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Chapter 1: The Beginning
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“Vi, let’s go! We’re going to be late for school,” Diane chided. She tossed her blonde hair over her shoulder and looked at me.

“So?”

“It’s Halloween!” she exclaimed in delight as if it was a fact everyone should know about. Diane, my fifteen-year-old sister, did a little dance around the room. Her bright blue eyes sparkled with glee and a bright smile illuminated her face. 

I rolled my eyes, I couldn’t believe she was making such a fuss over such a trivial matter. Oh goodie, how could I ever forget the worst celebration on the planet? I was seventeen years old and being a high school student was anything but fun. The final exams were fast approaching, and I was studying very hard since I wanted to pass into a great college and finally leave this town. On top of the stress, I had to deal with this ridiculous celebration. 

Halloween seemed so fake and unfortunately, I lived in a town where they celebrated with elaborate decorations and parties. Witches on broomsticks, skeletons, and vampires! They were not real, just fairy tales and scary stories. I used to believe in them when I was a child, but now that I was all grown up, I believed in the ugly reality and I was more than certain that this stuff didn’t exist. In fact, I was fairly certain it was an obvious trick for merchants to obtain more money since people shopped like crazy. The real history of the holiday was much darker than what it had become now as it was banishing the evil spirits and welcoming the dead among the living again.

Diane, on the other hand, was in her own little world all the time and kept her dreams alive. Halloween was her favorite holiday, and that meant she would be over the moon and going all out tonight. 

Ugh. I was so over that stuff. Fortunately, we purchased all the things she thought we needed a couple of weeks ago and that meant I could have some alone time to study before she dragged me to the party downtown. The city council felt obliged to throw the party every single year as it attracted tourists so my torture was constant. Of course, each year they looked for more extravagant activities and decorations but to my eyes, they all seemed silly and a waste of my time. What struck me as odd was that all the people loved the celebration and had to participate without exception. I couldn’t be the only person to hate it. That just wasn’t natural!

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s go.” Bored, I cast a quick glance at the mirror and found the familiar girl with the olive eyes, staring back at me. I ran my fingers through my onyx hair to straighten it out and grabbed my school bag.

I went outside while waiting for my sister and watched people going about their business. We lived in a charming little town with picturesque buildings and blue paved streets. I loved our town because it held artistic festivals all year round and famous artists often came to attend, but even with all these miracles around me, I wanted to leave and discover the world. The rays of the sun were starting peek out, and I smiled. Suddenly, a white spot filled my vision, and I blinked.

Concentrating, I watched as a bunny hopped out on a bench and I wondered where it had come from. Not many animals came wandering into town, they much preferred the secluded woods nearby. Suddenly, the bunny stopped its funny dance and looked me right in the eyes. Its beady blue eyes returned my gaze and then, it raised its foot and waved. I froze in place. I blinked, but the bunny was still there, watching me and for a moment, I thought it gazed at me disapprovingly. The strange thing was that the white-furred thing looked at me like it could really see me. It felt like it had a conscience and could see into the deepest recesses of my soul.

“You must be the only person in Emberfall who isn’t thrilled with Halloween,” my sister said, breaking the spell and I jumped. I looked at her and shrugged and when I turned back to the bunny, it had vanished. 

Our parents were already at work, and since the school was near our house, we walked back and forth every day, but that was fine by me as I loved to walk and see the town in the early light, before the general hustle and bustle started. 

“I must have been born in the wrong town,” I said, still mystified by the strange event that had occurred only moments ago. Could I have imagined it? White bunnies couldn’t just stare at you, but still, I couldn’t make up fantasy stories on my own. I didn’t believe in them. 

What our town lacked in size it made up for with its enthusiasm for Halloween. Every house would be decorated during the holiday, and everyone would be on the streets celebrating. Even the adults. 

“And with the wrong last name.” Diane giggled and my shoulders tensed as I thought of what was to come during the school day.

“Don’t remind me.” Everyone always made fun of my last name this time of the year and snickering every time it was pronounced.

“Hello Webb,” our friend, Ellen greeted me, as if to illustrate my point.

“Not again,” I grumbled. She was nice, but she could not even resist the urge to make the stereotypical joke.

She shrugged. “It’s Halloween!”

“So, I’ve heard.”

Ellen was a slender girl with blonde hair and blue eyes. She had moved to our town a year ago, but she was so social that she fit right in and no one had ever tried to mock her. Diane and Ellen hit it off immediately, and from that moment, you didn’t ever see Diane without Ellen. The two were inseparable. We didn’t have much in common, but I hung out with her for the company. She was easy to like and always made sure everyone was happy.

As we headed to our classes, the teasing continued. It was a miracle no one ended up punched in the face.

“It’s Halloween, leave them be,” Diane said, and I growled.

Sitting at my desk for the first class, I gazed out the window, trying to forget the taunts of the children. While staring at the bushes of our school grounds, I saw a white dot jumping out of them. Squinting, I realized it was a white bunny that stood on its front legs and looked directly at me. Another one? I wondered, but when it waved its paw there was no room for doubt. Unless there was more than one. I stared with my mouth gaping.

“Good morning, class,” the teacher’s loud voice boomed, startling me out of my reverie. “Everyone, settle down. Today, we...” 

Shaking my head, I tried to shove the bunny’s strange behavior away and focus on the lesson. It couldn’t be the same bunny, could it? Bunnies didn’t wave unless it was something new they were testing for the celebration. I’ve seen animatronic toys in the mall during Christmas so they could have adapted them to Halloween as well. Relieved, I smiled reassured and listened as the teacher explained the complicated formulas. For a moment I really thought... No, that was completely ridiculous.

Thankfully, the day went by so fast; I thought someone must have pushed the fast-forward button. After school, Diane chatted excitedly about our costumes and the accessories we would wear. Being the younger of the two of us, she was able to enjoy her normal life without worrying about exams. I envied her for that, but at least I would be free once the exams ended. Free to leave and my only plan was to move to a city where they didn’t care about Halloween!

“...I also love the gloves you bought—”

“That you made me buy,” I corrected her, clenching my jaw.

“They match your amulet perfectly,” Diane said, ignoring my interruption. 

“It’s not an amulet! It’s a necklace,” I said, emphasizing my words. 

