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      Once upon a time...

      Thousands of years ago, even before mankind existed, a magical realm of esoteric beauty gave life to the desolate Universe. Time and space were irrelevant.

      Immutall was divided into two kingdoms, Dominion and Niomanod.

      In Dominion, there were the lamians, mythical creatures endowed with magical powers. They were characterized by their bodies glowing of vibrant, bright colors that often varied according to their mood or intent. The rays emanating from them were meant to illuminate the realm and everything that surrounded it. They were pure beings who would contribute many times over to the welfare of mankind. They had the ability to control people's minds, but only when their history was altered. They were not allowed to interfere much in their decisions. When they had to come to Earth, they had the ability to transform into pigeons or even take human form to infiltrate among them. However, they could not stay in that form for long, as they risked being trapped forever in our world, and chaos would have been unleashed in the magical realm.

      The lamians were led by King Ozbris and Queen Nettix, who ruled in a magically wrought crystal palace. Fourteen thick, round towers formed a protective wall on two sides of the castle and were connected by towering, heavy walls of blue crystal. Simple windows were generously scattered around the walls in symmetrical patterns, along with crenelations above, for the castle's protectors. A huge gate with tall black crystal doors guarded the only entrance to the grand palace. Buildings of various sizes and strange structures populated the grounds outside the castle walls.

      The queen and king had as advisors seven beings endowed with the powers of magic that they were allowed to use only when it was really necessary, so as not to create anarchy. The other beings of the kingdom were responsible for floating in the infinite Universe to provide light and warmth to all the planets that had been created by King Ozbris himself.

      In Niomanod there were the unniruons, beings of various sizes and undefined shapes that shone like fire. The unniruons were led by Queen Jemisha, who was unwilling to give the beings in her kingdom a king.

      She wanted to be in ultimate control.

      The castle where the Dark Queen, as she was often called, ruled, had seven strong, square towers surrounding it. The towers reached twice the height of the walls and were linked by lower, wide structures of red crystal. Wide windows could barely be seen here and there along the walls in asymmetrical patterns. The nothingness around the castle was sometimes interrupted by strange beings that appeared and disappeared without any reason. The realm was illuminated by mysterious flames, which meant that evil was contained and confined to a sphere of power.

      The scenery was strangely beautiful and scary at the same time.

      Jemisha had as advisors five beings who possessed the power of destructive magic. The beings in the Niomanod kingdom dealt especially with the lost souls of people after their death. They either helped them find peace or tormented them forever. They could transform into any terrifying being when they had to get to Earth. Sometimes they were invisible, and sometimes they showed their monstrous appearance just to terrify people because they fed on their suffering.

      The unniruons were meant to destroy what King Ozbris was building, but only on terms imposed by him. There was a strict law for both kingdoms that created harmony between good and evil.

      In the realm of Immutall, good and evil entwined in an enchanting dance. The beauty and mystery of the land was unique. The beings, based on spiritual power and energies, lived in complete harmony. Although time was irrelevant, it could be controlled by each individual being. The wasteland could be transformed into a vast plain filled with fragrant flowers of various aromas with just a blink of an eye or a single thought. Creatures were free to create their own reality, and the landscape was ever-changing, creating multiple worlds in one.

      Rosmerta, the most powerful witch in the Dominion kingdom, had a premonitory dream about a planet where life could be created. She brought it to the attention of the king, and they went together to ascertain whether the dream had been real. Ozbris had longed to discover a planet where he could create something that would last forever. Queen Nettix also wanted to know the miracle Rosmerta kept talking about. They decided to keep the discovery a secret for now. The queen of the Niomanod kingdom wasn't to find out before Ozbris decided what to do with the planet they immediately landed on.

      Rosmerta stood still when she saw the unreal beauty of the planet. The king was walking around in a state of astonishment. He did not understand how such a creation had been possible. The queen was fascinated by the vegetation around her and felt this was the place she wanted to stay forever. It didn't compare to anything she'd seen before. The air she breathed made her body glow in a completely new and fascinating way. The forests were endless and stretched to the horizon, covering the cloud-shrouded mountains and rock formations. The tall trees turned the sun's rays into a shower of light, with flowers and plants forming a perfect carpet under the huge trees. It was like a paradise of colors and lights.

      They stopped for a few moments to look at each other. They had different shapes than what they were used to, and to their surprise, they could use them as if they had always had them. Then the king decided that that planet was meant for unique creatures.

      “We will create a new species,” Ozbris said with so much enthusiasm in his voice that it saddened the queen.

