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Chapter 1: Nara
 
Nara is sixteen years old and sitting in philosophy class, in her usual seat, about five meters from the professor. She tries to listen to what he’s explaining—a specific aspect of Aristotle's thought: the difference between potential being and actual being. She thinks she understands, but she's not entirely sure. She’d like to raise her hand and ask a few questions to make sure, but, as usual for her, she doesn't. She feels embarrassed. What will her classmates think? She’s sure she’d stumble over her words, and they’d all burst out laughing at her expense. Besides, she can’t hear her teacher Guerau’s voice properly because the classmates behind her won’t stop making silly jokes and stupid comments that distract her. She finds it very draining because the joking continues into the next class, and the next day, and the week after.
Next to her sits Aura. They've been friends since they met in kindergarten. They have a very good relationship, better than if they were sisters; because there's no real biological tie, they avoid the typical problems that arise between family members. (Nara is sure that if Aura were her actual sister, they couldn't be friends). There's a deep understanding between them, so many messages pass without needing words. A look, a touch of the hand, a deep breath... any gesture can be interpreted if you know the code. For Nara and Aura, there's nothing that can't be encoded, nothing that can't be transmitted in secret. Their very small circle is completed by Jofre, a boy they met in their first year of high school, and Berta, Jofre's twin sister.
The bell rings, signaling the end of class. Nara is the first one out of the classroom, heading for the restroom. Once there, she looks at her oval, symmetrical face in the mirror. Her large, green eyes project a sweet and compassionate image, though she isn't aware of it. Right now, her attention is focused on a small pimple on the left side of her nose, contrasting with the pale whiteness of her skin. It's a reddish-pinkish color. Maybe in a few days, it will turn yellow if pus forms. But that won't happen, because she'll pop it with a needle and some rubbing alcohol. Nara wishes all problems could be solved the same way: with a needle and some rubbing alcohol.
She goes into a stall and bolts the door. She realizes her period has started. At the same time, she observes her body, slim and lanky. She looks at her breasts and notices they've grown a little. She feels a slight tenderness on the inside of each nipple. She doesn't quite understand the reason for these physiological changes, but she accepts them. They fit with the environmentalist ideology she likes so much.
Despite her age, her appearance is almost childlike. She looks at her hands and wonders what they will do, these fine and expressive hands, throughout her life. Then she looks at her feet. They are small, but agile. She feels that with them, she could go to the other end of the world. They have never failed her, especially when she’s had to run to escape the street gangs (especially neo-Nazi groups) that occasionally harass her and her few friends. She also realizes that when she dies, her feet and hands will die too, dragged down by whatever organic dysfunction causes her demise. At first, it seems unfair to her: why should they disappear if they'll most likely still be in good condition? But then she remembers her ecological convictions and tries to understand that what nature dictates should not be contradicted.
She quickly gets changed and leaves the restroom. Outside, Aura and Jofre are waiting for her.
"Everything okay, Nara?" Aura asks.
"Yes, everything's fine, