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One Morning
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That damn alarm clock!

I’m never ready to get up when it rings! It’s a vintage gift from Gabrielle, made of copper, and is incredibly loud. Still, I don’t know why I bother to use it since I am always late for class anyway. Every day I get dressed and have breakfast as fast as I can, and then I rush to get the bus, followed by the metro.

The school bell rings before I get to class and when I arrive, the teacher who’s inside yells at me because I am not on time. Damn!

Anyway, today I am in a good mood and I have decided to write something about myself. I am going to keep a diary, where I can get it all out; where I can describe some of the weirdest and most exciting things that have happened to me recently, since I found out what I am. In this way, maybe, should anything happen to me, people will know who I was and how I, along with my friends, fought against demons and ferocious monsters.

My name is Eleanor Xander, even though I had to get used to everybody calling me Xander. Everything started when I was sixteen years old. My life was, and always has been, ordinary. What I liked the most was hanging out with my two best friends, but everything changed after that day.

Gabrielle, Amanda and I used to go shopping, and when the days were warm we used to go get a chocolate or strawberry ice-cream and gossip—who doesn’t do that?!

I also loved spending time with my kitty, Cleo. She was a black cat who had cerulean eyes. Oh, if only you could have seen her back then! She was beautiful: her fur was bright and soft and, even though she’s not here, when I look at what she has become now that she has changed, when I hear her sweet snoring while she’s asleep, I can’t help but love her even more.

I’m telling you something about me because I want you to have a picture of me. In this way, if one day you read these words, you will know who I was, what I did, or what “we” did.

I’m half Dutch, as my father, Peter, came from the Netherlands; and half Italian, since my mother, Veronica, came from Italy. Yes, I am a ‘crossbreed’, but we’re in America and so is everyone here!

I’ve got curly, bushy, blonde hair, and everybody says my hair looks like gold. My eyes are sky blue and they are as clear as water. Back when I found out what I was, I used to love wearing black clothes.

I’ve always had a real passion for shoes; some people might even say that I’m even obsessed by them, and as a matter of fact, I’ve got tons of them in all different kinds, and I couldn’t live without them!

I come from Utrecht, but I have always lived in New York with my grandmother Barbara—or Barby, as I prefer to call her.

My parents moved to the USA when I was very young. I don’t remember anything about The Netherlands. Every once in a while, I look at my parents’ photo album and I see the pictures taken in the canals where they’re holding me in their arms and cuddling me. Oh, if only they were still here... I’ve always felt their absence, even now.

My grandmother had to move from Italy when I was only four years old because my parents had died in a plane crash; in fact, she moved to our house on the outskirts of New York, leaving her beloved Rome to take care of me: her little great niece, who had no one else in the world. My grandma has always had a great heart! She’s been a mother to me, and I will never forget it!

She can be a bit harsh sometimes, and even though she says she is a Catholic, and a practicing believer, she’s very mysterious. I have always liked being with her and listening to her stories. Sometimes she would scare me, and I always thought that she did it on purpose, but she’s very wise, and she taught me lots of things.

However, my friends are my real family.

My best friend, whose name is Gabrielle, is like a sister to me. She is a crossbreed too: her father, Pascal, is French, while her mother, Beverly, is American and comes from Colorado. Gabrielle has got fire-red hair, (hence our pet name for her “the red-head”) and a fierce, but pleasant personality. Sometimes she can be a bit mean, especially when she makes fun of people’s outfits, but deep down, she is a very good person and I love her.

The red-head likes to wear eccentric clothes and eye-catching purple shoes or shoes in any other vivid color. She wears every kind, provided that they are showy and eye-catching.

Two years ago, she used to live near my house, here in Brooklyn, and our mothers used to be very good friends, but now she has moved to Manhattan.

I even switched school so I could keep on seeing her, and it hasn’t been easy!

Our mutual friend, with whom we spend most of our time, is Amanda. She is from Romania, but in fact is Russian. She is sixteen years old like us, but we have only known her for a year. Gabrielle and I, on the other hand, have known each other since we were little girls.

Amanda has got black hair, fair skin, and hazel eyes. She is a real beauty. Her mother works for the Russian Consulate of New York, while her father is an important business man who is always travelling around the world.

Gabrielle liked Amanda from their first encounter, and ever since their eyes met they knew they would get on like a house on fire. It was different for me though. I was more shy than my friend, and I had trouble opening up to someone that I didn’t know.

At first, I have to admit, I was a bit jealous of the time that my red-haired friend dedicated to Amanda, but since then I’ve grown quite fond of her and now I couldn’t live without our WhatsApp chats.

The three of us are like sisters; in fact, we always get on with each other. We comfort each other and we always talk about everything. We have no secrets.

Being with my friends is the most beautiful thing in the world. When I’m with them, I feel happy. I feel complete!

I want to tell you everything from the start; how it began; when I found out about it. First of all, when I was by myself, then with my two best friends, and after that with my group of friends. I want you to feel what I felt and what I still feel when I am around them, because that’s what friendship’s all about: it’s about being happy together.

I want you to see through my eyes, I want you to experience the fears, the passion of those years, the anger, the pain, and the universe that we lived and defended with our own lives.

With time, things change, but when you love a friend, that feeling lasts forever.

I admired Gabrielle’s light-heartedness and I feared Amanda’s resoluteness. Ever since we started hanging out I had the feeling that their personalities could complete me. Maybe this was the real secret of our bond. At the beginning, I thought that what we shared was just a simple friendship, but I soon realized that what we had in common was something different: we shared a mystical and magical bond that tied us together for eternity.

When the three of us were together I felt at peace; I felt like I had everything that I needed. I was really happy. Sometimes, when I think about those moments, I even envy my former self. Sometimes, I wish that I could just go back in time, and relive those moments, but the past is the past and now I have to live in the present.

Sometimes I wondered if such a strong attachment to my friends could be due to the fact that my parents were no longer in my life, but I believe that the love that I felt for them was different from the love that I felt for my mom and dad.

Our friendship is real; it’s pure, and it has no secrets.

I can’t even imagine my life without them!

We used to share our passions but we also talked about what we hated and what made us mad. When we were sad we used to comfort each other.

We have always had faith in each other, even in the toughest times, but I want to tell you everything about these moments and I want you to experience them as I did and as I still do. I might even let you into our world, allowing you to see all the secrets that have always been denied to earthly beings. Things like these are forbidden but I’ve always wanted to break this barrier...

It’s hard to start a diary by saying what we used to do when things were different, but I want to relive those moments. Maybe I miss them, or maybe I’m just afraid that I’ll forget about them... I don’t know!
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It’s Monday and I don’t want this to start all over again!

The classes, the teachers, my foolish and blabbermouth schoolmates, and all the never ending hours of math! Damn!

I’ve made up my mind: today I’m going to pretend that I’m sick and I’ll stay at home. When I decide to do something, I just do it!

When my grandma calls me for breakfast, I tell her that I feel sick and that my head is spinning. She climbs the stairs, enters the room, touches my forehead and says seriously, “You aren’t even warm!”

With a feeble voice I answer, “My head is spinning, and whenever I try to get up I feel like I’m going to puke”.

She looks into my eyes and doesn’t seem to believe it, but then she walks away, saying that I need to stay in bed and rest.

I did it! I convinced her!

Like every other morning she goes to mass with her friends and today I get to stay home alone.

Since Barby moved here in NY from Rome, this house has become very mysterious. Sometimes I feel like I don’t even know the place where I live. Since she’s moved here, I haven’t dared to go down the stairs that lead to the basement: it’s like that part of the house is forbidden to me!

The basement door has been locked ever since Barby deposited all her moving boxes there, and every time I tell her that I want to go down there she answers that there’s nothing to see; that the place is dirty and that I’m way too curious.

