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Back in Time


[image: ]




I lived in a town that celebrated Halloween like there was no other holiday on earth. My dream was to move away from that picturesque town after graduation so I could be free from this nonsense. I didn’t believe in vampires, witches, and the entire pretense that these creatures were real. But that was before I fell into a portal that brought me into the Blessed Realm, a supernatural town. Ironic, huh?

I was summoned to battle against the darkness that reigned over the place because supposedly I had powers. I really thought this was a joke. They must have picked the wrong person, right? 

There, I met Kristy, the fairy that became my best friend. And Jacques, which is where my complicated love life began. 

We were able to defeat the dark creature together and my new life started with training my magical abilities while I continued my normal life with school and exams looming over my head. Plenty of stuff to be busy with, but apparently, the universe wasn’t satisfied. Let’s add another bad guy to the mix, or rather the Evilship, a creature who was imprisoned for decades plotting her revenge. Sending her vampire minion, Khalid, she thought she would manipulate me but instead, I trapped them both into their own game but not without consequences. 

If that wasn’t enough, Jacques and I had our own...problems with communication. Things had sparked at the beginning but we were turning into enemies and with the prophecy looming over my head, he was the least of my problems. Dude, you kissed me and then you walked away? Where’s chivalry gone? 

I defeated the Evilship and sacrificed myself in the process, but Jacques’ love saved me and our story took off as it should be, so it was happily ever after. I hate to burst your bubble here, but nope. Relationships have problems, but supernatural relationships seem to have even more. I just wanted a normal life and escaping into an academy that accepted me, which I never applied to seemed the perfect solution. 

Wrong! The academy was the shifters’ nest and the Headmaster, the most distorted and dangerous shifter I’ve ever seen, along with his followers, planned to sacrifice the humans to dominate the world. Jacques sacrificed himself to save me, allowing me to defeat the crazy Headmaster and halting his plan forever. As I spent a grieving period trying to overcome my pain from Jacques’ passing, Raid, one of the shifter followers, developed an unusual interest in me and wouldn’t let me be.

Trying to slip away undetected, I bumped into Jacques. Yes, he was alive as a human and now he had to get used to the human world. Meanwhile my heart wasn’t in it. All I wanted was a normal life with no magic or darkness encroaching on my world. Raid’s pursuit brought me to my limits, and I fled to my hometown. Jacques followed me, and boom! His powers came back, making him suffer the pain of the first transformation.

The aunt I had never seen before in my life came suddenly to visit and I discovered she’s a shapeshifter too, trying to drive me nuts because I ruined her plan of her wanting me to marry her son.

Finally, Jacques and I decided to take off to the enchanting country of Italy, hopefully away from any supernatural mumbo jumbo.

After everything, I think I deserve it. 

––––––––
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Welcome to my world. Don’t try Kristy’s cookies. They’re highly addictive. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
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PART I
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​Chapter 1: La Rouge
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Soon, the sun would set, and that made me feel sad.

School had started, and things had pretty much returned to normal, but no one remembered. Except me, I used to believe that only humans inhabited our world. I was wrong. 

“Violet?” 

I quickly shifted my gaze toward the sound of my name. My best friend smirked. Kristy’s poppy colored hair rippled in the slight breeze. “Where are you running off to?”

“Nowhere.” I watched as the wind played with the leaves. The smell from a cherry pie reached my nose while a chestnut fell from the tree above me, cracking open its shell. 

Kristy rolled her violet eyes and flapped her fairy wings. Until last year, I wouldn’t ever believe that seeing a fairy flutter her wings in amusement was something that would become a part of my day-to-day life.

“You just want to avoid talking about Halloween.” Kristy’s eyes twinkled at the revelation.

My face clouded at the mention of the worst celebration that existed in my opinion. Even if I knew the creatures were real, my feelings for the debauchery had not changed. “I don’t understand why you want to throw a Halloween party in the Blessed Realm. You creatures don’t believe in this nonsense of a celebration, nor do I.” I stomped my foot shaking the bench we were sitting on.

Halloween should be named the most ridiculous celebration ever existed. Coming from a town that celebrated it like there was no tomorrow, I had had more than enough of this. Fake costumes and food in shapes that terrified you? No, thanks. Of course, if they knew all the supernatural creatures and monsters were real, it wouldn’t be so funny. Would it? 

The leaves in the forest had already started taking on an orange hue seducing the people inside but no one knew it better than me—dangers lurked in that forest. The last rays of sun painted the academy’s facade orange. All was calm now, but I still had nightmares about the night I faced our Headmaster, who turned out to be evil—

“If you want further incentive, Jacques will be there.”

I glared at her but I couldn't stay mad at the mention of him. At the thought of Jacques, the whole world turned enchanted that no magic could compete. Jacques was a rabbit shifter. He was also my boyfriend. We’ve had our ups and downs but I haven’t seen him since our trip that summer and I longed to see him. 

