suffocating. The world seemed to move in slow motion. Everything felt distant.

Sleep. He needed it. Desperately. But the more he tried to close his eyes, the more he felt like the world was slipping from his grasp. He couldn’t tell what was real anymore.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, breaking through his spiral of thoughts. He pulled it out to find a barrage of texts from Charlie-Rose.

Char: Where are you???

Char: Did you wanna have lunch in the garden?

Char: Okay, so you hate me now?

Char: Did you even come to school today?

Char: ARE YOU SICK?!

Char: It’s sure sick to not answer my texts.

Char: Are you mad at me? :(

Vinnie exhaled a shaky breath, wiping his face.

Vinnie: Sorry, I didn't sleep well last night. Be there in a sec.

He slid his phone back in his pocket and forced himself to move, each step feeling like he was trudging through snow. His friends' potential worried faces weighed heavily on him. Charlie-Rose's texts didn’t help.

The sun was bright, almost too bright, blinding him as he stepped outside. The air was crisp, the breeze cool, but it didn’t help shake the unease.

He made his way to the school garden, hoping for some relief. And then he saw them.
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