      “I thought this planet would become our new kingdom,” she said with disappointment.

      “We will create a new inferior species, which we will take care of. They will be like our children.”

      “But why inferior?” asked the queen curiously.

      “Because we don't know anything yet about this planet, which will be called Earth. We will help them evolve and guide them to eternity.”

      “You mean they will be immortal, just like us?”

      “It will be a colossal mistake.” Rosmerta's voice was heard from afar.

      “I agree with her,” Nettix said as she walked over to Ozbris and caressed his cheek.

      “For now, we will do as I have already decided. The species we will create will be called man. They won't have our abilities and powers, but we can give them the elixir of eternity if we succeed in creating a perfect species.”

      “Then why do you still create them? How will they survive without skills?”

      “At first, I will give them intelligence, and when they multiply, we will infiltrate beings from our realm among them to control them and help them evolve.”

      “Another mistake,” Rosmerta said as she approached them. “This means you will have to infiltrate beings from the dark realm as well, which will likely create chaos. Even after thousands of years, Jemisha is still waiting for the right moment to destroy you, my king.”

      “That is precisely why you will take care of the humans.”

      “And what will I do?” Nettix asked sadly as she turned her back to both of them to look at the flowers below her feet that flashed different colors.

      “You will give them your infinite love. Love will be the light that will guide those who will give and receive it. Love will be their supreme power, enhancing goodness while also strengthening humanity's chance not to perish in its own blind selfishness. Love will expose and reveal. For love, they will live and die. This force will give meaning to life. You will protect them as your own children. You will teach them how to love and give love. You will protect them when needed and forgive and guide them when they do wrong.”

      “Okay,” Nettix said with some joy in her voice as she turned invisible.

      “How do you propose to create these beings, my king?” Rosmerta asked.

      “We will create them with magic, and also with magic, we will destroy them if my plan fails. We will try as much as necessary to create some beings worthy of living on this planet. You will mold their bodies from the earth and pour over them the elixir of life. From earth, they will be made, and to earth they will turn when they are destroyed.”

      This is how the first humans were created on Earth. 

      Ozbris was almost enraged when Rosmerta gave life to incredibly large, giant-like beings, but he was pleased, even though they seemed hideous; far from the perfection he had imagined. The giants were multiplying faster than Ozbris had intended. Chaos had taken over the planet and it was necessary to destroy them. Then they created them again and again until they got what they wanted. The giants were turned into rocks and mountains, and smaller beings were created in their place.

      Queen Jemisha had learned of King Ozbris's plan, and because he had kept everything a secret, she decided to take revenge. With each of his creations, the Queen of Darkness infiltrated beings from her realm to provoke humans to kill each other, start bloody wars, and overrun territories where humans lived in harmony and peace. When Ozbris realized that nothing he had created was wrong, he decided to involve Jemisha in his plan. If they could share the same realm living in harmony, maybe the humans would also be able to control their own decisions, so he allowed Jemisha to use as much of the dark magic so as not to compromise in any way what he had accomplished.

      But Jemisha's cunning knew no bounds. She knew Queen Nettix's weakness would give her the chance to destroy humanity. She wanted the planet to belong to her, to create beings in her own likeness with infinite abilities. It just came down to infiltrating people's minds with negative thoughts and moods. They could decide whether to use them or destroy them with the infinite love they received from Nettix.

      Jemisha knew most people were weak and did not have the strength to suppress such feelings. She had known from the beginning that the king's plan would fail simply because he had allowed Queen Nettix to give the people the greatest and most destructive weakness that few knew how to use. Jemisha knew equally that love was the strongest force because it had no limits, so she tried her best to cause people to feel only hatred, selfishness, and greed. In secret, she built a crystal cavern underground where she created fearsome beings that could control the forces of nature. The dark magic made them invisible to the human eye and also to the beings of the Dominion kingdom.

      She placed Satan, one of her most loyal servants, as ruler over that realm, but he somehow managed to escape her spell and turned the crystal cavern into an inferno where he created hideous monsters that he allowed to infiltrate into the human world to cause them to lose control of their own thoughts and actions.

      For thousands of years, King Ozbris had been trying to build a habitable world on a planet like Earth. He eventually gave up and decided to step back, not allowing Jemisha to completely destroy what he had made.

      There was a strict law imposed by him.