And yet, every evening, I watch her going down to the basement, “to pray,” she says every time that I ask her what she is doing down there. Besides that, at night, I hear strange noises and I’m sure they’re coming from the basement, but when I look for Barby to ask her what happened I can never find her. Why? Because she is the one who’s going down there late at night, and in all the time that we’ve been together, she has never told me what it is that she does there.

Whenever I beg her to give me some explanations she says that there are things of our family that I cannot understand. Since I’m too young and not Italian like her, some traditions just can’t be passed down to me.

But I know where she keeps the keys! Now is the time to take a peep at the basement.

I bring Cleo along to keep me company, because I have to admit that I’m a bit scared to go by myself. The stairs are dark and the light doesn’t work. I try to use a torch but it doesn’t seem to work and in this house there are no fully charged batteries.

In the end I decide to use the torch mode of my iPhone, but for some reason, it’s like the camera light has been disabled! The only thing that I find inside the house that can help me light up the basement is a box of old candles. I light one of them, and with Cleo behind me, I slowly walk down the stairs.

There’s a dreadful silence but my kitty seems perfectly at her ease, as if she has been down here quite many times before. I see a big pot in the center of the room; it looks old, and it seems like some kind of battered cauldron. Its edges look dirty, as if many different liquids had been poured out of it.

I have a strange feeling. It’s not fear, but it feels like there’s no air. I take a big breath and I keep snooping around.

All around me I see dusty, ancient books, dolls, hairs, apples, and candles of different colors: black, red, blue and green. I see weird metal objects in the shape of a star, a heart, a quarter moon and a circle as well as odd crosses with equal sides and overlapping X’s.

I can’t imagine what my grandmother could be doing with these things!

I hear a noise and it scares the crap outta me! A book had fallen down from an old dusty shelf: maybe it was Cleo, but I could swear she had been behind me the entire time. I lean forward, I pick the book up and I start flicking through it. I can’t believe what I’m reading!

It’s a book of witchcraft! In it, there are detailed spells that show how to resurrect the dead or to make someone love you; there’s even a spell that teaches you how to levitate and fly—on a broom or sat astride a carpet.

I don’t understand... Everybody knows that magic doesn’t exist!

It’s silly that my grandmother, who seems to be so rational and cold, believes in absurd things like these!

The silence of the basement is broken by another noise that again makes me jump out of my skin. My phone is ringing and I run upstairs to take the call. For some reasons, talking down there wouldn’t feel safe.

It’s Gabrielle.

She didn’t go to school either, but she is fine. She simply didn’t want to go. That’s how she is: whimsical. Her parents allow her to do everything, and I envy her so much!

I had to pretend to be sick to avoid to go to school, while she can always do whatever she wants!

I invite her over, so I can show her all the odd things my grandmother has; after all, she won’t be here till noon.

While I wait for my friend, I don’t have the courage to go back to the basement by myself, so I go to my room with Cleo. I can’t stop thinking about what I saw. I can’t believe my grandmother is some sort of witch!

After almost an hour, Gabrielle rings the doorbell. I open the door and let her in.

She is beautiful as usual, wearing a white top, a jeans-miniskirt combo and a pair of high-heeled boots. I’m still in my black pajamas and slippers.

I tell her about what I’ve seen down in the basement, but while I talk, I realize I am not making any sense because I’m still shaken up and also slightly ashamed. I’m afraid that my friend might make fun of me because of my grandmother’s weird collection.

But Gabrielle doesn’t seem shocked at all and she immediately wants to go down there to take a look.

Together, we walk down the stairs, and with two candles we light up our way through the spider webs and the pieces of old furniture. We place the candles on the table next to the cauldron.

The red-head looks into my eyes and says in a firm voice, “Your grandmother is a witch! The rumor that your family performs strange rituals has spread for quite some time now! I didn’t use to believe in it and that is why I haven’t talked to you about it, but now it’s clear that it’s always been the truth!”

I can’t believe what she is saying. I am freaking out so I tell her that I want to go upstairs to my room. I really can’t keep looking at these things.

I don’t believe in the supernatural. My dad, who was an atheist, left his mark on me. Gabrielle, on the other hand, does believe in both magic and witchcraft and she thinks that nature and the four elements are inhabited by invisible beings. According to her, every living being has a magical spirit. I can see in her eyes that she craves to learn more about this new world and staring at me intensely, as if she is about to ask me a favor, she says, “Let’s read that book!”

She is talking about the book that I took from the basement, and even though I have no wish to read it I don’t want to disappoint her either; her eyes are twinkling and I can see she really wants to read it, so I give it to her.

Deep down, I have the sensation that it wasn’t Gabrielle’s idea to ask me to take that book, but rather the book itself that suggested the idea to her. It’s just a feeling. It’s not really a voice but it’s stronger than a simple impression.

It’s getting late, and soon Barby will be home, so my friend takes the book and goes back home, while I remain alone with my thoughts.

I feel confused. I’ve always thought that the supernatural didn’t exist and now I find out that the mother of my mother is a witch and that my best friend believes in spirits.

My head is exploding. I don’t know what to think, and maybe I’m the one in the wrong. Maybe the feeling that I get when I see people, when I read their minds, is not just a simple intuition, as I always used to believe. Perhaps it’s a gift of the supernatural sort. If my grandmother is a witch, maybe this means that magic also runs in my veins.
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Just a Game
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Days go by in a blink of an eye but I can’t stop thinking about what I just saw.

Time passes and I do what I usually do: I go to school and hang out with my two friends; on Saturday, rather than getting bored in some pub, café or disco club, Gabrielle, Amanda and I decide to go to the Brunette’s house.

Today, it hasn’t stopped raining. Not even for a second; but, this is no usual rain. It looks more like an omen, as if something terrible is about to happen.

This is not the first time that I get these kind of feelings. I hear things: I am even able to interpret people’s mood, and rarely am I wrong. And now that I have seen what my grandmother keeps in the basement I have a feeling that this sixth sense of mine is not just based on a simple intuition. It’s something more.

I reach Gabrielle’s house and together we go meet Amanda; she lives in a huge house, designed in a classical style; it’s full of statues and paintings, and has an indoor garden in the center. It’s in Midtown East. Her house is so beautiful that the ancient palaces in Rome would pale in comparison with hers.

We take the metro. Amanda’s home alone. Her parents are often busy with their work: her mother is at the Consulate while her father is on a business trip where he’s taking care of their family company.

Gabrielle brought along my grandmother’s old witchcraft book and intends to read it. She is curious, and wants to try to be a witch – as if it were a game – instead of spending the usual evening gossiping or trying each other’s shoes and clothes.

Since we found that book, I’ve done everything in my power to avoid to talk about witchcraft with Gabrielle. Despite her continuous requests to talk about magic, I keep on telling her that I don’t wanna talk about it.

I’m not up for this silly game: I don’t believe in such things and I don’t like the idea that my grandma could be a witch. Conversely to my friends, I can’t bring myself to believe that Barby could be practicing magic. But, as usual, they team up against me and insist on reading the book. 

We decided, quite some time ago, that whenever we disagreed on something, we would take a vote and the majority would win. And since the two of them today have won, in this very stormy night, well, looks like we’ll be witches!

Gabrielle browses through the dusty old book, and among the different rituals, a particular invocation spell catches her attention; therefore, she suggests to perform it and to invoke the Goddess Juno, Queen of the Gods. 

Following the instructions of the text, with a piece of chalk, we draw a five-pointed star on the ground and then we inscribe a pentagon in it; we cut in half an unripe green apple so that it shows the image of a star in it, and then we place it in the middle of the pentagon. We keep on following the book instructions meticulously, and we add, next to four of the five points of the star, the four elements: earth, air, fire and water.