I never took off the silver necklace with the purple, polygon stone my grandmother gave me. She had passed away when I was ten and wearing it made me feel close to her. Whenever I felt lonely, I rubbed the stone and somehow, I felt my grandma’s hand, touching my shoulder, giving me strength.

My grandmother had passed away but I still felt her presence in this house. Some rainy days, I thought I could still see her in her favorite armchair near the fire, knitting with her electric blue yarn. I could recall her extravagant stories about alternative universes with creatures found in books. Admittedly, her stories were so much better than books.

“It’s an amulet!” Diane said decisively. 

I decided not to comment on the subject as I was in no mood for an argument. “All right, whatever.”

“We have to hurry and get ready for the All Hallows Eve Festival,” Diane said, quickening her pace, and I rolled my eyes.

Right, the festival was tonight. Emberfall had probably one of the largest celebrations in the world, and people from countries we never even knew existed flooded the town and came to attend. I didn’t understand why there was such a fuss about it. It was just a fake celebration with food. Christmas was more meaningful while Halloween worshipped things that didn’t actually exist.

When we turned onto our street, our house came into view. Our Cape Cod style home made of bricks stood tall and proud among the others, greeting us. A small fence surrounded our garden where we used to play hopscotch, and when it rained, we made our famous mud pies. At the far end, the treehouse we used to play in on rainy days was still standing, but since we grew up, it stood alone and abandoned.

Big windows I used to stare out of, trying to catch sight of the small rainbows and a blue gabled roof where our kite got stuck that one year, were the things I thought made our house unique. Our household had three bedrooms even if the outside looked bigger. Diane and I still shared a room which bothered me sometimes, especially when we had a fight. Our parents had the honey-baked room as Diane called it, and the chocolate brown was for guests. The kitchen with the orange walls was Mom’s territory where she “cooked up her magic” as Dad called it. Two bathrooms made things go faster in the mornings, and our blue living room was always there to welcome our guests. It was great we had a house with a garage, because in our neighborhood it was very difficult to find a place to park and Dad used it as a storage room, too. Every room had a fireplace, and I was thankful for that because it made the cold bearable in the winter. The house dated some generations back, but I liked its streamlined, yet elegant style.

We pushed the blue door and found our parents preparing the house for Halloween. Dad was setting up the lanterns, and I noticed a paper trail on the floor. I imagined he had tried to make paper decorations and failed again. Every year, Dad tried to craft a giant Halloween decoration, but always failed due to his wild imagination that didn’t comply in logical terms.

“Hello, girls,” Mom called from the kitchen.

“Hi Mom,” I greeted back and entered the kitchen that was permeated with smells. Mom was in her apron and like a witch, she was cooking three different dishes at once and I was in awe of how she could manage a feat such as this. This was pure magic, not the silly costumes people wore and ran around like crazy. 

I cast a glance at the decorated living room, and my shoulders hunched. Every corner had a Halloween lantern, decoration, or something that reminded me of this unbearable celebration. Even the chandelier! Another year with these same silly decorations. Will this madness ever stop?

My mother, seeing my expression, gave me a hug. “Oh, come on. It’s just one night, sweetheart. It will be fun and who knows? You might meet somebody.” She winked and continued stirring the food.

I sighed and went to my room to get ready. While I was downstairs, Diane had transformed our room into a Halloween ball. Paper exploded from every side of the room while purple lanterns hung from the ceiling. The only thing missing was a vampire or a fairy. Disgusted, I averted my gaze and quickly put on black jeans and a shirt that said Boo!

“Don’t forget to put on the gloves,” Diane said, materializing from a corner. With her goth ballerina costume, she looked like a part of the decorations as well. 

My face morphed into a deep scowl, but I put the gloves on only so she could just forget about it. With the first chance, I planned to remove them. The gloves didn’t match the outfit no matter what she said. 

“See? They match your amulet.” 

Again with the amulet! “Let’s just go,” I said, eager to get this over with.

We headed downstairs where our parents were already waiting. “Come on, girls!” Mom, dressed as a witch, called out and I wondered how she managed to get her costume on so fast.

Diane ran down, and I followed, dragging my feet. Last year, I reminded myself. Last year and then it will be over.

Mom had on a long black dress paired with a black velvet pointy hat. In her hand, she held a broom, and I was certain, this was the same broom we had in our yard last year. Her makeup was a purple glittery mix, and I thought if anyone saw her in the dark, he would run scared. 

Dad, like me, was not totally enthused about Halloween, but he simply did it to please Mom. A green cape was draped over his shoulders combined with a green shirt and jeans. I imagined he was trying to look like a superhero. 

Music seeped in through the door, and children squealed in joy. I sighed and opened the door, as I prepared for one of the most boring nights of my life. We arrived at the town square where the fun had just begun; children were trick or treating, some adults were dancing or having a drink. Nonetheless, everyone was dressed up and enjoying the celebration.

Paper lanterns shaped as witches, pumpkins, and bats, hung from trees. Banners with the town’s insignia—a shield with a crossed sunflower and a paintbrush—adorned with rubber bats, and fake cobwebs were draped between two lampposts. Jack-o’-lanterns, each uniquely carved, were neatly arranged throughout the square, making the square seem as bright as day.

While everyone was having fun, I took a plate with finger food and sat on a bench, avoiding the plastic spiders that were dangling from it. If there was anything I hated, it was spiders. I looked down at my plate containing witches’ fingers, creepy eyeballs, and sausage mummies. I inhaled and chewed down my food, pretending it was spaghetti while watching people dance and shouting in delight. 

“Are you having fun?” Diane asked when she saw me going for a drink. She hadn’t stopped dancing since we arrived.

“It’s been a ridiculously long hour since we left the house, so no,” I replied dourly. I pointed at the crowd. “Look at them! Those costumes don’t even look real!”

Diane shook her head and gave me a disbelieving look. “They’re not supposed to look real.”

“Then, what’s the point?” 

“Violet—”

“Forget it. I’m going for a walk.” Upset, I waved her off and left at a quick pace. I didn’t understand the excitement over Halloween or why everyone was so inclined to celebrate this make-believe holiday. I threw my gloves away as it was another reminder of this silliness.

A rustling in the bushes pulled me from my thoughts. I stood alert, but only a bunny appeared. The bunny stared at me and then waved, making me stop dead in my tracks. I took a closer look at it, but no mechanical voice came out of it, nor lights from its eyes. It was a real bunny, waving at me. “I’m losing my mind,” I murmured. The bunny beckoned me one last time and then took off.