      Neither the lamians nor the unniruons were allowed to interfere in people's lives and decisions more than was necessary, otherwise, magical beings would be destroyed forever. Rosmerta's spell on both kingdoms was meant to keep peace in the magical realm, but also for humanity to continue to exist. If a lamian being interfered too much in a human's life, it was cursed to turn into a star that would shine in Earth's infinite sky to watch over humans at night and light the way for those lost in darkness.

      The unniruons were cursed to dwell forever in a consuming and torturous fire within the Earth, where they were meant to hold captive the souls of men tormented and destroyed by arrogance, tyranny, and selfishness. When a lamian intervened in humanity's destiny, an unniruon was destroyed, and vice versa.

      Even though peace and harmony still existed in the magical realm, humans were evolving so much that they were approaching their own destruction without a magical force intervening. Ozbris watched in dismay from the crystal palace as what once could have been called his children were hurtling towards an impending apocalypse. Envy and greed had taken over every human being, and he didn't even care anymore if it was Jemisha's magic or if he had simply made a mistake somewhere when he created them.

      Nettix watched him from the shadows, saddened to tears, which then turned into drops of water that fell in torrents to the Earth, turning into seas and oceans. She wished she could somehow ease the pain of her beloved husband who seemed to be destroying himself more and more. She had visited humanity too many times lately, just to find a solution. She could tell it was looking increasingly impossible, but she didn't want to give up. She left a little of her love to each person, but it was never enough.

      That was how she ended up falling hopelessly in love with the man she saved from death. She felt guilty for betraying the one to whom she had once given all her love, but without really understanding how such a mistake had happened and without seeking answers to the questions that tormented her soul, she let herself be carried away by the feeling she had given for thousands of years to the humans on the highest peaks of happiness.

      Vorlud was a man with a heartbreaking life story, which determined the queen to give him another chance at life. He had made up his mind to end the useless life he had lived for forty years. He had no one left. All his relatives had died of a strange disease, taken in such a short time that they did not even realize they were dying. 

      Vorlud had no wife or children, and the death of his best friend, whom he had always known, robbed him of his will to live. He felt so alone that he could no longer bear to breathe the air, which seemed to suffocate him more and more. Why should he live when the best people around him had died of an unknown and mysterious disease? All the doctors told him that it was a mystery that he had escaped the invisible killer, only he didn't feel lucky, just a sinner whom not even the Universe wanted.

      One day, Vorlud waited for darkness to overtake the land, took a rope, and went into the heart of the forest, with the clear intention of ending his days. He didn't want to be seen. He didn't want to be saved. He climbed onto a thicker branch from the tree he chose, tied one end of the rope to it, and put the other around his neck. He sat for a few moments and pondered about his life. Regrets weighed down his soul, torn by pain. As he was about to jump, he noticed a bright multi-colored light approaching him. He didn't even notice when the light took the form of a woman of breathtaking beauty who sat down next to him.

      He looked at her for several minutes, rubbing his eyes, convinced it was just an illusion. The woman studied him too, amused. She touched his hand, instilling in him an inner peace impossible to describe in words. It was as if his pain had never existed. The woman looked like an angel. Her hair waved around her gorgeous face, and her eyes looked at him as if they could see his soul.

      Vorlud's senses went on high alert.

      The woman exuded peace and kindness, and the forest, as if in respect for her, had stopped shaking. What a sweet and delightful smell invaded Vorlud's nostrils... And when she spoke to him for the first time, he no longer wished to die but felt that he wanted to live on. Even though their meeting was mysterious and inexplicable, he gave up the idea of suicide without thinking about what was happening.

      Queen Nettix knew she couldn't stay in human form too long, so she convinced the man that he deserved to live and promised to visit him whenever she could. She touched her lips to his, giving him a chance to know love in its purest form, then turned into light and disappeared. 

      Vorlud left the forest behind and the suicidal thoughts within it. He strode home and promised himself to dedicate the rest of his life to helping people know boundless love. The queen kept her word and visited him from time to time, sometimes without making her presence felt, just to make sure that the man had given up on ending his life for good.

      Thus began the impossible love story between a magical being and a human. The queen's existence had become impossible without the man she revered more than she ever had with King Ozbris. Vorlud had become the weakness that made her forget the humanity she was supposed to save from destruction. People stopped knowing and experiencing the ultimate feeling, and chaos was unleashed more and more on Earth.

      Jemisha, the queen of Niomanod, has been repeatedly informed of the unexplained deaths of beings in the kingdom. The law was one for both kingdoms, she knew that. She was eager to get revenge on the king of the Dominion kingdom, who was not allowing her subjects/servants to do what they were meant to do with humanity. 