“And if you don't come, he might show up here.”

I huffed the breath I was holding and rubbed my temple to relieve the tension that had gathered since the past months. I shot Kristy a withered look. 

“Don’t look at me, you’re the one who made him stay behind. How did you manage that? I haven’t seen him back down from anything before.” Kristy shot me a look, and I raised my eyebrows.

“Isn’t that the reason you’re here? To keep an eye on me?” Heat rose in my cheeks, my inner turmoil threatening to swallow me whole.  

“You know that’s not true. I love hanging out with you. Our shopping trips in the city are spectacular even though going to the library is not exactly my idea of having fun!” Kristy waved her hand, wrinkling her nose.

I tried to fight it but no one could resist a fairy’s joy and a smile bloomed on my lips. My gaze wandered to the dark forest and my grin disappeared faster than the vapors from a cauldron.  

Ever since the events of the academy during the summer and Jacques’ resurrection, the fear of losing him didn’t leave my mind. The only reason I came to the academy was because it was far away from home. Only to discover it was the shifters’ hangout—the crazy kind—and there was a massive plot to take over the world with the humans as victims. Jacques was attacked and died. Everyone believes I am the stronger supernatural, yet I could not save him. He came back, but I still remembered the pain I felt when he left the world. “He’s safe there,” I mumbled, my eyes fixated on the colorful rug of leaves spread on my feet. The radiant kaleidoscope of the park faded and dark heavy clouds soared as my mind flew back to that horrid day.

Kristy folded her hand in mine and I felt the soft glow radiating from her body, filling my heart with a warm feeling. The flowers showed their petals, and the trees brought the fruits to the light. “He misses you. Come and we’ll have fun.”

I miss him too but I would never put him in danger even if that meant I could only see him a couple of times during the year.

“By the way, are you going to tell me how your holiday was?”

I let out an exasperated breath. “You’ve been asking me this question for so long now, and I have told you. What more do you want to know?”

Kristy widened her eyes. “What more? Everything! You only said Italy was magnificent, and that you had a wonderful time. You went there with your boyfriend for the first time without problems.” She banged her fist on her lap like an angry child. “Supernatural or otherwise. You need to tell me everything! It’s your duty as my best friend!” 

A ringing bounced in the academy announcing the bad news. Kristy shook her head, pressing her fingers in her ears. “I know schools have bells, but this is worse than a Banshee’s cry!”

“It’s our curfew,” I said, relieved I was saved by the bell. 

Kristy, like all the fairies, was a social character that wanted to know everything and sometimes, her mouth ran faster than her brain. However, my reluctance on telling her about my holiday with Jacques lay in the fact that my fairy friend might let it slip to someone and since I have lived in a small town, news spread faster than a flood. I didn’t want my holiday adventure to reach everyone’s ears in the Blessed Realm. My mind traveled to the golden beaches and the crystal waters under the brilliant summer sun. I wish I could have more of that precious time... 

I turned away before Kristy noticed the change in my demeanor. “Ever since the previous Headmaster...left, the school administration has taken some strict measures.” My mouth tasted sour as I breathed the words. I rose and Kristy followed me, hovering above the ground.

“Why? He abandoned his post. That certainly is not a cause for alarm.”

“Abandoned?” Passing my fingers on my messy bun, I glared at her. I could not fathom how lightly she took the fact the Headmaster was dead. Gone. Killed by my own magic. Fair punishment, if you ask me, after he poisoned Jacques. He used shady means to achieve world domination, putting both worlds in danger. That could just not do. I still had nightmares that sometimes joined the living world and she spoke about it so nonchalantly about it, like it was a hair accessory!  

Kristy shrugged unbothered. 

I didn’t regret killing him, but I wouldn’t put it so lightly. “And actually, they found his body. I don’t know how because I saw him disintegrate, but his body turned up at the park and now, they think there’s a murderer on campus.” 

I paused, a few feet from the gate where students entered in a sluggish way. A chilly breeze blew, mocking the sun’s effort to shine, reminding us fall was on its way. 

“Oh, no. How did that happen?” 

The bell sounded again, and I realized I was the only one left. “You tell me? So, they don’t let us stay out past dusk.” The Headmaster was evil when in life but even after his death, he still continued to cause problems. I released my breath slowly, dragging myself into a lighter direction. “I have to go.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to come with?” Kristy asked the same question every time, but I declined.

“I’ll be fine. See you tomorrow.” Kristy nodded and hugged me, leaving fairy dust on my face. I went through the gate and took the stairs up to the apartment. I jumped back when I crossed paths with Raid, the prefect everyone did their best to avoid. However, I had more reasons to hate him. I couldn’t wait until he graduated at the end of the school year to get him off my back. Swiftly, I turned the key and shut the door, leaving him seething. I secured the door and sighed, placing my forehead on the warm wood. My heart was still humming when I heard footsteps from the kitchen.