Curious, I followed it. Maybe it was just a prank, and I was losing my mind over nothing. “Alice in Halloween,” I said under my breath and cautiously, I strode behind it. 

The bunny continued on its way and didn’t appear afraid of me in the slightest. It came to a stop and looked at the gap where our town ended like it calculated the distance. There used to be a bridge that led to the next town, but it had been destroyed and never replaced. The mayor had deemed it better to do a reroute from the city center to bring more tourists in. Now that the human presence was gone, nature had thrived and turned this part of the land into a small canyon. The view was breathtaking and without the silly decorations, it looked peaceful. Casting a look back at the bunny, I managed to catch it just in time to jump and disappear into the void. 

“Bunny!” I yelled in shock. I approached the edge of the gap while I was wondering, was it stupid? Didn’t it see the gap? While I tried to understand what on earth had happened, the ground started vibrating. 

Earthquake? 

Out of nowhere, a door appeared in front of me. It was just a regular stained oak door, standing in what had previously been a completely empty space. I looked around, but no one was there. Curiosity won me over, so I pushed the door, but it wouldn’t open. It needed a key. 

“Where do I find the key? And why do I even care?” I said aloud. This was utterly ridiculous, but it was odd that I wanted to open the door. It felt like it was of the utmost importance that I opened that door, like my life depended on it. Peering, I looked at the door, trying to discover what secrets were held behind its rough surface, and leaned in.

The keyhole formed a strange shape, meaning normal keys wouldn’t fit and yet it seemed familiar. That shape reminded me of my necklace so I pulled it from my neck. That’s when I noticed it glowed intently and the closer I brought it to the door, the more intense it got. 

It couldn’t be, I thought. 

I shrugged and placed the necklace in the keyhole. It fit together just like a puzzle, clicking into place and the door creaked as it opened. What do you know? Diane was right.It is an amulet, I mused and imagined the satisfaction on her face when I told her about it. I peered inside, but I could see nothing, only emptiness. I couldn’t understand why there would be a door standing on air, nor that it would reveal emptiness. A strong wind blew, pushing me forward, and I fell into the hole. I screamed as I fell, but after seeing I was falling for quite some time, I gathered the courage to look down. I calculated the distance to be like a 10-story drop which terrified me even more because my chances of making out of this alive had just become very slim.
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Chapter 2: The Gathering
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I was never much of a fantasy reader, but now I wish I had been; then I would have known what to do in this situation. It was dark in the hole, but I spotted a light shining down and it was becoming closer. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be the last thing I saw. I hit the ground and even though I bumped my head pretty hard; I didn’t pass out. Waiting a few moments, I inhaled and slowly got up, moving my limbs, but there was nothing broken. Only some bruises. 

I released a stream of thin laughter, relieved to be alive and examined my surroundings. A city unfolded with no noise and yet I felt there was something in the silence. As I closed in, I began seeing things that made my skin crawl. Every single building was black, but the most alarming thing of all was the lack of people. As I was passing a small square, I witnessed as something flew by me so fast; I didn’t have time to acknowledge it. When the wind dissipated, a man with dark skin stood, staring at me with a hungry expression.

“Well, well, well...what do we have here? A human?” He sniffed the atmosphere, and grinned. “The veil is thin.” His smile was cold and shivers made their way to my back as I noticed as teeth began to grow and elongate until his pointy teeth reached his bottom lip.

Shocked, I backed away. “Who are you? Where am I?” I said, and he smiled wickedly. I stared at his misty eyes, emitting a crazy glow that made my brain spin. 

“A lost child, perfect” he said and his tongue twirled between his teeth, filling with red liquid.

My blood drained. A vampire, a real vampire. My mind whirled with the possibilities. Myth, vampires are a myth. I hit my head and I’m dreaming. I pinched myself, but I didn’t wake up.

At that moment, I cursed myself for not listening to Diane when she narrated aloud how to kill supernatural creatures. Sensing my fear, the vampire laughed with glee as his nails grew in size and put one foot in front of the other slowly like he was enjoying watching me quiver in fear. “That’s the end of the line, little one.”

I prayed and put my hands in front of me, closing my eyes and letting out a scream but the blow never came. Instead, the sound of something crashing filled my ears and reluctantly, I peeked through my closed eyes. What I saw made my eyes pop open. The vampire was face down and on top of him, was a snow-white bunny. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” I shook my head, but the image didn’t dissipate. 

The bunny patted its foot on the vampire and crossed its tiny arms. It looked at me with a worried expression and waved at me as if to tell me to run. Without a second thought, I ran and entered the forest that rose above me.

“This isn’t real, it’s just a dream,” I muttered when I stopped, too weak to consider anything else. “I must have fallen asleep during the celebration.” I swallowed, hoping for once in my life, I was among the boring festivities I loathed. Trembling, I looked at the dark shadows that formed into the forest and hugged myself. This place was probably the worst place to hide—if there was a vampire, there were bound to be others—but I didn’t know what to do. I was in an unknown place with no way out.

A flutter of wings behind me made me turn and with wide eyes, I saw a blur and thought the vampire had returned. 

“Hello, my name is Kristy, and I’m a fairy.” My eyes grew even wider. First, a bunny, then a vampire showed up, and now a fairy. “I didn’t mean to startle you.” 

As I inspected the creature, I noticed that it was indeed a fairy with a set of purple wings retracting behind her back, red hair and violet eyes. A pair of pointy ears peeked through the fiery cascade and I stared at her, trying to wrap my mind around the fact she was a creature of legend. She was not tiny like the stories said, but the size of an adult human.

“I can see that,” I croaked. My mind was frantically trying to find a rational explanation among the string of strange events, but there was none. I had hoped it was all a prank and I wouldn’t be mad if it was but it didn’t seem like it.

“You’re Violet.” She pointed at my necklace. “You have the stone that opens the door.”

“How do you know my name?” I asked defensively, my eyebrows rising up to my hairline. “Who are you and what do you want from me?” I demanded. My voice was rising with each word and even if the girl was seemingly harmless, I thought I’d get some answers at least. I’m talking to a fairy, I must be nuts.