Gabrielle lights a candle; she puts it on top of the apple, and while Amanda and I kneel at the opposite side of the star - with the book in one hand, and a peacock feather in the other one - she invokes Juno.

The invocation’s spell takes a few minutes. 

Nothing happens. Absolutely nothing!

All of a sudden, we burst into laughter. What we’ve just done is so stupid that we feel ashamed of ourselves.

But yet, deep down on me, I feel that something has changed in the air; it’s like the silence we are hearing now is somehow abnormal, I don’t know how to explain it, but I feel it in my guts, and it creeps me out. 

Tonight’s thunders are loud and scary. It seems like the house walls are shaking and the only reassuring light that is entering the room is the one produced by the intermittent lightening.

Suddenly the electricity goes off. The storm outside gets wilder, and louder. We hear the noise of the wind and we realize that it the tree branches in the garden had broken. Some statues outside have even been knocked over by its force.

I’ m petrified. I feel like this isn’t just a regular storm. All of a sudden, the flame of the candle that I have in front of me lengthens, distorts its shape, changes color and gets bigger and bigger.

Amanda, in the grip of panic, starts screaming.

Gabrielle, on the other hand, keeps calm. She is still on her kneels and she is staring at the candle in silence, while Amanda, visibly shaken, is trying to open the door and run away.

The doors are all locked.

The flame is lighting the entire room, but it’s not burning. The heat that is releasing is cold. A blurred silhouette starts to appear from the flame, and it’s getting clearer and clearer. In front of us, there’s a woman now, with a glacial gaze and long hair floating in the air, a crown on her head and a firm and bossy voice.

It’s Juno. The Queen of the Gods of Ancient Rome and Ancient Greece.

Amanda bursts into tears while I am still speechless. Much to our surprise, Gabrielle is smiling, instead; she seems kinda happy.

Juno thanks Gabrielle for having summoned her, and with a sad voice, she starts to tell us that it’s been ages since anyone has invoked her or dedicated any prayers to her. The goddess looks seriously hurt when she says that year by year, every religion has filled the world with monotheistic worships; people didn’t seem to find both the time and the wish to believe in gods; they slowly came to the conclusion that, worshipping more than one god, was kind of pointless, so, people gradually lost their faith in her.

Juno also confesses her concerns about the world of today; a world that ceased to believe in the supernatural and that is sinking into wickedness; a world that is falling into terrorism and wars.  

Gabrielle listens to her quietly, and then, all of a sudden, she asks her why, at night, she is tormented by nightmares in which humanity is bound to fall into the darkness.

The goddess tells her that those are not dreams but premonitions; and with firm and resounding voice she says – Everything happens for a reason. The three of you are the descendants of three ancient bloodlines of witches that haven’t been using their powers for quite some time now. Your powers have just revealed themselves because evil is back and is threatening mankind!

Gabrielle doesn’t seem shocked. Amanda and I have finally calmed down, so we decide to go back at the opposite sides of the star, and we kneel down. 

Juno reveals us the identity of the enemy that is planning to attack mankind. It’s Nemesis, a very powerful and wicked goddess that, in the past, almost brought to extinction all white witches, our ancestors.

The goddess stretches out her hand toward my friend Gabrielle and suddenly a bright figure takes shape between them.

It’s the image of the goddess Nemesis. She is stunning in her long, black, low-necked dress. She’s got black wavy bushy hair, and an olive skin tone; her eyes are black and big, her gaze is cold and strong and she’s got full lips. Her nails are long and sharp, her fingers are tapered and her hands are huge.

Then, Juno goes back to her tale, and she tells us that it’s been years since Nemesis’s mother, Arpia attempted to condemn humanity to darkness by invading the earth with raging demons.

Arpia, was the queen of the Earth’s twin planet, Trellos, which was entirely populated by demons and where Chaos and Death ruled over everything; the goddess tried to attack the earth but the white witches called a council and defeated her. Other good deities like Juno, helped them to defeat and kill her, and together they sent her demoniac population to another dimension. 

Before she died, the queen, swearing vengeance against those who fought against her, gave birth to an embryo, and threw it to earth. The embryo will one day turn into Nemesis, who will avenge her mother. She’ll exterminate every living being of earth, and then she’ll take care of those gods who helped the white witches.

The embryo, generated from Arpia’s jaws, ended up in a volcano and had been imprisoned, for years, by magma; recently, a violent eruption freed her. Nemesis has grown up now and her powers are so strong that she could sink all humans into the coldest darkness. 

Her thirst for vengeance is big: not only does she want to destroy every living being but she also wants to open wide the dimensional gates that separate the other demoniac worlds from earth. To do so, she is going to need a lot of energy, which she intends to draw from human’s despair and violence. Once she’ll have sufficient energy, she will reunite all dimensions, and the demons from Trellos will spread in our world and invade it.

Life as we know it, will no longer exist.
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Temptations
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After our invocation, Juno, feeling merciful towards the men who once loved her, decides to awake the soothing powers of all white witches, so they can defend themselves from what is coming. And in doing so, she also awakes the powers of my red-haired friend, of Amanda and me. 

When I look into Gabrielle’s eyes, though, I feel like she doesn’t really want to fight against the evil forces and she doesn’t care about glory either: the red head only wants to have fun, using her powers for her own amusement, so she can feel carefree and happy; she kicks the half apple that was standing in the middle of the star, and the candle falls on the ground; its light turns off, the goddess disappears and electricity and light are now back. 

It’s no longer raining outside our windows, and thunders and lightings have stopped tormenting our dark night.

I am scared now that I know there’s an enemy who’s hiding in people’s nights: a ferocious monster that feeds off our nightmares. Her name is Nemesis, an almighty goddess, and I am starting to sense her thirst for vengeance!

Amanda is still dizzy, and doesn’t entirely believe to what we just saw. 

Gabrielle is acting weirdly. She seems excited, to be honest, kinda euphoric, and she immediately tests her powers. She can move everything she wants by simply pointing her index finger at it. I think she might be experiencing some sort of telekinesis. 

Even Amanda seems to be fascinated by Gabrielle’s enthusiasm, and now she wants to try her new powers. After a few attempts she realizes that she is able to shoot fire from the palm of her left hand, but she is clumsy, and accidentally sets the curtains on fire. 

Feeling scared I start screaming while I look for something to blow out the fire, but when I point at the curtains with my right hand, all of a sudden, a cold wind comes out of it, and the fire is gone.

We all have powers; I can’t believe it! It all seems so absurd!

Are we really witches?! 

I believe I’m one of the white ones, I think my soul is deeply good and I am willing to protect my people. 

Amanda is still amazed by this all thing to ask herself what she is, while Gabrielle, on the other hand, is way too excited, and is only thinking about having fun and what to do next with her powers.

The red head draws the book close, without even using her hands, without even touching it; she opens it and browses it, always through magic, and then she lingers on some pages. 

She looks at us and with twinkling eyes she says she wants to try time and space travels!

It’s like she is being possessed by the urge to use her powers, like a kid who’s just given a toy and can’t just stop playing with it. 

This urge of hers is scaring me. I think it might be dangerous, because we don’t know enough about ourselves and I have a feeling it is the power itself that is using her. It’s as if  her magical spirit, having been repressed for all these years, just wanted to be released into the world. It’s like both my friends are drunk; in fact, even Amanda, looks completely at the mercy of her powers, but unlike Gabrielle, she is more shaken, and as soon as her mind is clear she starts to blame the red head and to tell her that it’s all her fault if they are in that situation and if there’s an evil almighty goddess who wants to kill all human beings and destroy the entire planet. 