“Hi, Violet!” Lena, my roommate chirped, and I put on a smile before turning.

I wiped my brow and I hoped she didn’t notice my cheeks had caught fire. “Hey. How are you?” 

“How was your day?” Without waiting for my answer, she started chattering away about her day and also repeated things from her holidays again. I smiled as I endured her lengthy speech until I found an opening to escape.

“That sounds very exciting,” I said when she took a moment to breathe. “Tomorrow is a packed day, so it’s best not to be up too late though. Right?”

“Oh, right.” Lena faltered as she realized the reality of my words. The incoming phone call interrupted whatever she wanted to say, giving me the break I needed.

I took my cue to escape in the sanctuary of my bedroom, thinking she was lucky to be alive. If not for me, she would be still a casualty of the shifters. 

Approaching my window, I grinned as I noticed Kristy glowing like a pink star in the park. I waved and switched into nightclothes before securing the door and windows. If it wasn’t humans, it would be creatures who caused havoc.

Clutching my necklace, I observed it before it’s glowing light lulled me to sleep.

***
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Lena and I were late in the morning as she had trouble getting ready and as a result, we were racing against the clock. By some miracle, the door was still open, and we dropped inside exhausted.

“You made it.” I looked up to a red-haired woman I didn’t recognize. “I’m Headmistress La Rouge. Be seated.”

We walked to our seats as questions warred in my mind. Why did the new headmistress decide to show up only now, since the classes had already started? It had been a month now. Surely, she couldn’t be so busy as to not properly introduce herself. 

Her red heels cracked on the marble floors while her voice dropped like a grenade.

“I’m Headmistress La Rouge. I shall be teaching you this lesson and before we dive into the deep stuff, I will let you know of my rules.”

She paced as she prepared her lecture, and I dared to steal a peek. Fiery hair tumbled over her shoulders as she walked. When she turned, I witnessed her dark complexion with the grey eyes. She seemed like a middle-aged woman, but I got the sense she was much older. With my powers fully awakened, I could read people and something was off about her.

“You need to be always on time or you’ll be marked absent.” The headmistress looked at me and Lena pointedly, but we remained silent. “You will attend every day or you’ll be marked absent and I will deduct points from your grade.” As her footfalls fell on the suffering marble floor, her stern voice announced more. “You will not leave the grounds during school hours or after. Not even for important matters. Your place is here.”

“What if we’re sick?” a girl dared to speak up, and the Headmistress glared at her, making her squirm.

“You shall not speak without raising your hand and you will not be sick.” The Headmistress stared at us with her round eyes, and I refrained from yelling.

Are we allowed to be human? I studied her and used my powers for spotting supernatural occurrences, and that’s when I noticed the strange thing that had been happening. Her aura exists, but at the same time, it does not. Like a candle, her red aura flared out to rise up behind her again. I had seen lots of things concerning auras and my heart told me this oddity was not natural. Even for the supernatural world.

“Without losing any more time, we’ll enter the field of Criminological Theory. For our first lesson, we will study the genders and how prone they are to criminal behavior.” Headmistress La Rouge tapped her long red nails on the board, and the torture started.

When the lesson ended, we hurried to Social Research Methods and Techniques taught by Mr. Arsenio, a man in a wheelchair. He couldn’t be more than thirty but besides his condition, he made the lesson entertaining. His thick Italian accent reminded me of Jacques who stumbled over words from time to time. Navigating his wheelchair between the desks, he asked questions abruptly to the students on the opposite side of the room, taking us off guard.

Professor Alisha taught Social Politics dragging her voice over words, repeating the facts over and over again. A living torture. I sighed and turned my gaze to the paper ball some students were playing with during class. Any distraction was most welcome to keep me awake. Names, places, histories, and dates and my notebook was half filled by the end of the day.

The last bell rang, announcing our partial freedom. 

***
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“So, why couldn’t you come?” Kristy said when she entered my room and after I had secured all exits. When in the human world, Kristy put a glamour to mask the silver tattoos on her arms marking her as a fairy, pointy ears and wings. All the people saw was a girl with a pink dress and white black striped socks. The only thing my fairy friend didn’t change was her purple eyes but hey, teenagers dressed in a more funky way, anyway! 

In light of the recent rules, the school had taken security measures, but they couldn’t stop the supernaturals. It only took a visit to the garden and a glow fairy as my messenger. They were so tiny no one could take them into account, much less realize they were not actual fireflies.

“Our new Headmistress is quite a piece of work and with an interesting aura.” That got Kristy’s attention, she had stayed silent during my explanation. My stomach gurgled since I had skipped dinner, but I ignored it. “She has an aura that blinks,” I continued as I went on with the rest of the story, trying not to think about the lasagna that smelled like heaven when I passed from the Dining Hall.