      She followed Queen Nettix several times, and when she discovered her secret, she summoned the most powerful witch in the kingdom and commanded her to predict her future. It seemed that she didn't need to do anything at all to complete her revenge because everything would work itself out with the betrayal of the queen. So she waited for the moment when anarchy would settle in the magic realm, but also on Earth. But she didn't know that one of the beings in her kingdom who possessed magic had somehow intervened in her revenge plan and created something that no one would ever dare to do.

      From the love between Nettix and Vorlud, a small being came to life inside the queen that grew amazingly fast. The queen panicked when she found out. She knew that such a thing should have been impossible, and yet something magical could be in the middle. She asked the advice of Rosmerta, in whom she had full confidence.

      “I didn't expect the destruction of mankind and the realm to be created by you,” Rosmerta said with disappointment in her voice as she turned her back on the queen to enter her humble chamber.

      Nettix followed her and prevented her from closing the door, leaving her outside.

      “Please help me. I feel there is something unusual about this whole story. You know very well that I never wanted to destroy what my beloved husband created.”

      “If it's magic, something you had no control over, I'll help you, but if it all happened out of your own selfishness, then you'll have to deal with it yourself.”

      Rosmerta pointed to the bed where the queen was supposed to lie, which was covered with a magical cloak that glowed in different colors.

      “If those colors remain unchanged, then it means that everything happened naturally, and if they change to a bloody color, then it was dark magic.”

      Nettix looked at the strange bed and approached it fearfully. She regretted that she had lost control over humanity, but especially over her own being. She didn't understand how it was possible to lose her mind and soul because of one man when she had taken care of millions of others before him. Something was wrong, even though she somehow felt that her feelings for Vorlud were real.

      She sat down on the bed with fear.

      She wished the blame wasn't just her own. She couldn't live forever with the pain of her failure. The multitude of colors was slowly but surely beginning to turn into one, which meant dark magic had caused something irreparable.

      “I am sorry, my queen,” Rosmerta said as she looked at her sadly. “Unfortunately, I can't do anything for you because what was created inside you is beyond my powers. That being is created from your eternal love mixed with destructive magic. One of them will defeat the other in the end. It depends on which one will be stronger. We can tell the king we created that being, but I can't guarantee our plan will be a good one. I will try to use my magic to defeat the dark side of that baby, but we will see if it works only when you give birth to that being.”

      Nettix said nothing more.

      She slowly rose from the bed as the tears streaming down her face caused torrential rains on Earth. Terrible floods destroyed everything in their path and swallowed people without giving them a chance to save themselves. She wished humanity had never existed, perhaps that way her existence would have been much simpler. She slowly walked to the king's throne, from which he had not moved for too long, overcome by the pain of his own creation. She tried to show a forced smile on her face, at which point the rain stopped and the sun heralded good times.

      “I have decided it is time to have an heir, my lord,” Nettix said with fear in her voice. “Maybe this way your pain will be relieved to some extent.”

      Ozbris noticed that detail, and though he wanted to look shocked at the news, he pretended to be happy.

      “I think it is time to change the gloomy atmosphere in this kingdom,” Nettix continued. “We have used magic to create a likeness of us that will be meant to bring a ray of hope to your soul.”

      The king rose from his throne and hugged Nettix. His smile widened at the thought of having an heir, but he frowned as soon as he looked the queen in the eye. He knew something was wrong but continued to trust her. He needed hope, something that would restore his old desire to save humanity from destruction.

      Queen Nettix gave up visiting Vorlud so as not to expose him to danger, but not before giving him the elixir of eternity she stole from Rosmerta. She couldn't bear for this beloved human to try to end his days again. She did not reveal to him that they would have a child together so as not to cause him even more pain. She knew that giving him eternity would condemn him to mental torture when he realized she would no longer be part of his life.

      The queen's selfishness was beyond measure, and even though she was aware of this, she wanted Vorlud to have the chance to meet his child when the time was right. She knew that no matter what she did, everything would fall apart and be destroyed.

      The king even threw a party to tell everyone about the wonder in his kingdom. He invited the Dark Queen along with her subjects. He wanted every being in the realm to rejoice with him.

      The party was suddenly interrupted by an eerie silence as Queen Nettix began making terrifying noises. The pains of childbirth, which for magical beings were non-existent, engulfed the queen right in the middle of the party. As much as she tried to stifle her cry of pain, looking everywhere for Rosmerta to help her, she couldn't. The oppressive silence that was occasionally pierced by her screams and the stunned beings watching her was when Rosmerta appeared out of nowhere and grabbed Nettix before she collapsed.