Gabrielle, calmly says that evil forces have always been there and always will be, and that this is not our fault. If we have powers, we’d better use them to have fun and enjoy them. She continues to say that we don’t need to worry about the destiny of the planet, and with an incredibly calm and firm voice she says -Somebody else will be the hero, and certainly that won’t be me, no matter how powerful I am.  Yes, I have powers but I want to test them and have the time of my life with them! 

Even though I disagree with her opinion, I listen to her and say nothing: I’m still dazed by everything that’s just happened to us. I can’t believe I have the power to control the wind, to blow a cold and icy wind from my hands, and deep down on me, I feel this isn’t the only power that I have. I think I’m able to do many other things, and that if I want to, the wind that I can produce with my hands can also be warm. I feel like I’m able to do it, and that, if I want to, I can also control rain, clouds, snow and storms. I believe my power is bigger than I can imagine and that I can do many other things, even though I ignore what I can or cannot do specifically. 

But it’s just a sensation. 

––––––––
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I look at Gabrielle and I see how carefree she is and how much she wants to have fun with her powers. I don’t know how she does it, but I am really scared! 

Gabrielle has made up her mind: she doesn’t care about white or dark witches, gods and demons. To her, there are more important things in life than the difference between good and evil. She just wants to have fun and do whatever she wants!

With the book still floating in the middle of the room, she recites the spell for time and space travels, and in a blue vortex, ran over by a cold light shell, we all disappear.
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Aimlessly
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I wake up on the grass, I feel dizzy. I can hear the birds singing. 

Next to me I see my best friend’s red hair and, a little bit further away, I see Amanda’s black hair lying down on the grass, beside a green apple tree. 

I don’t know where I am, my friends are still unconscious but I decide not to wake them up yet.

I hear the swish of a little river, so I come closer and wash both my face and my hands. I stay there for a little while, and I notice that, while I’m bowing, my blonde curls have fallen on both sides of my shoulders. Then, I look at the image of my face reflected in the water and my attention lingers on my deep blue eyes. It’s like I’m being charmed by my own self. And just like when I’m about to fall into the river I hear some footsteps coming closer.

It’s a man wearing some sort of a white robe who’s got white hair and a long beard. His name is Stelios, and even though he seems to be speaking a different language, I understand each word he is saying. 

The same magic that has helped us cross the borders of time and space has also given us the capability to understand and speak the language of the people who live here; the power that we’ve just awaken is incredibly big!

Stelios is a wise man and from his gaze I can also tell that he must be a smart person. He tells me that we are in Greece, and then he starts talking about truth and happiness. His speech is so difficult that is making me tired, and that’s why, shortly afterwards, I decide to greet him and go back to my friends.

I wake Gabrielle up by touching her cheek. 

As she opens her eyes she bursts into laughter at the sight of me in such a long, large, white dress. But then she stops, when she realizes that Amanda and her are wearing that exact same robe. Together, we wake our friend up and then, following the path along the river, we get to a village nearby.

Nature here is magnificent. I have never seen such a green and blooming grass; the sky looks bright blue, the sun is shining, and there isn’t a single cloud above us. As we approach the village, people greet us with a smile, even though they have no idea of who we are. 

It’s like being in an earthly paradise!

Gabrielle is thrilled. There’s a street market at the entrance of the village with everything you can imagine in it: from clothing to food. In fact, in that same market, we can find snakeskin shoes but also odd spices and different kind of red and yellow fruits that we’ve never seen before, and each one of them has the sweetest taste. There’s a lot of people there, and everybody seems friendly and cheerful. 

It looks like my red haired friend has brought us in a place where people are happy and carefree; I can see in their eyes that they don’t seem worried at all and I wish I could say the same thing of the people that live in my own town!

Time passes quickly and suddenly it’s evening.

The torches light up both the streets and the houses, and our shadows seem to take part in the ball where all local boys and girls are now dancing.

We dance all night long and we wake up at dawn, feeling stiff, next to a fountain made of stones.

Even Gabrielle, who yesterday seemed so happy, is now tired. There’s no one around, and the boys have already left for work. We can see them all from afar in the lands around us.

My whimsical red haired friend wants to continue our trip, but she doesn’t have the book of spells with her, so she lifts her head towards the sky and starts floating. Her eyes become black, and then, as if she knew it by heart, she starts repeating the same formula that brought us here. In the twinkling of an eye, once again, we are wrapped in a blue vortex that makes us disappear in a shell of cold energy.

I’m scared but when I meet Amanda’s eyes, I feel her curiosity and her crave to experiment her power of fire. 

Another day has come.

I feel dizzy but here we are again in an unknown place.

Gabrielle is excited and can’t wait to feel new emotions.

Amanda is thrilled at the idea of throwing, once again, flames from her hands.

I’m worried. I suggest that we head home to analyze in depth what we’ve become and what’s going on, but my friends are not listening to me. It’s like they are obsessed by their new powers. Actually, to tell the truth, I can’t stop thinking that it’s not them but their recently awaken powers, instead, that are pushing my friends to test them.

Just like yesterday, our clothes have changed: the brunette is wearing a pair of red high heels, a pair of black socks, a dark velvet mini skirt, a purple top and a classy hat. While I look at her, she points at the tower that’s standing in front of us, and with a confident look, she creates an inflamed sphere that she throws against the tower, generating a big hole on its side. 

The noise made by the impact is incredibly loud, and the stones that met the inflamed sphere are now falling to pieces. Amanda looks at it and laughs. I can sense what she is feeling: she thinks that she is strong, that she can do whatever she wants and that she is powerful. She turns toward us and in a satisfied tone she says – Girls!!! Did you see what I can do? It’s amazing, I’m so powerful! I can destroy a whole tower! This thing is incredible!

Gabrielle laughs. She’s pleased by the extent of Amanda’s power, so she looks at the brunette and compliments her. 

I don’t understand them, they are starting to scare me, but I love them too much to get into a fight; plus, I can’t help but thinking about what Juno told us about Nemesis’ intentions. Despite my request to go back to Amanda’s home to analyze in depth what’s happening to us, they tell me that we’ll have plenty of time to deal with the issue, and that now they just want to enjoy their powers.

Since my friends don’t want to study the situation, I decide to do it by myself, trying to guess where we might be and what might be going on.  I ask Gabrielle how she managed to levitate and how she managed to remember the formula that we found in that old book. Surprised by my question, she says – It’s in our nature. It’s what we are!

Then, somebody who must have heard the noise that we’ve just made, comes closer and asks us if we saw what happened. 

Amanda replies fast and says that she has no clue, that we’ve just arrived from a village nearby and that we’ve heard a roar and we’ve just reached the place where we thought the noise came from. 

It creeps me out seeing how easily Amanda is able to lie. 

The people who approached us are two young men: one of them is tall and has dark blonde hair and green eyes while the other one is shorter and has got brown hair; both of them have fair skin. I ask them where we are, and just like in our last trip, we are able to understand every word that is coming out of this people’s mouth. Our languages are different, but we are able to understand each other as if our two languages looked alike. 

We are in France, in the countryside, but we don’t quite get in what time we are in.

My wish to get home becomes stronger and stronger. Travelling through time isn’t that exciting to me. On the contrary, it scares me. I’m afraid that going back home might not be that easy, and this thought, is really starting to worry me. 

The tall man gets near Gabrielle and asks her whether she had anything to eat or some money that she can give him. She says she doesn’t have any of those things, so, he grabs her arm. 

His hold is aching her, so with a gesture of the other hand she throws him away. 

The other guy screams, and says that we are demons. Then, looking terrified, he runs away.

Gabrielle, seems pretty satisfied, so she smirks and looking at us she says – Nobody can hurt us! We are stronger than ever!

However, I have a bad feeling about this!