“A blinking aura, huh?” Kristy hovered cross-legged across the room and I was glad we were on a top floor so no one could witness my new acquired chandelier. “I’ve no idea what that could be.” Perplexed, she flapped her wings and lowered to the ground. “I’ll ask the witch tonight and tell you. Will you be all right?”

“Every floor is guarded as well as the gate. No one gets in.” I knew a lot of things could get in and out without notice, but I chose not to bring that up.

Kristy stood in front of the window and then turned. “So, that means no Halloween. Maybe I should do something.”

“As much as I would like to avoid that ridiculous celebration that for some reason you find fascinating, this school house arrest is even more annoying. Some students live in the city, so there might be hope yet. It wouldn’t be wise to meddle with human affairs.”

Kristy shot me a look but said nothing and flew out of the window. I watched her pink aura disappear in the horizon and I wished I had wings to fly away from unpleasant things. My stomach gurgled again, and I grabbed some cereal bars from my drawer and dug in hungrily. Laying on my bed, I stared at the shadows the moon created, peeking through the curtains.

The next morning, Lena and I were on time only because I had set my alarm way too early. I groaned internally, but I certainly didn’t want any trouble with that vixen. Especially if it turned out to be a supernatural in a bad mood and an axe or an evil mistress who woke up one day and wanted to take over the world. At this point, I’d expect anything.

“Fortunately, we’re not late.” 

I shot Lena an irritated look, and she blushed. “Thank you.” She advanced with a hopping stride and I gritted my teeth. If she knew what I had saved her from, she would make it easier for me. Possibly.

Getting to my seat, I pulled my books and sensing the boiling atmosphere, I looked up. Glaring, the students shared stories about having been forbidden to leave the grounds and I listened. This was beyond normal and my hands sweated at the thought that trouble was brewing. Again. In this school. Maybe the school is haunted after all.

The door opened only to reveal Ade, the History professor, and everyone relaxed. I had been so tense about the matter that I had completely forgotten that first period was Historians and History.

“Good morning, everyone.” Professor Ade wore her usual colorful dress, a stark contrast to her espresso skin. Braided space buns of cherry hair intertwined with blue highlights crowned her head, accompanied by a pair of smart eyes. “I hope you slept well because we’ll be making a long trip in time.” The heavy atmosphere dissipated as laughter bounced on the walls.

After the classes, I skipped dinner, as I always seemed to do lately. I didn’t want another problem on my hands that had to do with the supernatural world. I ran up the stairs and found Kristy waiting for me.

“Nothing?” My face clouded at her somber expression.

“No. Nobody knows anything, but Jacques will look into it.” I looked at her, and she flapped her wings. “Don’t give me that look, he is always there when I get back. Honestly, I think he’s your best chance and if she’s a shapeshifter even more so.” 

“But her aura is visible.” Shapeshifters usually had invisible auras until the moment they chose to be with someone. “I didn’t see her today but students are very upset so there’s hope that something will be done.” 

“It could be the fact she has chosen a mate but shapeshifter auras don’t blink.” Kristy tapped her perfectly manicured hands on her chin. Pink fairydust rose from her fingers before a pot popped around her arms. 

I watched as Kristy made the seeds grow and recognized it as a sign of her frustration. “You don’t use your powers much, do you?”

I blinked and looked down on the faint purple glow of my hands. “Not really. I can hardly do magic when people are afraid of it. I’ll get locked up in the loony bin, or worse.” 

Kristy narrowed her eyes and shook her finger. “It's not only that. It's the summer’s events, isn’t it?”

“That and the dreams that make my necklace to go crazy. It glows at odd times. I have to say it’s broken or put a shading spell.” I pulled my hair from its knot and gazed at the window. Silence. After classes, the students usually relaxed outside on outdoor excursions near the school, but now, only the birds chirped. Even the corridors were silent. Everyone chose the gloomy atmosphere of their rooms over dealing with La Rouge’s wrath questioning their whereabouts.

“What dreams?” Kristy spread her pink light of her aura, and I envied her joy.

“I don’t know. They are too jumbled to make sense.”

I bit my lip, wishing the feeling to go away. It gnawed inside me, not leaving me in peace.

“Violet?”

“Something is coming, and it’s not good.” 
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​Chapter 2: Once Upon a Vampire!
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The station bustled with people greeting their loved ones, while smoke painted the scene in darker colors. I descended the stairs carrying my luggage, and I sighed in relief as I embraced the feeling of being back home. Even if it was a bit smelly at the moment.

“May I take this, mademoiselle?”

I turned and saw Jacques across from me and couldn’t resist flinging myself at him. I had missed him. I straightened, but my smile remained, resting my eyes on his black hair and sparkling navy eyes. Jacques’ slender build could fool anyone but I’ve seen him take down a werewolf more massive than a grizzly bear. Jacques’ cocky smile glittered as he gave me a kiss on the cheek. 