Out of the bushes, the white bunny appeared, and I backed off. Taking a look at it, I realized it was the same bunny I have been seeing all day and the one that saved me. The bunny gestured at the fairy and she nodded. “We will be there shortly,” she said, and the bunny took off. Without an explanation about the exchange, she turned to me, her expression growing serious. “Your grandmother mentioned you would be coming. We have been expecting you,” she said and hovered, gesturing for me to follow. “We need you, the world needs you. Please, come with me.”

“Wait! What do you mean? How do you know my grandmother? Where are we going?” I asked while trying to catch up with her. I didn’t have a full grasp of the situation yet, I was petrified, and she was rushing me to who knows where? And how did she know my grandmother? My grandmother was human, and she had never mentioned coming to a strange place like this. The fairy flew toward a block of buildings and I followed her. She seemed to live here and was somewhat friendly with me so my best chance was to keep up with her and hopefully, she wouldn’t cast any magic on me.

The fairy came to a stop, and I looked up to see where she had brought me. A silver building loomed above us, something I found odd since every other building I had seen was black. As I was inspecting the building, I noticed for the first time that the moon was blood red. Just staring at it, sent shivers up my back. How peculiar. “What is this place?” I gestured to the surrounding land. I was fed up with her not giving me any answers and I wasn’t going to be dragged anywhere without getting them.

The fairy was about to push the door open but stopped midway. Then, she turned and said, “It’s called the Blessed Realm where beings like us roam.”

“Are vampires blessed?” I tried to joke even though the memory of the attack was still fresh in my mind. I didn’t have to ask what she meant when she referred to “beings.” 

A slight smile lit up her face only to disappear moments later. “No, but they didn’t choose the name. You’ll get the hang of everything in a while. This is why you were called.”

“I guess it’s time to find out why I’m here.” I inhaled deeply and pushed the door open. My jaw almost dropped at the sight that unfolded before me. The interior was not a shack like I had imagined, but rather a beautiful mansion. “Wow!” I followed Kristy to the massive living room. 

When I stopped admiring the beautiful house, I cast a look ahead, and it took a lot of self-restraint to not gape at the ensemble. At a dark lacquered table sat different kinds of creatures, a vampire, a ghostly-pale girl, and a beautiful woman. I cast a cautious look at the vampire as Kristy went to take her seat.

“My dear Violet, you have come,” the beautiful woman said in a clear voice. “Take a seat, we have much to discuss.”

I sat in a blue velvet chair and gazed around at the majestic living room. Furniture made of oak was placed around the living room in a symmetrical and elegant way while chandeliers softly illuminated every corner. Red, soft rugs decorated the floor and made it more prominent. I was certain Mom would have loved the atmosphere of the place. 

I nervously looked at the vampire but he seemed more preoccupied with his nails than focusing on the conversation. 

“Don’t worry, this one doesn’t bite,” a male voice said, and I turned.

A young man cast a curious glance at me, playing with a tiny orange knife. “You are really difficult to get to take a sign, you know that?”

Frowning, I was about to answer when I noticed he wrinkled his nose. “The bunny!” It all added up—the blue eyes, the same way he tapped the table as the bunny did but what was he called? As soon as I uttered these words, his relaxed expression turned grim. 

“A bunny? Hmph! I am a rabbit, Mademoiselle and if you ever—”

“But it’s the same thing,” I objected, and he stared at me, sharpening the knife faster on the edge of the table. Instantly, my expression became guarded. I didn’t want more trouble and even though a bunny seemed harmless, who knew what he could do?

“Jac, leave her. She knows nothing about our world, don’t get so worked up,” Kristy said disapprovingly.

“First, it’s Jacques,” he said, turning to Kristy—“and second of all, I’m a rabbit!” and without a warning, he morphed into the white rabbit I’ve been seeing all day. Before I could get a good look at it—or was it him?—Jacques shifted back into a human in the blink of an eye. “It’s a rabbit and next time you call me a bunny, I’ll pin you to the wall.” He stared at me, baring his teeth and I solemnly nodded. “You are rather ungrateful to someone who saved your life from a bloodsucking vampire only moments ago” he muttered and I blushed.

“He isn’t always like that, I promise,” Kristy said, touching my arm. “It’s that he is a little sensitive on the matter, but he’s the friendlier of the shapeshifters.” After a pause, she added, “They are the species that resemble humans the most but the difference is they can turn into animals.” Thoughtful, she shrugged. “It’s hard to describe them but you’ll get to know them soon enough.”

I had always thought bunnies or rabbits were cute, but I guess this wasn’t the case with shapeshifters. I looked around, trying not to stare at the other eerie creatures and finally, my gaze fell on the mystery woman. Her dark hair fell in waves while her orange eyes, looked at me with interest. There was something about her, and it wasn’t her striking beauty, that made you pay attention to her. I stared at the woman, trying to figure out what kind of creature she was. Maybe that would explain her unworldly beauty. No one could be that beautiful or have such a meticulous appearance. She certainly wasn’t a vampire or a fairy, but what could she be?

“A witch,” she said, nodding at me.

“How—?”

“I don’t read minds, but your puzzled expression told me everything I needed to know to make the assumption.” 

“No magic wands?” I asked, trying to joke in spite of the situation. 

“Myth,” she replied. Of course, it was. “You must have a thousand questions, but I’m afraid we have little time; I’ll just stick to the basics. As I’m sure you have realized, this is a town where all the creatures you thought were just fairy tales, are real. A while ago, there was a disturbing event in our world, and an evil power appeared. Ever since then, creatures have started disappearing, and the human world has begun to turn darker. The blood moon is a warning: war is coming.”

“So it’s not just for Halloween?” I asked, unable to contain myself, praying with all my might that this was the case.

She laughed. The sound reminded me of a bell. “Halloween? No, this has nothing to do with that silly mortal celebration. The blood moon just happened to be on the same night.”

So, I was not the only one who thought the celebration silly. Even the real creatures thought the same. At the mention of Halloween, the creatures’ expressions turned to one of mockery and whispers spread like wildfire. Studying them, I tried to convince myself they were real. Pinching my arm didn’t shake me awake from this dream, but it resulted in a mild pain instead. Conclusion: They must be real. I imagined Diane would love this. I, on the other hand, was not. My brain was trying to fathom what I had denied for the largest part of my life—supernatural beings were real and not just stories your parents told you about at bedtime. Being armed only with logic, it was impossible to find a balance.