The red haired is getting more confident by the minute, and wants us to follow her. We head to a small road that later becomes wider, then it narrows up one more time and leads us to a village, where some sort of countryside festival is taking place. Everybody here is having fun! People is singing, drinking wine, eating cheese and dancing.

I have a feeling that this tranquility might hide something very evil!

We are not at a countryside festival. We are at a wedding. The bride and the groom have just exchanged their vows, in which they promised each other they’ll forever be together. Their names are Anne and Simon, and they are smiling at their guests that are singing and having fun in their honor. They are glowing.

Then, all of a sudden, the sky gets darker and thunderbolts and lightings create a hole in it. The process in itself doesn’t seem normal. Suddenly, a cloud as heavy as a stone, and thick like smoke, takes the shape of a woman: it was a one of Nemesis’s demons. She sent it here, so she could feast on our carefree hopes and devour us with her insatiable jaws. She is unleashing that monster on us so she can finally have her brutal vendetta. 

Nemesis feeds off fears and nightmares, quarrels and rage, and whoever is experiencing one of this feelings makes her stronger. The demon had heard that the family of the grooms were against their wedding. It had smelled the scent of the blood that had been spilled by their families in the past, and now it’s feeding off this. Simon and Anne weren’t as innocent as they looked, in fact, both of them had secret partners, and their hearts were filled with lust. All their lies are now being unmasked by the demon, who is feeding off their wickedness, on behalf of its goddess. 

As the demon feeds, it gets stronger, and so, with its sharp teeth it starts to eat the people at the wedding; one by one she swallows and devour them, spilling their blood all over the place and staining everybody that is trying to run away. 

Screams and sorrow increase the power of the monster that has now become huge. The demon turns toward Gabrielle and says – Thank you dear, I’ve been following you. Your yearning for travelling and your carefreeness led me to this place of deception and infidelity. Thanks to you I’m feeding off this people, and the those close to you will be next. You’ll be the last one, and tasting you will be a real pleasure! But, don’t worry, you won’t die. You’ll stay alive, but you’ll forever live inside of me!

The red haired is trembling now. Her confidence and her cocky behavior are completely gone; fear has taken their place and has paralyzed her. Amanda and I stay still and look at all the blood that is dripping from that insatiable monster. 

All of a sudden, in the attempt of protecting ourselves, we get close to each other and form a circle; we hold hands and Amanda screams: HOOOOOOME!!!!

And here we are, back in her big house.

Was this all a nightmare?

We are so tired that we don’t even want to talk about it. Our clothes are dirty and there’s blood on each one of us. That’s how we understand that what we’ve just experienced wasn’t a dream, but the cold reality. 

It’s like we all wanted to pretend that everything was over and that tomorrow we would have been back to those lives that, up until now, have seemed so alike and boring.  We realize that, compared to such a sick and violent reality, those days were, indeed, extraordinarily beautiful. 

We can barely look at each other, and it looks like it’s been months since we’ve done our first ritual, when our powers had just awakened. We are tired... soooo tired.

We go home.

Amanda retires to her room, while me and the red head go catch the metro and go back to our families. 
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Just a few more steps and I’ll finally be home, in my peaceful bedroom.

Before I could open the main door, my grandma Barby has already preceded me. As she sees me she says – Welcome home dear, you look...good!”

For a moment I freeze and say nothing to her; I’m embarrassed, and it’s like she’s expecting me to talk, but I can’t really bring myself to do it, so I simply tell her - Hello -  and then I rush to my room, where I immediately close and lock the door.

She knows that I know, I can feel it now. I know, she knows it too!

But how could she know?

I can’t stop obsessing about it, I can’t think of anything else. She knows that I am now aware of what she is, and she also knows that I can sense what she is feeling. She knows what I did, and that I know everything. 

It’s like she is in my head. I’m going crazy. I just want to be alone, but my head’s not cooperating. 

The night passes slowly, and I can’t help but thinking about what tomorrow will bring; I’m scared about what I’ll do and about what I’ve become.

Cleo is staring at me from above. 

A new day has come. 
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The Mission
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Barby and I barely look at each other. It’s like she is waiting for me to say something, but I have no wish to do it, and so, whenever I meet her for breakfast and for lunch I simply ignore her.

My cell phone and my computer haven’t been ringing as usual these days. It’s like my friends and I just wanted to be alone.

It’s Monday. 

It’s the first day of the school week but this time the sound of the morning bell makes me feel reborn. Today, the same old life seems new, and I realize I’ve really missed it. 

I shower and get dressed. Today I’m wearing a pink outfit and a pair of boots that I’ve been meaning to try for some time now. It’s the first time that I wear them and I’m so happy!

Maybe it was just a terrible nightmare; after all, my life is only made of: school days, teachers and chats with my glowing friends. That’s how it is!

I get out of the house, I catch the bus and then the metro to go to school. Once I’m there, I finally meet Gabrielle in the aisle. Today, is the first time that we haven’t sent each other billions of texts before getting to class. We don’t talk; we just greet each other and head to class together. She is stunning as usual. She is wearing a black and white outfit, and a pair of dark, high heel boots with purple bright laces. She smiles at me and seems cheerful, so I do my best to look as calm as possible, as if nothing ever happened. 

The brunette joins us. She is wearing a green velvet outfit and her hair is tied up in a thick black braid. She often keeps it that way. She seems fine, so, the three of us start chatting about the same things: outfits, boys, girls, teachers, homework and... travels. And as soon as we touch the subject a cold silence falls among us. We used to talk about it all the time, but now that we know about the dangers that they can hide, we are frightened by them.

Class after class, we all feel the need to spend some time alone, and as always we use Amanda’s house; her house is so big that from a wing to another we can isolate ourselves from the rest of the world and chill out. Our longing to forget everything is strong but a part of us wants to remember and above all: understand! And that’s why we are here at the Black House, that is how Gabrielle likes to call it.

Here we are in the east wing of the Black House. The red hair, without saying a word, looks into her purse and extracts the book of spells. She looks at us and after a few moments of silence she says – you guys, we all know it wasn’t a dream. I can’t sleep. The sight of those people’s blood is stuck in my head. I need to know the truth. I need to know if evil will continue to hunt us down or if we can keep on living in peace and forget about everything by putting this old book back in the basement of that monstrous grandmother of yours!

I’m deeply annoyed by her offense, so in an irritated tone I say - My grandma is not a monster! 

Amanda turns toward me and speaks to me with irony and with all the intention to get on my nerves – Yeah, right, she’s just a lousy witch!

Gabrielle realizes that I’m upset for the way they are talking about my grandmother, so, she says – I didn’t mean to insult her. It’s just that, maybe, if you hadn’t been living with that old witch we wouldn’t be here, feeling bad, for those dead people; and we most certainly wouldn’t be that scared to face the same destiny!

Then, I underline that we all have the same origins, so this situation concerns the three of us in the same way. I look at Gabrielle and say – Would you say that it’s all been my fault? Or my family’s? Doesn’t your family as well proceed from a bloodline of witches?

And with a calmer tone Gabrielle replies - You’re right, although MY mother instead of making rituals in our basement, works every day in an office. 

Amanda is still looking at me, and with a placid tone of voice, says– I haven’t seen my mother in weeks. She’s abroad. 

That’s it! Annoyed by their continual accusations against my family, I look at them and say in an exhausted tone:

– I’m tired of fighting! All our families come from old and powerful witches. I don’t know what our future’s holding for us, or whether we are free to do whatever we want in our lives. I personally ignore it. But, don’t take this out of me! You were the one who did the ritual, and you were the one enjoying throwing flames from your hands, so, enough with this! 

While I say these things to my friends, tears come out of my eyes, and as soon as they see them, they immediately apologize and we all calm down.