Now that I was safe in Ember Falls, I could relax. Bad things had happened here too, but I couldn’t associate the place with danger. Jacques might play a role in that too. Maybe.

“It’s not that heavy,” I started, but he ignored me. “I thought we were meeting up this afternoon.” He gave me an incredulous look, and I backpedaled. “Maybe?”

“Very funny, mademoiselle.” His French accent tripped over the words. It was funny even if he tried to hide it, it slipped when he was upset or excited but I thought it added more charm. Not that he needed any help in that department.

We left the station and once we entered the town, every impossible thing reminding me of Halloween hurried to make an appearance. Pumpkin juice, witch hats, skeleton potions, and garlands assaulted my eyes and my nose. I couldn’t stop the scowl appearing on my face.

Jacques laughed and put an arm on my shoulders. “How did you get away? Kristy said you were facing some...difficulties.”

“Difficulties would be a massive understatement. Some students have parents in prominent places who called the committee, which allowed us to leave for Halloween.” Fortunately, we were able to leave this place even for a few days. I hated Halloween, but even that was better than room arrest, which had turned the school into a ghost academy.

“And you chose to come here at Halloween?”

“I wanted to see people and being in a room without being able to leave is no fun.” 

Jacques cocked his eyebrow. 

“Madame La Rouge doesn’t want us to be late, sick or leave the premises or get outside for any reason. Did I forget anything? You French are so strict!” My complaints flowed like the river, the stress from the last few weeks was finally catching up to me.

Jacques tilted his head. “I don’t think zhat has anything to do with nationality. Isn’t that the person with the blinking aura?”

“Is that how we’ll call it? Do you know her?”

“No. I left to find information but returned before I could conclude it.” Now it was my turn to stare at him. Jacques never abandoned anything until he had found results and took special care where supernatural things were concerned. “You were coming.”

“How did you know?” I didn’t inform anyone about my incoming visit since it was doubtful it would happen until some days ago. He pointed at my necklace that was glowing. Again. “Can you tell it to stop glowing? It’s like a supernova star.”

“Yeah, I don’t know about that. I can hardly be classified as an expert.” 

I huffed, and he gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Come on, flower. There’s a party tonight.”

“No parties tonight. Thank you very much.”

“Blessed Realm is having one. Please?” Glaring at him, I did not budge. “No costumes?”

“Kristy won’t agree to that,” I said, fully aware I couldn’t escape this year’s Halloween either.

“You do know the Eulogimenoi do not believe in that stupid thing. We are just happy to see you.” He held my hand and looked at me with his eyes that resembled the innocent look he gave me when in rabbit form that was impossible to resist. You just couldn’t say “no” to a rabbit.

“Don’t be making rabbit eyes at me.” I looked up and realized we were on my street. “Have a nice day.” I took the bag from him and waved.

“I’ll pick you up in the afternoon,” he called, and I shook my finger as I kept walking.

“No, Jacques.” I opened the door and turned to see a white rabbit plunge in the bushes.

“Violet, you’re home!” My eighteen-year-old sister, Diane ran to greet me, practically radiating with joy. 

I grinned at the sight of my sister and could not fathom how much she has grown all the time I was gone. Golden princess-like curls crowned her head as her dark blue eyes gave me a once over while her mouth didn’t stop moving for one minute. She and Lena were so much alike in that aspect. “You said you didn’t know if you could.”

“There were some complications with the school.” I couldn’t retain my lip curling at the black hoodie with fur-tipped ears and stretched sleeves. Diane had matched it with bat-patterned tights and furred boots.

“Is this supposed to be a bat? Ugh!” I entered our warm house and relished the sight of the nooks and corners I knew so well. So imperfect and yet...it was home. 

“It’s Halloween!” she reminded me in a reprimanding tone. “Come! We have prepared lunch and you’ll tell us everything!” I placed my bag next to the door before Diane pulled me to the garden.

We rarely sat outside for meals since it was a hassle to set things out, but it was a nice view. Apple trees carried their heavy burden and the lonely maple tree in the deeper part of the garden stood tall and proud with the tree house of our childhood perched in its branches. 

As predicted, it was all dressed up for Halloween. Halloween string lights wrapped around the pergola, pumpkin candles and bat napkins circled the dishes. Even the tablecloth had witches in flight. 

Madelena would have yelled if she saw it, I thought as I imagined her distress. The witch guardian of Blessed Realm and I were alike in that matter as she despised the ridiculousness of that holiday as much as me.

I saw with relief the rest of the setting was the nice blue cutlery I’ve grown up with. My grandmother insisted on putting it at every nice occasion there was. Our blue oak table sat between the magnolias with the white chairs for company. 