I watched the creatures one by one. The witch was lighting candles with magic, the vampire was sipping a viscous red liquid from a glass—which I was certain was blood—Kristy was listening while flapping her wings, Jacques was back to playing with his orange knives while the other shapeshifters, focused their gazes on me. There were some other creatures too, but I couldn’t tell what they were.

“That’s why we need the Believer,” the witch said in a loud voice, looking directly at me and startled, I blinked, focusing on the conversation.

“Don’t look at me. I’m not a Believer or at least I wasn’t,” I said, holding my hands up. “I didn’t even know supernatural creatures existed a few minutes back! You have fangs, magical powers, wings, and I don’t know what else. I’m just a human.”

“Who happened to use her amulet and opened the door to a magic land,” she said like she had not heard a word I said.

“The amulet did it, not me.”

“You did it,” the witch insisted. “The amulet was only the means, but the key was you. You opened the door to our world because you wanted to come here, something in our realm called to you. 

“The—” I started, but then stopped. “Jacques led me to this land.” The last thing I needed was another rabbit fight.

“The legend says the Believer will save both the human and supernatural world from this evil and peace will reign once again,” the witch finished, not bothered by my sudden interruption.

Jacques stopped playing with his knife for a moment and frowning, he studied me. 

The witch seemed to have a lot of faith in me even if I didn’t, but I didn’t want to give her false hope. “There must be some mistake. I can’t be the person you’re looking for,” I said, trying not to lose it. This was a lot to take in. My whole life, I had been a regular person and now I found myself in an unknown, and dangerous world. I had almost been bitten by a vampire and on top of that, these creatures expected things that I couldn’t do. “I’m just a normal person and have no powers.”

She opened her arms. “It’s your calling, Violet. You’re meant for this even if you don’t believe in the supernatural. Believe in yourself.”

“Are we sure we need her? She does seem set in her ways,” Jacques said and the witch’s eyes fell on him. “I’m just saying, she doesn’t look like she’s the great hero we are all expecting.” He shrugged his shoulders and continued turning the knife in his hands.

“It is her,” the witch said without a shred of doubt. “You can do this,” she said, looking directly at me and I wondered why she had such faith in me.

Before I could respond, the earth vibrated, and everyone looked around concernedly. The lights flickered, and the furniture shook as if a great invisible hand moved them. I turned to the creatures, but everyone had frozen in place. 

“It’s coming!” the vampire hissed, spilling his drink. 

Darkness poured from the windows of the building and everyone was on their feet. Chaos reigned while everyone tried to either fight back or run.

“Run!” Kristy pulled me by the hand, and we ran towards the exit, but we couldn’t leave, the darkness had already surrounded us. I heard screams and taking a glimpse I saw that whoever touched the darkness, had disappeared without a trace.
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Chapter 3: The Enchanted Forest
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I panicked. “What are we going to do?”

“If we can’t go down to the exit, we’ll have to go up!” She placed her arms around me and we flew up so fast, I almost saw double. We escaped through the chimney and Kristy continued flying, but reduced her speed.

“Where are we going?” I said, taking in the scenery. From above, things looked worse than when I was in the ground . The darkness had surrounded the Blessed Realm; however, you could see some patches of greenery here and there, fighting back. All was not lost yet.

“To the woods, we’ll be safe there. At least for a while.”

“What else is true about fairies?” I tried to make light conversation so I could forget about why I was here or the messy situation. It seemed that everything was part of their plan to bring me here so I could help fight this evil but I couldn’t do anything.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let you fall,” she said, and I realized I had been holding her very tightly. I loosened my grip as she continued, “fairies are born from a human and a fairy, our wings aren’t always visible, and our eyes are usually the color of our wings.”

“And these drawings on your arms?” Along the length of her arms, silver drawings adorned her skin with silver dust dotting the rest.

“These symbols appear on our skin from the moment we are born. They symbolize that we are fairie and depending on which type of magick we command, the symbols have different forms and colors. Silver is for air.” She paused. “When there are no symbols, it means the baby is human. In that case, we find them a good home in the human world. It’s safer for them and the natural way of doing things.”

This fact left me awed, and I wanted to ask more questions, but seeing her sad face, I decided against it. I tried to remember what I knew about fairies. “How about singing or driving people mad?”

She laughed wholeheartedly and I couldn’t understand the reason. “Just because someone wrote a book about it or made a movie doesn’t mean it’s true. That’s why they call it fantasy, right?” I blushed, embarrassed, but she continued to smile. I guess from her point of view, it was hilarious. “Fairies are good. We’re born in the Enchanted Forest and when we’re old enough, we relocate and blend into the human world. We spread love and kindness among humans.” She landed softly into the grass and helped me regain my balance.

“That was fast. I would prefer you to an airplane the next time I travel.”

She laughed but then her expression turned grim.

Trying to understand what caused her distress, I looked ahead to the forest. Hearing her story, I was expecting to see enormous trees, shimmering with magic, but instead, a scene from one of those horror movies awaited me. The leaves had fallen down withered, and the trees were black. It felt like the whole forest was in pain. “Why is everything turning black?”

Kristy’s shoulders slumped. “Even enchanted forests are affected by this dark power.” She paused. “You can do it, you know. You can save us.”

Frustrated, I paced. “But I don’t know what to do! I’m just a human girl.”

“You passed through a magic door, to a magic land, and had a meeting with a witch, a fairy, a vampire, shapeshifters, a banshee, and ghosts.”

“There were ghosts? And a banshee?” I wouldn’t have known.

“You could see them because it’s a supernatural land, but in the human world, you wouldn’t. The banshee was the pale girl. She’s a really nice creature, and she doesn’t scream like most tales say, but that’s a story for another day.”

I raised my eyebrows impressed.

“The point is you did things no human could, and you still kept an open mind. Humans have this silly Halloween celebration, but put a vampire, a witch or even a fairy in front of them and they will run like scared rabbits! You didn’t run, and I know deep down you want to help.”

“But I can’t do anything like magic—” 

“But you will discover a power more special than any of our powers combined.” I sighed, and she took my hand. “Come along! This is where I was born. Now, let’s go meet some other fairies.”