      The king also recovered his senses and urged the guests to continue the party, at which point, he disappeared. When he reached the bedroom, where he had spent eternity with his queen, he noticed that she was in human form and the former glow had disappeared without a trace. He froze. However, he had the strength to close the door behind him so no one would see the horror his eyes were subjected to in those moments of agony mixed with rage beyond normal limits.

      “What does this mean?” shouted the king at Rosmerta, pointing his finger at the one he no longer recognized and at the being that had come out of her.

      “I am sorry, my king. It all happened so fast that I didn't have a chance to fix what the dark magic caused.”

      “Are you saying that all this madness was set up by Jemisha?”

      “This time, I don't think she was involved.”

      “And Nettix is not to blame in this whole story? Why does that child look like a human? Why isn't it glowing?”

      “I am sorry, my king, but you will have to discuss these details with the queen. I'm sure she'll recover soon.”

      “Get rid of this abomination. I disown this being incapable of ever being an heir to the throne. If anyone in my kingdom finds out about this, I will kill you with a torment that will be unbearable, even for you.”

      Rosmerta took the child, which she wrapped in a magical cloak so no one would see it, and retired to her humble room.  She prepared a cradle with magic and placed the baby inside. The rosy skin and soft eyes softened her frozen soul.

      She could not kill such a small and helpless creature.

      Ozbris could no longer wait for the queen to recover.

      He took her in his arms and carried her to the most desolate place on the face of the Earth, where he abandoned her forever. He cursed her to never find her way to the realm of Immutall again. To remain forever captive among men. May she never have the chance to be the goddess of love again, only pain to take over her heart and soul. When he returned to the kingdom he no longer wanted to rule, he was stunned to see the lifeless beings.

      Such a thing was not possible.

      No one and nothing could have had enough power or magic to kill beings meant to live forever. The king was hurrying to reach Rosmerta when he felt a strange pain in his chest. A small, monstrous being thrust its strange hands into his chest and pulled out his multi-colored heart, on which it gnawed with lust. Then she absorbed the energy coming out of his mouth as he took his last breath.

      The creature began to run happily among the corpses. The strange and scary sounds she made helped Rosmerta find her in time before the beings with the power of dark magic reached her to kidnap her. She used her remaining energy and turned the monster, which moments ago had been just a tender baby, into a pigeon, and then they left the magical realm forever.  Rosmerta threw a magic ball behind her that exploded in the air.

      She had long since prepared the magic in that crystal that was meant to hide the existence of the realm. Anyone who left the realm would never be able to find their way back, and anyone who remained in the realm would be charmed to protect it at the cost of their lives. In the end, evil defeated good. Harmony and peace had always been superficial and about to be destroyed at any moment.

      The magical realm remained an enigma that will probably never be solved.
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      Tayla had retreated to an island country in Southern Europe, an archipelago in the middle of the Mediterranean Sea. She still didn't understand how it was possible that out of all the lands on Earth, she had ended up in that meaningless place. The strange shapes of the rocks and the terrifying grottoes gave her chills. She was still fascinated by the ancient history of the island, as if they were similar; as if they were sharing the same story.

      She had traveled all over the world and had yet to find a place where she could best hide or survive without being discovered. She knew she would be found anyway by the witches who wanted to destroy her, but at least she had plenty of time to think of a solution. She had made the fatal mistake of killing one of the twelve witches who had come to Earth to kill her before the chaos was unleashed. At first, she didn't know who she was, but she didn't regret taking her life afterwards because that was how she gained a supernatural power. At least now she had one more asset to defend herself with when she was in danger.

      Although the result pleased her, she didn't fully understand how it was possible for the witches' powers to transfer into her body. But to become invincible, she also needed the powers of the other eleven witches. In fact, she needed an army, but how to get it? She still didn't know why the witches were after her, why they wanted so badly to destroy her forever, and most of all, why they had waited hundreds of years to destroy her. The one who took care of her never wanted to reveal too many details of her past or the witches' motive for killing her. That was exactly why Tayla decided to go as far away from her as possible to find out the answers to her questions that hurt her soul, which was already destroyed by a burden she did not understand.

      She couldn’t remember much from her childhood, and that confused her more and more. She didn't even remember when she had arrived on Earth, but she had vivid memories of the moments when she had only lived in pigeon form. For fourteen years, she had been forced to carry her curse on tender wings. The one who had saved her from death and become like a mother to her had tried to make her life as easy as possible, but no one and nothing could please Tayla.