My mother grinned her wide smile when she saw me and rose from her seat to give me a hug, and my father gave me a pat on the back. Looking at my family, I couldn't wipe my smile off my face. I had missed them. My mother with her golden skin smelling like roses and detergent, from who Diane took after so much. I inherited my father’s onyx hair and olive eyes who at the moment, filled the glasses with wine. I raised my eyebrow as he put a bit more in mine. He shrugged his shoulders and carried out the first course. 

“Dear, you made it. Care to tell us what adventure you were having? You sounded rather upset on the phone.” My mother put a plate in front of me with mashed potatoes, roast beef, and a mummy hot dog at the side. I couldn’t help but the smile from showing on my face as I remembered Diane’s childish version asking for a mummy dog and therefore establishing it as a family tradition on Halloween. I was still miffed about the fact we couldn’t enjoy normal food but surprisingly, I missed that part of my life.  

When I saw the creepy candy eyes staring at me, I felt the food was going to pop up at any minute and start dancing on my plate. She answered with a smile to my glare. Starving, I shoveled a few mouthfuls without questions even though I kept my fork poised to stab the mummy hotdog just in case it came alive.

“School turned into house arrest.” During my ride here, I had prepared what I would say carefully because I hadn’t mentioned anything during summer so they had no knowledge of anything that was going on at school. Of course, they didn’t know about the supernaturals wreaking havoc as I had carefully avoided telling them about it during last year. I intended it to keep it that way because Halloween and silly costumes was one thing but supernaturals and dark creatures with claws and shooting powers from their mouths in order to hurt you was another thing altogether and humans didn’t handle magic well. Diane though might be squealing in soprano tones since she was obsessed with this celebration. This moronic celebration was one day out of the whole year and she was grieving like she lost someone. Even as an adult! I kept things simple. “The new Headmistress is mad.”

“That is illogical,” my father said after I recounted my situation. “Don’t you have a student senate? They should converse with that Headmistress.” 

As if. “Some students have parents on the City Council, so the matter should be resolved quickly.” If she’s not completely crazy, and if she has some common human sense that is.

“I am sure it will turn out for the best. Are you attending Halloween?” Diane dove in her plate when the cake, which practically screamed Halloween, was served. 

“I would like to avoid it.” I pretended the bats on the icing were cherries and took a bite of pumpkin chocolate cake and dissolved in the happiness of each bite. It disappeared in seconds and I smiled contently, listening to the critters that still resisted the crisp breeze. Food at school wasn’t bad, but there’s nothing like a home cooked meal. “Maybe when I’m done with the other celebration.”

“But surely Jacques does not share your medieval views. Does he?”

“They’re not medieval!” I put my spoon down and got up with dignity. “Sometimes, a break is just to relax.”

***
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Ignoring my words, Jacques came to pick me up from my house and we walked to the portal that hid the supernatural world named Blessed Realm and its residents, the eulogimenoi. It looked like a normal oak door besides the fact that it was in fact standing on empty air. My necklace allowed me entrance to the supernatural realm either by simply walking or by falling into a rabbit hole.

As funny as the name may sound, there was a great variety of supernaturals residing there, living like normal humans. If you didn’t count the occasional werewolf and vampire fights, fairy drinking sprees and banshee disturbing the peace, all was well in the realm. 

“See? No decorations or anything,” Jacques said when we landed in the Blessed Realm.

“If humans can whip up surprise parties so can supernaturals,” I retorted which resulted in a sigh.

“You’re so difficult sometimes.” He took my arm, and we walked the mood stones while glow fairies surrounded us.

“So I’ve been told.” When we reached the clearing near the Enchanted Forest, my breath caught by the breathtaking view. Glass lanterns hung from the trees and whenever glow fairies passed, they illuminated them with their light. Banshees and ghosts soared, carrying bowls to a table. I’ve never interacted with them much with either for the simple reason you couldn’t hold a normal conversation.

A bowl fell from fifteen feet and a vampire caught it. “Hey, watch it! You can’t just disappear into thin air!” He growled to the empty space the ghost occupied a moment earlier.

“That’s inconvenient.” I looked at the other ghosts and the same thing happened over and over. The clicking of teeth announced the vampire’s patience had reached its limit.

“You think? Ghosts are trying to be helpful, but you can’t trust them with any task since they have the bad habit of disappearing into the hidden realm.” Jacques sighed and walked over to the vampire to lend a hand.

Bad habit? 

A cold breeze blew on my face as Moira materialized next to me with her inky hair cascading on her transparent skin. Moira was a banshee, and like all her kin, she could feel when someone passed away thus the constantly tearful face. 

“I guess that’s my welcoming lament.” 

The pale girl with the inky hair smiled, pain reflecting on her wet face. 