I followed her, mulling over her words. She said I had the power, but how could I have any kind of power if I didn’t believe? I wanted to help because these supernatural creatures had souls, a life and they deserved to be saved. I wasn’t certain about vampires since I almost became a meal for one of them, but in the meeting, the vampire seemed completely harmless. If the legends were true, they didn’t demand this curse they had. But did I have a gift like they said? Maybe it didn’t matter. All that mattered was to find a way to defeat this evil entity before it could spread its insidious presence in both of our worlds.

“Wow!” When we got closer to the forest, I witnessed the Enchanted Forest in all its glory. The first thing being that it was filled with fairies—they had wings of all colors imaginable and they were flying from tree to tree and going about their business. There was something about them that made you understand they weren’t human and seeing these magical creatures alive, fascinated me. I was still trying hard not to touch Kristy’s wing to feel its texture. From all supernatural creatures, fairies were the only ones who resembled humans the most. Probably that’s why I trusted Kristy in such a little time.

A fairy with pink wings flew toward us and landed with a thud. As I inspected it, I was surprised to discover it was a man. “Kristy, it’s getting worse,” he said in a sharp tone. “Have you figured anything out?”

“We’ll defeat him, Father.” This fairy was her father? I couldn’t believe it. They had similar characteristics, but while Kristy was all purple, he was multicolored. Pink wings with blonde hair and blue eyes. Going back to the fairy facts Kristy told me about, I wondered why his eyes were not the same color as his wings. From afar, I caught sight of fairies and they had identical wings and eyes. So, why was he different?

Looking at him, gave me an eerie sense as if he disapproved of me even though he had never met me.

“Look at the forest!” He gestured angrily like everything was Kristy’s fault and my heart ached for her. “Tomorrow, there will be nothing left! Stop believing in those silly Believer stories and do something, otherwise, we’ll all be gone by the next fairy light!” 

“We’ll fix it, okay?” Kristy said in an equally sharp tone, her complexion turning pink. 

If I was in her position, I would have yelled at him pretty badly but she kept her patience, took my arm, and we walked away. “Sorry about that.”

“That was harsh. Why isn’t he doing something if he’s so worried?” I said, crossing my arms. 

“That’s not how it works in our society. Male fairies stay behind to protect the inside of our home while the females go out in search of a solution. You can say we have a matriarchal society.” She laughed softly, even as sadness descended over her face.

“So he doesn’t think the Believer exists?” 

“No. The story has been around for as long as I can remember. When the signs of the dark power appeared, I tried to warn them, but nobody listened.”

I frowned. “That’s why you want me to fix it?”

“No. I know you can fix it and not because of a silly story. There’s something about you, I can feel a power buried deep inside you, lying dormant.” I shook my head, puzzled. “I’ll help you, Violet. You might think it’s an impossible task, but you’ll see that it isn’t.” 

We were in a brighter part of the forest now, one that wasn’t destroyed yet. Trees glowed full of life while their golden, silver, and copper leaves enchanted me. Fireflies buzzed around and animals ran around freely. It was like magic.

“Wow! It’s beautiful.”

“This was what the Enchanted Forest looked like before the dark power began encroaching on our land.” Her expression was sad, but like a light, it turned into a joyous one. “So, you’ve escaped I see.”

I looked at her, but her gaze was fixed on a white rabbit that was perched on a severed trunk. I shook my head, confused as to why she would be talking to a rabbit. A rabbit, wait...

“Jacques? Is that you?” I said uncertainly.

The rabbit smiled and within a moment, a young man with an arrogant smile sat on the trunk instead of the rabbit. “How was your flight?” he said casually like we didn’t just have to face a dark power that threatened the balance of the worlds.

“You saw us?” I said in bewilderment. “And how come your clothes are intact? How did you escape?”

“I am a rabbit,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I ran when I saw my chance. No need to get into a fight that is already lost. Who would see a rabbit, anyway?”

“A white rabbit,” I said and frowned. I wasn’t sure if I liked him. He didn’t seem even bothered that he left the others to fight the evil power on their own. He just bailed on them.

“Jacques is always fashionable so you won’t see him with tattered clothes evil powers afoot or not.” Kristy snickered. “He isn’t big on fights, but he will fight when the need arises,” Kristy said, looking at him pointedly.

“Maybe. If I feel so inspired,” he said, his blue eyes fixed directly into mine. 

Feeling a slight discomfort by his intense gaze, I turned to Kristy. “So...that Believer legend, what does it say exactly?”

Kristy stared at me for a moment like she was lost in her own thoughts and then shook her head. “Right, the legend. A long time ago, in a faraway land, there lived creatures of the moon and shadows, ladies of magic, spirits of the dead, winged girls and boys, half animals and many others that were thought to be just stories. 

“All was well in the Blessed Realm, and they would be for many decades. But one day, everything will change with the arrival of the Dark Master. He will come on a night with no moon, and his evil power will begin to desiccate the place only by walking. Creatures will unite their powers, but nothing will defeat him. On the night where the veil is thin, a Believer will come, and she will have the power to defeat him. She, who has the power of the violet will bring peace again in our Blessed Realm.”

“You seem to know it by heart,” I said, trying to cover my shock. It wasn’t just the creatures’ belief in me, but now there was a prophecy, too, and it made my denial seem childish.

“Well, it has been around for many years, and it was one of my favorite stories growing up.”

I couldn’t picture Kristy as a young fairy. The image was just too weird. “Why do you think it is me?”

“I told you.” She nodded without a grain of doubt in her voice, “there is something about you.”

Was the legend talking about me? I wondered. How did they know it was me and why did it choose me to be the one who defeated the Evil Master? I was just a human who was thrown into an unknown world.

“Any human would have taken the task gladly but not you,” Jacques said from his place on the trunk. “You’re such a peculiar girl.”

“I know myself and I definitely know that I don’t have this mystical power you all talk about. You on the other hand—” I said, pointing at him—“have the power to fight but won’t use it. Why?” I demanded. “You might be a rabbit, but you are also a man, which means you can fight and you can use your shifter tricks to defeat the evil creature. Why won’t you do it?” I half-lidded my eyes as I attempted to make sense of his logic. He didn’t appear to be a coward, but he just wasn’t interested in fighting. Yet there was this glow in his eyes that betrayed his sadness.

Jacques looked at me intensely for a moment and then a genuine smile appeared on his face. “Congratulations, your observations were right on the mark.” He nodded. “I shouldn’t be surprised. You’re Hope’s granddaughter.” Pride adorned his voice, and I tried to mask my feelings.

“You knew my grandmother?”

