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CHAPTER 1
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Eyes laced with pain and misery, yet as blue as the sky, she longed for a saviour. Traits of honesty and love guided her through a life journey, revealing both the depths of hell and the blissfulness of heaven. She remembered the warmth of her mother’s hand, the sound of her father’s laughter – echoes now fading like whispers in the wind.

Her scars, some too deep to conceal, bore witness to the loss of everything and everyone. Numbness enveloped her, erasing traces of her innocence, and the sought-after saviour turned into a mere phantom. He was a mirage in the desert of her suffering, shimmering with hope only to vanish, leaving her more parched than before.

In the abyss of her despair, she lost herself—her only salvation dormant beneath layers of hurt and pain, the ultimate weapon that rendered her numb to the core. It was a self-preservation born of necessity, a shield against a world that had already taken too much. The weapon, once a vibrant spirit, now lay rusted and unused.

Her story, a guarded secret, invites you to delve deeper into her concealed words. A butterfly, her sole remembrance, symbolises strength in the face of unbearable pain. It was a gift from her father, a symbol of transformation, now a fragile reminder of a life stolen too soon. A victim of societal injustice, her life unravelled after her parents’ demise. Their passing was not just a loss, but a fracture in the very foundation of her world, exposing her to the harsh realities of a system that cared little for the vulnerable. 

A tribute to her resilience, a silent anthem echoing the untold struggles of a soul scarred by circumstances beyond her control. 

It is a story whispered in the shadows, a testament to the enduring power of the human spirit, even when broken. Perhaps, within these words, a flicker of her lost self can be rekindled.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2
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Butterfly’s POV

My pulse hammered against my ribs. Every beat carried another wave of anger.  Each throb was a fresh assault of anger, crashing against the fragile walls around my heart. The air in the silver Mustang crackled with tension. Home, which should have felt comforting, now felt empty. 

Green-blue veins, stark and prominent against the pallor of my skin, pulsed with barely contained fury. It felt like something feral, something untamed, was clawing its way to the surface, desperate for release.

I yanked my headphones over my ears, a desperate, almost instinctive attempt to drown out the venomous thoughts that swirled within the confines of my skull. Each one was a cruel whisper, a tormenting monologue playing out in the theatre of my mind.

The racket of my siblings’ bickering grated on my already frayed nerves. Each childish squabble, each petty argument, was like a tiny hammer blow against my already crumbling patience.

My fingers instinctively reached for the volume control, twisting it higher, desperate to obliterate the world beyond the sanctuary of the music. We mumbled our goodbyes to the family whose memories of us would fade with the setting sun, another painful reminder of our fleeting, insignificant presence in their lives.

The car lurched forward, carrying us away from the temporary haven of their strained hospitality and back to the familiar battleground of our own home. We waved to our departing hosts as we merged onto the highway, the asphalt ribbon unravelling before us like a dark, ominous promise. 

Night descended, a comforting, velvety blanket that seemed to understand the shadows clinging to my soul, the unspoken darkness that had taken root within me.

Gazing out the window, I didn’t see the blur of passing landscape, the fleeting lights of civilisation. Instead, I saw the ghostly reflection of a broken girl looking back at me, overlaid against the backdrop of a never-ending black pit. 
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CHAPTER 3
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Butterfly’s POV

The waterfall of some roadside feature seemed to mirror the emptiness that had taken root inside me, a hollow ache that resonated with the vast, desolate solitude of the night. I need to record what I feel, I thought, my fingers itching to translate the swirling turmoil into words, to give shape to the shapeless dread. 

I pulled out my phone, the cool, smooth glass a contrast to the heat rising in my cheeks, and began to type, the words flowing like the tears I couldn’t shed:

Paint your misery in red

Paint your lifespan in purple

Paint your soul in blue

And paint your problems in black

To match a cluster of hues

My siblings’ sudden, piercing cries shattered the fragile bubble of my self-absorption, yanking me back to the harsh, unforgiving reality of the present. I ripped off my headphones, a knot of dread tightening in my stomach, constricting my breathing. 

The scene before me was full of despair, a snapshot of raw, pure fear. My father, a man carved from granite, trembled like a leaf caught in a violent, unexpected hurricane. 

His eyes, usually so strong and resolute, so full of life, were clouded with a fear I had never witnessed before. My mother, her face etched with worry, her brow furrowed with anxiety, clasped her hands together in her lap, her lips moving in silent, fervent prayer.

The blinding glare of oncoming headlights pierced the darkness, momentarily erasing everything around us. The world dissolved into a chaotic kaleidoscope of light and sound, a disorienting blur of colours and sensations. 

Our car swerved violently, a metal scream echoing through the still night air as we careened into the unforgiving steel of the guardrail. The force of the impact slammed me against the confines of my seatbelt, the breath knocked from my lungs in a sharp, painful gasp. 

The airbags exploded, a suffocating white cloud momentarily enveloping me, a ghostly shroud in the sudden chaos.

Groaning, I tried to push myself up, a wave of dizziness washing over me, threatening to pull me under. Panic, cold and clammy, clawed at my throat, constricting my airways as I realised I was trapped. 
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CHAPTER 4
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Butterfly’s POV

The mangled remains of the car door were pressed against the unforgiving railing, sealing my fate, trapping me in this metal coffin. Flashes of light, stark and terrifying, cut through the darkness, accompanied by the sharp, brutal reports of gunfire. 

Each shot echoed in my ears, a death knell, a chilling countdown accompanied by the whispered, haunting names of my family members.

A figure emerged from the shadows, a young man with a face I couldn’t quite make out in the dim, flickering light. He moved with a chilling, deliberate purpose, his hand raised, a gun glinting menacingly in the moonlight. 

He aimed with cold, calculated precision, the first shot ringing out, a sickening thud confirming my worst, most primal fears. My father’s head snapped back violently, a crimson stain blooming against the pale fabric of his shirt, spreading like a dark, obscene flower.

Pure terror surged through me. Adrenaline flooded my veins, transforming my fear into a desperate, primal instinct for survival. 

I scrambled, my fingers searching frantically, desperately, for anything, anything at all, that could serve as a weapon, a shield against the impending horror. My hand closed around the heavy, cold weight of the steering wheel lock. Another shot, and my mother slumped against the window, her blood painting the glass a horrifying shade of red, some of it splattering against my cheek.

Two more gunshots ripped through the night, each one a hammer blow to my heart, each one a nail hammered into the coffin of my hope. I knew, with a chilling, absolute certainty, that they were meant for my brothers, the last vestiges of my family. 

I twisted in my seat, my gaze falling upon their lifeless forms, their youthful faces frozen in expressions of terror, their innocent eyes wide with fear. The once plush leather of their seats was now soaked in their blood, a grotesque tapestry of violence, a horrifying testament to the brutality of the moment.
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