I waved at her, appreciating her effort. Turning my gaze back to the hovering table with the white tablecloth, I noticed it was full of food from each species’ habitat. Fairy food glowed pink, bottled wine from the vampires’ caves, the best moonshine from the werewolves, and then there was the witch’s food. The food that could put homemade cuisine to shame. The dishes were enchanting, simple, magical, but certainly not Halloween themed.

“You finally made it!” Kristy appeared in a cloud of pink and I grinned. It was nice to see her in a less contained environment. “How did you manage to escape? Tell me everything!” She dragged me to the table and grabbed a plate and filled it to the top. “Come, you don’t eat much in that university.” She put a piece of fairy shaped pie in my hand.

“Did you make these? They’re amazing!” I savored the sweet taste along with the sour bits of berry. It was the perfect balance of ingredients.

“Most of them. The others helped a little.” Kristy waved it off nonchalantly, and I laughed. 

“Thank you.” I was touched by their incentive to throw me a party that I actually liked. “Why is it not theme related?”

“You hate Halloween and we wanted you to feel welcome. Now, speak up!” She held my arm with eyes full of wonder and I had to admit she was the most committed friend I ever had. Around us, the clearing started filling with creatures coming to the party.

“Well, like I predicted. The students took it to the City Council. You had to see the headmistress’ face when she announced it.” I grinned. “Green as an apple! Like she swallowed something but had a worm in it.” I released a laugh, and Kristy followed.

“Here she comes.” She pointed to a spot where fireflies formed the shape of a woman. “The witch,” she whispered.

“She always makes a grand entrance,” Jacques said in my ear.

Slowly, the image cleared and Madelena appeared, surrounded by the glow fairies. Her stunning figure amazed me every time. Dark hair paired with a set of orange eyes greeted everyone. Now that I was more accustomed with magic, I could feel the power she emitted when she walked among the creatures who made way for her. Madelena never wore anything else but dresses of dark colors but peppered them with colorful boho jewelry that defied the whole image most humans had about witches. Then again, witches in reality were not wicked, but rather guardians of the realms. Madelena was The Blessed Realm’s guardian and I was thankful for that or the realm wouldn't be standing now if not for her help and guidance during the awful events that transpired. “Let us begin.” At her words, the creatures took their places to dance, and that’s when I noticed the glow fairies shining down the rectangle spot. Music hovered all around and my gaze flickered to the creatures swaying to the music beats. It was interesting how differently each creature enjoyed the party. 

I tried to retain a straight face as I watched them awkwardly following the dance steps. The resemblance to teenagers was undeniable. The Banshees swayed, the fairies flew in circles and ghosts hopped from the ground. Some creatures that were more accustomed to the human world danced properly, but the whole situation was humorous.  

“We don't have these kind of parties often so they’re trying to adjust.” I recognized Madelena’s voice and pulled my gaze from the crowd.

“You didn’t have to do it for me. I was okay to spend the evening in a normal gathering. Thank you.”

“Walk with me?” I nodded and followed her as she led the way. “It was an excuse to escape from the normal days and maybe provide you with an alternative to the rather human celebrations.” I doubted there were any normal days in the Blessed Realm, but I was indeed glad to miss the Halloween activities. “I wanted to speak with you since the summer events, but I didn’t want to reopen fresh wounds. Tonight, is for joy, but I would like to speak with you some other day about it. Now, I hear there’s an unexplainable occurrence at your university?” Her orange eyes twinkled as she focused on my face.

“Yes.” I tried not to let her eyes distract me, but it was hard. “It’s the Headmistress. I cannot decide if she’s human or not. The blinking aura is weird and reminds me of the strange auras I’ve seen in the past, but it’s unexplainable. She doesn’t hate only me so...” I shrugged and waited for her answer.

“I am not aware of such a situation concerning auras so you must keep your eyes peeled and use your powers.” She looked at me with her penetrating gaze, and I rubbed my fingers.

“After the havoc they caused, it’s best to give them a rest.” I grinned at the Enchanted Forest towering before us with the trees of silver trunks and golden leaves. The forest’s only power was to provide protection while my powers were inexplicable. I had witch powers, fairy powers of healing, and the Believer powers that came from my belief in good things. Triggered by emotions, last year, they tipped to the dark side, making everyone think I was under the evil’s influence.

“It’s not wise keeping them in hibernation. You need to be at the ready if supernatural things keep encroaching upon the world.”  

I flicked my gaze toward the party and observed the fairies. My eyes settled on a couple that didn’t follow the rule Kristy had shared with me when we first met.

Madelena gave me a slight nod. No matter how many times I’ve asked her, she always denied the fact she could read thoughts but I knew she could understand me. “Usually, fairies have the same color in their wings and eyes. Some have different colors as they take their partner’s color in their wings and show it with pride.” My cheeks warmed up at the thought. “Your relative is fitting in quite well.”