“Of course, I did. A marvelous woman who brought light into our darkness.” He shook his head. “Not that darkness. We had turned to the darkness even before that and that’s why the Blessed Realm was so easy to take over.” With a sudden jump, he landed on his feet and closed in on me. He started to speak quickly, his eyes never leaving my face. “I was raised in this very Realm and never left since I thought the human world was ridiculous. They think rabbits are the same thing as bunnies.” He gritted his teeth in frustration. “Imagine that! I don’t know when it happened, but bit-by-bit I noticed the small changes in our protected world. Banshees started to scream whereas their true power is a sad song to bring the ones who have passed away in the spirit world, vampires craved more blood, werewolves turned even without a full moon.” He paused. “The shapeshifters started to act like their animal side and I had to remain in my human form for longer than I’ve been used to. Only the witch didn’t show signs of turning dark yet, but she was smart and that’s why we needed you to come. I was sent to bring you here, and it was my first time venturing into the human world.” He rolled his eyes. “Can’t say I’m fascinated but right now, it’s better than the Blessed Realm.”

I absorbed his words, but I was unable to utter a word of comfort. His voice betrayed so much sadness and I was almost certain I was the first one to actually take the time to stop and listen to him.

“Kristy tried to warn them, but the darkness made them blind and when the Dark Master came, it was game over. Only the witch was able to cast some magic into a selected team, making them immune to the darkness, but that can only hold on for so long. As the darkness covers the place, so does the darkness in our hearts. Your grandmother tried to help but couldn’t.” He pointed to my necklace. “I gave her that stone to protect her from any harm if things became worse. I hope it protects you as well.”

Rubbing the stone between my fingers, I was at a loss of words. Jacques took my hand, and I stared at him, startled. His skin burned while his blazing eyes, came closer to mine. “You’ve been told so many things, but you must believe what you think is true. Only then, will your true power be revealed,” he whispered.

Before I could recover from my daze, Kristy appeared, holding a leather-bound book. I hadn’t noticed she had left. “Sorry to keep you waiting. I was looking—” She stopped when she saw me and frowned. “Are you all right?” Her gaze fell on Jacques, who had returned to his seat on the trunk. “Or has he started on death threats yet?”

“No,” I said as it was the only word I was able to get out. What Jacques had told me made me question what I had gotten myself into. In the human world, we had light and dark in our hearts, but Jacques made the darkness entering the creatures’ hearts sound alarming. “I’m fine, what is that?” I said and after a worried look at me, Kristy said, “This will help you understand our world. I thought the more information you had, the better and you might as well do it now while we have the chance. “It contains the story of how the Enchanted Forest came to life and some information my ancestors collected on other creatures.”

I started reading, trying to keep Jacques’ words at bay. Focusing on the book, I was shocked by the information it contained. “Fairies were initially humans with big dreams?”

“Yes. We came to life because we believed in our dreams, and we wanted to spread happiness to everyone. On a night with a silver moon, we wished for our dreams to come true. The moon transformed us, and we have been alive ever since.”

That might explain why some humans were born in the fairy world, but I let it go. Instead, I said, “That was beautiful.”

She nodded. “The only fable in the human world with any truth to it concerns the vampires.”

“Classic,” I said, grimacing when I saw an illustration of a snarling vampire.

“Most creatures are born with their powers like witches, werewolves...and ghosts are—well—dead. Shapeshifters get their powers in their teenage years.”

“And you all get along?” I found it hard to believe since they were so many different species. Humans were just one species and we fought all the time.

She shrugged. “Well, we all mind our own business, but vampires always fight with werewolves about mundane things. Sometimes they behave like children.” Kristy twisted her mouth and then, reluctantly said, “Fairies don’t get along with pixies and Banshees get in trouble with ghosts. We’re a community comprised of different species so fights are bound to happen. Fortunately, it’s for small things and the witch puts an order if necessary. Usually, her presence is enough to resolve situations but if necessary she will summon us in her house to discuss the case at hand. But not on a night with moonlight.” 

I laughed as convincingly as I could. Did Kristy know what Jacques knew or did she think the Dark Master was the only one to blame? Did they all know and if they knew, why didn’t they do anything about it? Questions circled in my mind and as I lifted my gaze, I saw Jacques shaking his head slightly. 

“They are born from different powers so they aren’t supposed to get along,” Jacques said in his sarcastic voice but I knew it was just an act.

“What about this dark power?” I avoided his gaze and focused on the forest. Such beauty lost because of the darkness.

Kristy’s face fell. “He came on a night with no moon. A lot of creatures come here, but he was different. The minute he stepped his foot in this land, everything changed. Everything he touched died. We realized his evil plans too late, and any attempt in stopping him has proved futile.” Kristy looked at me, and I realized how desperate she was. “He devours the world bit by bit until nothing remains.”

I wasn’t ready to give up. Supernatural or not, he was going down. Jacques might have given up, but I did not come all the way down here to lose. If we were going to lose, I was dragging the Dark Master with me! “There must be something we can do to stop him. Everything has a weakness. Even supernatural beings.”

Before she could respond, screams tore through the night while the ground started vibrating. Jacques morphed at once while Kristy flew in the air. We moved toward the sound and saw trees falling, making the task more difficult. The fireflies were gone and the only light was the bloody moon. 

“Watch out!” Kristy pushed me out of the way before a tree crushed me.

“Thanks,” I said, and we continued our wild trek through the maze of a forest.

“He’s here!” shouted a yellow-winged fairy as she ran toward us and then turned herself into meadow flowers. My eyes blinked at the sight of them and worried about the yellow-winged fairy. Would she ever turn back?

Before we could act, everything was enveloped in blackness. Jacques turned back into a human while Kristy landed on the ground next to me. We stood back to back, waiting to face whatever came.

“Well, this is it, mademoiselle,” Jacques said, and I rolled my eyes, annoyed. “Prepare to meet the flamboyant being!”
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Chapter 4: The Evil Master
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Something formed in the dark, but I couldn’t make it out. I had no weapons which worried me, but I held the belief that this strange power inside me they all talked about, would wake up and protect us. 

“So here is the defiant fairy, the shapeshifter who just stood back and watched it all, and besides them, the famous Believer who is merely a human. I expected something more,” a raspy voice announced.