The red head is now looking for another spell to invoke Juno; it seems like there are different rituals to summon different gods. The brunette draws the five pointed star on the ground and then she prepares the candles, the apple and the peacock’s feather.

I hear a noise coming from the balcony, as if someone has been scratching on the door. It’s Cleo, my kitty, who followed me here. I don’t understand how this is possible, considering I’m quite far from where I live. 

With irony, and raising the tone of her voice, Gabrielle says - Perfect! Now we even got the black cat! 

And Amanda adds - What’s wrong with cats? I like them. Now let’s stop fighting! We have a spell to cast!

I look at my cat and say - Cleo, sweetie, come here.

I’ve always wanted a dog but my grandmother already had this cat. She had brought it back from Italy, so I didn’t insist on getting a dog. 

We place at the sides of the star and the red head starts reciting in Latin the Invocatio, and all of a sudden, right after the first sentences the flame of the candle that’s been standing in the center of the star straightens up making a loud noise, and from a blue light a figure takes shape. This time, Juno, is smaller and thinner, and in a firm voice she says - Now that you’ve seen the horrors of hatred and the vengeance spirit of a divine race who wants to devour you and your world, it’s your duty to use your powers to protect mankind.

Gabrielle, promptly replies - But we didn’t choose to have this powers! Why should we suffer for something that we haven’t chosen?

Amanda supports her and says - Gabrielle’s right. It wasn’t our choice. Brings us back in time. I wanna go back to my old life. 

With eyes of affection and thoughtfulness, as if she wanted to explain to her daughters how the world goes, she continues her speech, this time addressing Gabrielle -You didn’t choose to be born either. So, since you haven’t chosen to start living your life, do you really think there shouldn’t be pain in it? Your powers are part of you, of what you are. They are just like your hair or your hands. They are not a choice, but a fact. 

I look at the goddess and confess - I’m afraid that I’ll make some mistakes and that I won’t use my power in the right way; I’m afraid that I’ll hurt someone and that I won’t be able to protect the people I love.

And suddenly she says - Eleanor, among all the other bloodlines of witches, your family is the one with the strongest power. Just point your hand at your cat and create something!

Like Juno said, I open my hand and turn it so that the palm looks at the roof, I point it at Cleo and think about something good and gentle, and then Cleo starts to change. She becomes different, her face makes noisy sounds, as if she’s snoaring every time that she breathes; her legs get fatter and so does her body; her coat takes a fawn color while her pretty little face becomes black; Cleo has become a pug, a beautiful pug that runs back and forth like a baby and with her breath she spreads happiness and peace. Her presence is delightful. 

Juno raises her hands and her figure becomes brighter:

You see, there’s no matter in the world that you can’t change, you can travel through time and space because they don’t exist for you, and there are no barriers that you cannot cross. You’ll realize that the matter will change but the soul won’t. Nemesis is hungry for hatred and despair, and is looking for them here, on earth; When she’ll find them she’ll feed off them. When she will feel sated she’ll have enough power to throw the entire world in the demoniac dimensions where her family of gods originated, and everything will be swamped by Chaos; people demons will coexist in the same body, but people will be soon devoured by them. There will be no room for us anymore, because the people who once believed in us won’t do it anymore, and this means that we won’t exist any longer. You are the witches that have been chosen, and it’s your duty to stop Nemesis from sinking the world into this terrible fate, made of Chaos and demons. You are going to have to use your powers to fight against Nemesis attacks; in this way, she won’t be able to put an end to things as we know them. 

So Gabrielle asks her - What if I don’t want to fight? What if  I just want to use my powers to have fun instead? Would you take them back?







With a placid tone Juno replies - I can’t take what’s already in your soul, but when everything will be thrown into Chaos your life will be over. 

After having given some thoughts to Juno’s words, Amanda says – Oh, dear Goddess, I get what you mean, and I’ll fight to save all of us and the people that we love from those evil beings. 

I join the brunette and say - I’ll stand by your side, Juno!

Then, all of a sudden, without saying anything to us, Gabrielle recites the words - Ite, invocatio est!

The Goddess disappears, the flames blow out, and everything gets dark; Amanda stands up and opens the curtains to let the light inside the room, and looking irritated, asks Gabrielle -What the hell have you done?!

Gabrielle replies -I sent her away. I’m not a warrior, and I just want to have fun.

Then, I yell at her- You’re crazy!

Amanda, tries to tone down the voices and says - Guys, you’d better calm down. She told us everything we needed to know. As for you, aren’t you afraid of spilling more blood?

And the red head replies - It’s exactly BECAUSE I’m afraid this will happen again that I don’t want to roll in it like you morons are doing. I just want to think about being fine, instead of drowning into thoughts of death and destruction. 

With an ironic voice I say - How could you think about having fun when everybody is dying?

And Gabrielle, sounding irritated says - I can’t stand you anymore! It’s getting late. Maybe, we should all go home!

Despite the strong emotions, the fear and the uncertainty of what we are about to live, while I’m on the street, I feel satisfied and kinda happy, because I have this new version of Cleo with me; with her tongue out of her mouth, her loud gasping breath, and the noise made by the nails of her little paws, she is making me feel so happy. I’ve never thought that an animal could make me feel so good; she’s become a real beauty; it’s not like she hasn’t been cute before, I like cats, but now it’s like she’s turned into this cute little baby! I can feel her devotion for me, she kisses and licks me as she never did before. I feel like she needs me and so do I. I love her so much.

When I open the door I start to fear my grandmother’s reaction when she’ll realize that her beloved black cat isn’t here anymore, and that there’s a pug, instead, in her place. Even though her soul, her spirit, is still here, she does look different, and I’m afraid of how my grandma might take it. Actually, I don’t even know how to tell her:  this time I can’t pretend to act as if nothing happened or not talk at all like before. It’s too damned clear that what was a cat before is now a dog. What if she doesn’t like her this way?

I’m scared.

I open the door, and I find my grandmother sitting in front of the kitchen’s table reading what seems to be a very old book. She looks at her and says - Pizzy, my love, come, I cooked you some meat!

She already knew it, as she also knew that I was scared, I can feel it! Without saying a word, I leave Pizzy, as Barby just called her, with her owner, and go to my room. This time, I live the door opened, so that Pizzy can come in when she finishes. I want her to sleep in my bed; I want her to warm me with her affection, and I want her to bring me joy and peace.

Another day has come. 
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Strange Statues
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Today is not just a regular school day. Today we are going on a school trip! We are going to catch the bus in front of the school and then flight through the old Europe, and finally land in Oslo, where we’ll have the chance to taste the cold air of the big North, and to make a tour of Northern Europe.

Last year, we visited the hot Southern Europe, and we visited some of the capitals of continental Europe, such as Paris and Rome; this year, we get to experience the big and cold North, from Oslo, in Northern Sweden, till Denmark; then we will make a tour of the Baltics.

We are all wearing light-weight clothing, but as soon as the plane lands, we are going to wear the winter coats that each one of us has in the suitcase. 

We often travel together, and we usually have fun, but now that we have experienced travelling through magic, this time is a bit different, and using an airplane suddenly seems so difficult; we are able to travel through time and space every time we want in the twinkling of an eye, but this time we have to stand on a cue and wait for all those never ending security checks. Now that we’ve tried that thrill, everything seems so slow in comparison.

Between our chats and the excitement of seeing a place that might be different from the chaotic New York, the flight passes smoothly, with no air sickness. 

After a stopover in London, we finally land to Oslo. Suddenly, feeling into our bones the cold of this Viking land, we wear our winter coats. We are not used to such low temperatures. 