I tried to keep a straight face as I thought of my cousin, Lakir. It was only during the summer that I found out he was a shapeshifter. I felt my teeth trembling from the force I placed on my jaw. I couldn’t remember him fondly when he was associated with my despicable aunt who made my childhood days bitter. My “dear” aunt wanted to marry me off to him but when her plan failed, she tried to drive me nuts. Being a hyena, she could easily manage that. “Right.” I blinked rapidly to take control of my emotions and turned to gaze at the golden trees. Somehow, the magical view soothed my thoughts, and I focused on the witch’s eyes. If she understood anything, she didn’t let on. “Is my whole family supernaturals? Why did you not tell me?” I tried to keep the note of accusation off my voice. I liked her and I was grateful for her training lessons but I didn’t agree with some of her tactics.  

“I did not know. Your grandmother shared with me about you, but no one else in the family.”

“We were not close. I have only seen them once, and that was this summer, so there’s a chance Grandma didn’t know about them.” I bit my lip, crisscrossing facts and memories. “But she was a seer and had the dreamcatcher, which is an object that allowed her to see beyond the veil. So how could she not have known? That doesn’t make sense.”

“Seers only see what they need to see. I’ll say that bit of information wouldn’t be important for her to foresee and like I told you, maybe it was only meant for you.”

I sighed. “So, I don’t know if I should panic or not.”

“Just because an apple turned sour doesn’t mean the entire tree is bad. Sometimes, you only have to ask.” Madelena walked to the table, leaving me alone with my thoughts that had turned into a whirlwind.

Easy for her to say. Walking back to the party, I contemplated her words. What did she mean?

“Are you free now?” Jacques put his arms on my waist, and I grinned. “What was so important that couldn’t wait?”

“Catching up.” I couldn’t understand how he did it and pushed all my fears away. “It was only for a little while.”

“I’ll say. May I?” He held out his hand, and I took it. Swirling, I forgot my worries and focused on enjoying myself. 

“Why do you not like Halloween?” Jacques’ words cut through the garden of my thoughts and I tried not to get overly upset. “Besides the silliness of it. Is there a particular reason you hate it?”

“Isn’t the silliness of it enough?” I twirled and came face to face with a vampire. He grunted and left. Taking a deep breath, I returned to my place.

“You hate vampires. You, mademoiselle, are an oddity.” Jacques placed his arms around me, and my fear slowly evaporated. “Why? You’d think you would be the last person who would hate them.”

“Why am I an oddity?” 

“Given that you dated one of them.”

I only dated him for information and tried to forget about it ever since.

“You of all people should know why I hate vampires.”

The music ended, and Jacques tilted his head, waiting for my answer. His eyes betrayed nothing but curiosity. 

“When I entered the Blessed Realm, searching what was that place, I almost became a meal for one. Luckily, someone saved me or you wouldn’t have your Believer now,” I whistled through my teeth.

“Oh, him. The darkness corrupted him.”

“Even without the darkness, vampires drink blood. They are corrupted by nature.” With long strides, I headed for the table where Kristy stood, fuming. On the way, I crossed paths with a vampire who snapped his teeth at me and I waved him off. Vampires had extremely good hearing but that didn’t mean they should eavesdrop on everyone’s conversation. A selection of the delicacies hovered in the air in front of Kristy, making for a strange image.

“I was just coming to get you. Can you take these?”

“Sure.” I moved my finger and pointed to the pies that went to my side. I followed Kristy to a makeshift picnic near the Tangled Yew. 

I never got tired of watching how twisted these could be. Knots and twists, these trees could transfer you to any green area in any realm. Problem was, you had to pick the right branch and that could be challenging. As I had been in the face of danger millions of times, I preferred portals. At least I wouldn’t end up on the wrong side of the world when using one. 

“What was the fight about?” Kristy munched a blue filled cake in the shape of a peony flower.

“Vampires.” I rolled my eyes and dug into the wondrous taste of fairy cookies. “He didn’t know why I hated them.”

“That’s stupid of him. He could at least take credit for saving you. Although, you did confuse everyone by dating the other one.” She took a swig from the lemonade, and then focused on me. “And the witch?”

“Just checking in. I find it a bit odd that she didn’t know about my family containing other supernaturals.” My gaze flickered to the party and as if to prove me right, Lakir showed up.

“Have you talked to him? He’s pretty comfortable here and nice company.”

I shook my head, trying to keep the bitter memories at bay. Muscular with blue eyes and hair the color of soil, he could be attractive, I guess. “I don’t exist.” From the first moment Lakir saw me, he thought I was an unimportant, nonexistent character and even if he was impressed I was the Believer—the legends have travelled beyond this realm—he acted like I was nobody still and treated me like an outsider. I suppose it couldn’t be easy for him, knowing he’ll one day marry a distant cousin he has never met but this was off. What was his deal? We were a family and as hard it was for me, I tried to make an effort and met up with a wall of indifference. 
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