I whirled, trying to locate the source of the voice but only darkness greeted my gaze wherever I turned. “There!” Kristy pointed, and I saw it. There was a hooded figure, and under the hood, I could only make out red glowing eyes and sharp golden teeth.

“You know, I expected something more from the evil power they described, but you’re just a cheap Halloween attraction. Glowing teeth? That doesn’t even fool children!” When Kristy heard my comment, she gasped. I assumed she didn’t expect me to insult the Dark Master who threatened the entire world.

The creature roared. “I will destroy you!” A dark power shot from his hand, and Kristy pulled me out of the way.

“His appearance might seem fake, but his powers are not,” she chided.

“I just realized that!”

“I have taken over the supernatural world, and now I will annihilate the human world.” He made a clicking sound I realized was a laugh. Even that sounded wrong.

My family was in the human realm, my sister and all the people who were having a fun Halloween, unaware of the imminent danger. This creature would wipe them off the face of the earth. Nothing would be left. I couldn’t allow that!

“Any last words, folks?”

Kristy shot a purple ray of light that turned into flowers. The creature sneered. “You think flowers will make me look pretty?”

He had a point. Flowers couldn’t make him less evil or hurt him in any way, but I assumed fairies didn’t have offensive powers.

“Sorry. That’s all I can do.” Kristy looked at her palms in shame.

Jacques pulled out his orange knife that turned into a sabre. He held it in front of him and while the Dark Master shot his dark powers at us, he ripped it through the air. The dark power was no more and Jacques smiled in triumph. “Ha! Zat’s what you call power? That is a game for my sabre!”

The Dark Master’s red glowing eyes flared and he shot balls of dark fire, but Jacques was ready every time. I heard Kristy’s sigh of relief, but our joy didn’t last long. With a wave of his bony hand, the Dark Master made red flashes appear around Jacques and he retreated back until the flames pinned him to the ground, entrapping him like an ensnared rabbit. He fought to get up, but a power we couldn’t see kept him pinned down.

“Jacques!” Kristy and I ran to help him, but even if we used all our strength, we couldn’t free him.

“That is what happens to anyone who opposes me. You might get lucky and die, but I’m keeping him as a pet.” The creature cackled and Jacques fought, viciously swearing in French. “I will not be your pet and you’re going down!”

Seeing him in that condition made me snap. “Enough!” I shouted. His cruel laugh was getting on my nerves and I knew he was just toying with us.

“Join me, and I might spare you,” he whispered.

“Never! I have a family and friends who love me.” I clenched my fists and stared at him in defiance. “I will never go with you. You’re evil, and you must be destroyed!”

“Then you’ll die with them!” 

Dark arms stretched above us threatening to squeeze us in their clutches. I stood, my back to the other two so they wouldn’t be harmed, but I was undecided on the best way to protect them. Jacques was vulnerable being tied to the ground with no way to shield himself from any attack while Kristy didn’t have the power to defend herself or him. 

Kristy placed a hand on my shoulder. “It’s all right, I’ll guard him. You take out this evil mishap,” she said and kneeled next to Jacques with her hands out in case a need arose.

“Go get him, mademoiselle,” Jacques said, and I scowled, but a smile played on my lips. Maybe they would be fine and I was worried over nothing.

After a last look at them, I turned to face the Evil Master. I might not know them, but I felt the need to protect them. Kristy had been kind to me from the beginning when I was lost and I felt a connection with her. While I always had friends surrounding me because of my sister, I never felt connected with them, but this fairy showed me her world and had faith in me as a being and not because a prophecy said so. Something no one had in me before. Jacques might be indifferent and somewhat cold, but only due to his experiences and I knew deep down, he wanted to help. I was still trying to come to terms with this new world, but whatever my feelings about these creatures were, I didn’t want them to die. They deserved to live and if I could help them, I would. 

I clutched my violet necklace in my fist. I know this is the key to awaken my powers. Please, wake up! I closed my eyes. Vampires are real, witches are real, fairies, ghosts, shapeshifters, and every supernatural being I thought was just a story, are real. They are depending on me, and I must not let them down. I must believe in them, I chanted and with every word my belief increased. I opened my eyes ready to kick this vile creature out of this world and into the hell where it belonged. I held my hand out, and I felt a tingle. It was like an electric current came rushing through my veins—alive, energetic, and powerful. I opened my palm, and a purple fireball appeared. Purple? Well, I’ll take what I can get. I shot it at the hands above us, and they disappeared, shriveling out of sight. Fortunately, I had played enough games of Frisbee so my aim was good enough for the task.

The hooded creature screamed with his hoarse voice. “How dare you—?”

“Defy you?” I interrupted. “You started it, and I will be the one to end it.”

Kristy clapped. “Wonderful! Do it again!”

This time, I summoned an energy whip. “Cool!” I used it to eliminate the dark energy balls the creature was throwing at us and Jacques’s invisible prison. We stood back to back—he with his sabre and I with my whip—and he gave me a charming smile. “Let’s do it, mademoiselle,” he said and swung his sabre while I waved my whip. Kristy distracted the creature, making vines grow under his feet and he constantly stumbled.

The three of us continued in this methodical tango for a while and the combination of our powers made him fall on his face. While fighting, I tried not to notice that Jacques and I were completely in sync. When he saw me looking at him, he winked and embarrassed, I blushed.

Focus! I chided, but after each move, my eyes darted to check on him first and afterward at Kristy, which was odd since he was the last one who would need help. What was that that drew me to him? If anything, I should hate him for being so mean to me at the beginning. 

Heaving, the Dark Master soared above us like a shadow. His eyes glowed blood red from anger. “You shall pay for what you’ve done,” he said and his next words froze my insides and squeezed my heart. “I will kill your friends.” His teeth glowed in the dark, and I really wanted to believe it was just a nightmare. “You will watch them die, and then I will kill you in the most painful way there is.”

Jacques’s hand found mine and drawing courage, I said, “Anything else?” I was scared, but I didn’t want to appear weak. I wanted to seem strong and in that way, maybe, he would be discouraged. From the corner of my eye, I took a glimpse at the others. Jacques had curled his lip and focused on the creature while Kristy was pale faced, like all the blood in her face and descended to her feet. The fairy was terrified—her hands trembled and her shoulders were shaking—and couldn’t help me, but I was sure she wanted to. I tried to use the whip again, but the creature snapped his fingers, making it vanish into the unknown.
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