Gabrielle immediately buys at the duty free of the Airport a Viking helmet with two big horns and then she wears it; she looks very good in it, because it’s just like her: strong and eye-catching. 

People are blonde here, but not like in Sweden, where, last year, Amanda and I went with her parents. They were on a business trip, and they brought me with them so that I could keep her company. Sweden was beautiful: the nature, the people, the peace... it was a wonderful country! If I have the chance, I have to go back there. Hopefully, Norway will be as stunning as Sweden.

The place is very quiet, while New York is always buried in a thunderous idle chatter that resounds in the air. This tranquility and silence give us a sense of peace, but inside of me, I have a bad feeling, and I fear that evil might be following us, and that is always ready to assault us and to tear the flesh off our bodies.

Everything is greener here. The trees look quieter than usual and the buildings are more linear and grim. It’s like they are inviting everyone to be quiet; boys and girls here are politer and kinder compared to the chaotic environment of New York. 

When we arrive at the hotel we expect to have a room of our own, just for the three of us, but it looks like there’s been a misunderstanding between our teachers and the staff of the hotel, so all students are regrouped in quadruple rooms, because all the rooms of the hotel can only host four people, and not three, as our teachers understood. 

So, there will be another person in our room, and with all the commotion that everybody is doing in the hall of the hotel we hear we are going to share the room with Sylwia, a polish girl born in Arabia, with an olive skin tone and with a bad taste in clothing, that recently moved to New York. 

Gabrielle comes close to me and whispers in my ear – That’s perfect! We’ve been assigned the loser one, we are gonna have such a blast...

I don’t reply. I just want to have a shower. 

Amanda is a few feet away, talking to Gregory, a Danish guy, who recently moved to NY that hasn’t made any friends yet; in fact, he’s been ignored by everyone, so Amanda, who’s got a big heart, comes close to him and ask him how he is.

Gregory’s got a weird look on his eyes; he is tall, blond, physically strong and his eyes are bright blue; at first sight, he might look like my brother because, like me, he’s got Nordic features. He speaks English very little, in fact, he is explaining to Amanda that his parents oblige him to take a two-hour class of English every day in the afternoon, so he can catch up on the program as soon as possible.

Guys don’t want to be with him, they are less welcoming than us girls; they tend to team up only with people they’ve known for a long time, and consequently they isolate the newly arrived; Gregory inevitably ends up in the room with the three hothead of the school: three football players who only care about sports and about giving troubles to the wicker kids. Their names are Alex, Harry and Albert. But the newly arrived doesn’t seem intimidated by them; he leaves Amanda and goes pick up the keys and meet his new roommates.  

When she comes back, Amanda, welcomes Sylwia in our group and then we all go to room sixty-six, which is at the sixth floor.  Gabrielle opens the door. 

A few minutes after we’ve entered the room, while we are hanging our clothes in the wardrobe, Gabrielle points her hand at Sylvwia’s closet that immediately falls in the girl’s bed, and almost hits her. Her bed was on Gabrielle’s side, and the fall caused the breaking of both the bed and the closet. 

Amanda and I are worried, so we ask Sylwia how she is, and we call our teachers. They decide to move Sylwia to another room and to have the closet and the bed fixed later on; as we go back to our rooms, despite what their eyes are already saying they start using words to talk. 

Then I look at my red haired friend and with a tense voice I tell her – Are you crazy? You could have hurt her!

And Gabrielle replies placidly – You always exaggerate, you make a tragedy of a simple scratch.

Then Amanda turns toward Gabrielle and reproaches her – This time I agree with Eleanor, Gabrielle. We all know that you lack the spirit of a red cross nurse, but now you are exaggerating, and if you keep acting like this, sooner or later, you are going to hurt someone pretty badly. 

And Gabrielle immediately answers back at her – Do you want to try?!

Amanda, not scared at all, says – Do you want to be burned alive?!

And Gabrielle, with a firm voice replies – You wouldn’t have the courage!

I try to calm them down, putting myself between them; then, I tell them – Hey! Girls! We are friends. We are one thing. We love each other, come on!

So Gabrielle, looks at both of us and with a calmer voice says – You’re right, I apologize, it’s my fault. I’m nervous about all this Nemesis thing, and I must confess that I’m scared and that I didn’t want that a stranger could stick her nose into our business. 

Amanda, looks at the red head with tenderness and says – I’m sorry too, like you I’m nervous about this situation. I would never use my powers on you two, I love you too much.

And then, I confess to both my friends what I really feel - I’m not nervous about Nemesis, I’m terrified by her! I can’t sleep at night, and the only thing that makes me feel better is Pizzy, which now I miss so much. I love you guys! You must be united and ready for anything that might happen. 

And while these words come out of my mouth I get goose bumps.  I was afraid because I didn’t even want to think about what we might have to face, to what might attack us, without knowing when and how this might happen. Fearing that this might happen at any moment terrified me.  It still wasn’t clear to me what could Nemesis feed off exactly. I get that she feeds off fear, nightmares and hypocrisy, but how and where does she find them? Does she get them from the people around us? Or from the people in the world where these feelings are stronger? And if so, why is she here and not in those places of the world that lack the most of justice? Are we the ones responsible for the amplification of the feelings of the people around us, making them even more attractive to that ravenous monster? Is it because of what we are? Is this the reason why the people around us are in such danger?

Many are the questions that I have and many are the things that I’m afraid of, but we need to go to bed. I know exactly what my friends are feeling. Amanda wants me to be her a guide, while Gabrielle just wants me to be a faithful friend, but I’m scared, sooo scared. 

Another day has come. 

Today we are supposed to visit Vigeland Park, and then we are going to spend our lunch break in this Viking park. 

Along the way, while Gabrielle and I are walking arm in arm, we see Amanda approaching Gregory. She notices that his face looks relaxed and refreshed, unlike his three roommates that can barely walk. In fact, all of a sudden, they are showing huge bags under their eyes, and appear even thinner.

The brunette looks at him and asks him – Hey Gregory, how are you? How did the night with your new roommates go? They don’t look so good, poor boys, how come?

With an annoyed tone, Gregory immediately replies – You are pesky and a smartass, don’t you have anything better to do? Go back to your little friends and piss off!

Amanda is shocked by his words, and so she comes back to us and reports us everything. Like her, I’m surprised to hear about what just happened; Gregory seemed such a good boy. The red head laughs instead and says – You deserved it! You are always sticking your nose in everybody’s business. Why don’t you stay here and chill with us?

We continue our visit and walk through the roads of the park. It’s magnificent! There are thousands of beautiful statues of men, women and kids; they look so real in their well-finished bodies, and even the kids inspire tenderness. 

All of a sudden, we notice that Amanda is stepping away from us, and that is headed to a deserted area of the park, so we decide to follow her, even though, at first, Gabrielle didn’t really agree on this. We realize that she’s been following Gregory and his three roommates, who are going behind some trees and bushes, out of other’s people sight.

When Amanda catches up with them, she witnesses a horrifying scene: Gregory lays his lips on each of his roommates, and one by one he sucks their souls, leaving only their bloodless empty skins on the ground, with their clothes still on.

Amanda feels sick, and so do Gabrielle and I, who in the meantime have arrived and have seen part of the scene from behind her back. 

When Gregory realizes that he’s been unmasked, he opens his jaws and makes a loud sound, as if thousands of seagulls were screaming together and suddenly, hail chunks as big as walnuts start to fall from the sky.

After seeing that scene, I bend down and puke.

Amanda cries while Gabrielle, less shocked, raises her hands above her head and with her powers protects us from the hail that was about to hit us. 

In the meantime, seeing the size of the hail, everybody has escaped with the intention to look for a shelter out of the park, and in the blink of an eye, the place is void and deserted. We have been left alone, with the skins of our three schoolmates, with the statues that reside in this huge green spot and Gregory, “the monster”.