      She knew she was cursed and couldn't take human form until she was fourteen, and for that, she had to kill a human being. It didn't bother her; her instinct told her it wouldn't be the first time. Whenever she asked the one being who reminded her that she came from a mysterious and magical realm about her childhood and the reason for her curse, she was met with a wall of silence. She didn't understand why she didn't have the right to know her own story, no matter how painful or tragic it might be.

      Her only comfort during these fourteen years of torment was that someone still understood her and could communicate with her. If her adoptive mother hadn't been a witch, she would have taken it all much harder, especially during the transformation days.

      On the day the prophecy was to be fulfilled, Tayla killed a child, and the curse was broken. She knew absolutely nothing about that prophecy, but she didn't care about it either. She wanted with all her heart to become human. Something inside her was screaming desperately for a human body. She stalked her victim for two years. Envy ground her soul so much that it turned her into a monster. She didn't understand why that little girl had parents and she didn't, and why she could be human while Tayla was cursed to take on pigeon form.

      She spent days in the tree in the garden of the house where the little girl lived surrounded by incredibly loving adults. Tayla didn't know what love was, or the feeling of "home." Some evenings, she would sit on the windowsill and watch the little girl sleep peacefully. Sometimes, she even felt like she was smiling in her sleep. She wished many times that she could trade with her, cast the curse on her, so that she too would learn the meaning of human life. Maybe that way it would have been much easier for her to accept her new form.

      The transformation was slow and painful after she stuck her beak into the little girl's chest to sip the human blood and the multi-colored energy that came out of her body through her mouth. She had lured her as close to her abode as possible so that Rosmerta, her foster mother, would remove her heart from her chest and give it to Tayla when the transformation was complete. Rosmerta was horrified to see that Tayla's first victim was a child who was probably half her age. She almost regretted giving her the chance to become human. She could have turned her into any animal, but she wanted to give her as normal a life as possible in a completely new world, far from the hell she had once caused. It terrified her to think that Tayla had to kill a human being every seven days, or else she risked being a pigeon forever. With each man killed, she gained five years of life, which would have given her the chance to live forever.

      Tayla once had a strange dream where she got the answers to all her questions but completely forgot about it when she opened her eyes. The spells placed on her over time likely prevented her from having access to certain information that appeared even in her dreams. She only remembered the name of the island she had just arrived at, without understanding why she had to be in such a lifeless place. At least on first investigation, she had plenty of places to hide.

      There were many grottoes and even prehistoric tombs where she could have taken refuge, although due to their magical powers, the witches had the ability to find her wherever she went. However, she didn't understand why they hadn't attacked her since they first discovered her hiding place.

      Something strange was happening.

      Why just now?

      Tayla hadn't taken human form in a few days.

      She had flown incessantly, to reach the island as quickly as possible.

      She was oppressed by a premonition and the thought that she might perish forever from this world did not give her peace. She needed energy and couldn't risk being caught off guard. She had to be strong, even if all she wanted was to have someone by her side, to stop feeling so alone. But she couldn't let her soul rule her instincts.

      She was condemned to a solitary life, deprived of the chance to know love or any similar feeling. She had wandered the world alone for over five hundred years, and while she hadn't gotten used to that feeling yet, she had at least gotten stronger.

      She decided, therefore, that the time had come to become human again, even if for that she had to kill. She was too weak to survive in human form for too long, and there was a risk that she wouldn't be able to return to pigeon form as easily, if at all. She had found an old grotto, far from any city, where many pigeons gathered during the day to cool off in the shade when the sun was hot or to take shelter when it rained incessantly. She felt somewhat at home there, surrounded by so many pigeons, although she had never known a place she could call home.

      She didn't know what the realm she had been banished from looked like a few years after she came into the world. She didn't even know her parents, because they were killed shortly after she took her first steps.

      At least that was what the one who took care of her had told her until she decided to take her life into her own hands. Tayla had no one to call mom or dad, and that was probably her biggest regret, but also why she wanted revenge so badly. She felt an indescribable pain whenever she thought that she had once had a family, and she held it as close to her heart as possible to remind her day by day of her purpose in this world. She didn't know who she was going to get her revenge on yet, but she had a feeling she would find out soon. At the same time, she sensed Rosmerta was hiding the truth from her, or at least part of it. That was why she wanted to continue her life alone.
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