Gregory’s eyes have become bloody-red while he has grown taller and bigger than before and his skin is glowing. He starts talking to us – You ruined my lunch, I serve my holy goddess and since you have disturbed the two of us you’ll be punished!

Gregory was just one of Nemesis’s servant and was feeding off the fear of our three schoolmates, that looked like hot-heads but that with their familiar issues and their personal insecurities were indeed fragile people with a lot of worries and desperation. Nemesis was feeding off their desperation, and the three of us, unfortunately, acted as amplifiers of those fears; in fact, with our presence the fear that was getting out of their bodies became more visible to our enemy. Their room was at the seventh floor, just above ours, and when, at night, Gregory started to feast on their bodies, I heard him and I knew that something wasn’t right, and yet, I did nothing to help save my schoolmates. Knowing this made me sad, and even more scared. Maybe I wasn’t able to protect the world, maybe I didn’t deserve all this power... maybe being the chosen one wasn’t a role that suit me. 

Gregory opened his jaws wide, and little Gregory monsters with long fangs got out of his mouth and tried to kill us; they scratched our clothes while we tried to dodge them, but Amanda turned them to ashes with a violence that we’d never seen before and then pointed at Gregory and threw a fireball at him, but he managed to dodge it and started reciting a prayer in a strange language. That prayer slowly brought to life all of the statues in the park, and even the obelisk, where all bodies were intertwined, started crumbling and one by one all the statues in it became alive. The little kids no longer inspired tenderness: their faces didn’t seem reassuring at all; they had pointed eyes and long canines, their fingers had long and sharp nails and they were all trying to kill us. 

They were moving in a weird way, and there was some kind of background music the was creeping us out and that was getting out of the fangs of the monster; it was that same music that awoke the statues, and listening to this creepy music they were moving toward us and dancing as if they were trying to crush our bones, and to celebrate their victory on what was to be left of our bodies: crumbs. 

Terrified, we ran away and looked for an escape, but it seemed like there was no way out. We were surrounded by them. Back to back we stuck together and formed a circle until the red head pointed at the dancing statues and made them crush against each other, and with brutality they crumbled apart; one by one she destroyed hundreds of them, and the dust that they produced in the process created a dark thick fog that blurred our eyes and hid Gregory.

That ravenous monster took advantage of it and hit Amanda’s leg.  The brunette screamed– ELEANOR, HURRY, WIPE OUT THE FOG WITH THE POWER OF THE WIND!

I’m so scared that I’m petrified. I try to be brave, I raise my hands at breasts height, I unite them and say – Wind, scatter this hellish fog against this dark enemy, who only serves evil forces!

And suddenly the light shows us Gregory’s body on top of Amanda’s; her leg aches and she is terrified by him; as soon as she sees him she points at him with the palm of her hand and sets fire to him.

Gregory escapes and screams even louder than before: he deafens us with his superhuman screams; he is running, while his body is on fire but I can see that he is alive now and is standing right in front of us, so, as driven by nature, I point my hand at him and shout – FREE HIM!

And all of a sudden, the flames disappear and I see a black and blue smoke evaporating from his eyes.

Gregory wasn’t a demon, and he wasn’t even Nemesis’ servant. 

He was just a guy that had been possessed by one of Nemesis’ demons, who feed off his fears and off our schoolmates. We realize now that our enemy is able to use human bodies and it’s our duty to free them, without killing them. We lost this battle because the lives of our three classmates had already disappeared into Nemesis’ darkness, and there was nothing left that we could do to stop this. 

Our pain is strong, almost as strong as our fears. 

In the evening, we all go back to the hotel and it feels like everybody knew what happened: Gregory, the three of us, our schoolmates, our teachers; although, it looks like everybody is pretending to ignore the facts. Maybe, magic is stopping the others from understanding what we are. I have no idea of what might be going on, or if we are all refusing to see the truth for what it is. 

What I do know, or what I feel, is that there’s like a pact between good and evil that prevent human beings from remembering that they have turned into other beings; so, after the battle, when the monster reveals his nature to the human and they separate, it’s like the human mind falls into the foggiest unconsciousness, and forgets all about it. 

Our schoolmates had an accident.

That’s what everybody is saying, and that is how the media are reporting the news. The school trip ends here and we all prepare to go back home. 

We are scared. We feel frustrated and angry because we are able to see a truth that the others can’t. 

With the end of the school trip we become more aware of ourselves, and in a blink of an eye we are home. 
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Time seems to pass fast and days all look the same. We are back at school; our classes are boring and we don’t dare talking about what happened; maybe we are just not brave enough to admit that it was our fault if our schoolmates didn’t make it out alive. 

I think that my friends and I are like a lighthouse at night for Nemesis. Through us she can see the fears of the people around us, because it seems like we amplify them with our magical spirit. However, I believe that if the three of us weren’t here she would indiscriminately feed off any human being, because no one would be able to stand in her way.

I don’t know whether I could be a shield against the violence, the desperate rage and the hunger for vengeance that is consuming her; or if I’m worthy of protecting the people that are close to me. And after all, how could I be able to do it? I’m made of flesh; how could I oppose a God? Nemesis is not a nightmare, and she’s not even a ghost or a demon, she is a God.

I can sense the fear of my two friends: even Gabrielle, that here at school looks light hearted, showing us her new shoes, or her fashionable clothes, reassures us about anything that might happen, and then quickly switches the subject. She is scared, I can feel her fear, and it seems bigger than mine. It’s like she’s afraid of losing that ordinary life that used to bore her before all of this thing happened. 

It’s different with Amanda. I can feel her fear but I can’t read into her soul. The vision that I have is blurry and I can’t see through her. It’s like I am able to read through everybody else but not through her; sometimes I ask the brunette how she feels, and when she says “fine” I can feel her fear but I can’t read into her mind, and then we switch subject and start talking about guys, classes, and YouTube videos; everything that used to be frivolous and stupid before, now looks extraordinarily normal to us. I almost wish that by talking about these things everything would go back to the way it was before, as if what we just lived was only a dream.

Days pass and nothing evil happens. However, I have a feeling that, soon, Nemesis’ black soul will suffocate us with her weight. 

Gabrielle reads on the web that a new stuffed animals store is about to open in Marble Hill, and she wants to go. She convinces us to go with her, even though we are not very fond of those things. Back to when I was a little girl I used to collect Barbies, but I stopped when I started to think that they were sexist. Amanda, on the other hand, still collects porcelain old dolls, and in her house she has a room packed with them. In every wall the dolls eyes meet and observe everyone who gets in.

It’s Saturday morning, and we decide to go pay a visit at the shop.

We meet in a pub near my house. The weather is nice. The sun is shining on a peaceful sky. I’m wearing a pair of light jeans, black sneakers, and a shirt tied around the waist; Amanda has her hair tied in a ponytail and is wearing a pair of black sneakers and dark jeans; Gabrielle has got a pale miniskirt, leather boots and an orange top.

Using the public transportation, we head towards Marble Hill, and while we go we chat and laugh; the people around us look happy and carefree: maybe the sun is helping them feel in a good mood. 

In front of us there’s a long queue; in fact, today there’s the opening ceremony of the shop, and that’s why Gabrielle has chosen this exact date; there’s a lot of people on the streets because there are high discounts in several shops; while we are waiting in the queue, among the people around us we recognize Gregory, who is there with another boy, Richard; so, Amanda calls him for a quick chat. 

After being introduced to everyone and after a little chat we realize that Gregory has got over that ugly experience; he says that he’s still having nightmares about it but that he is doing his best to move on as if nothing ever happened, and that to him this is the best way to heal from that experience. 
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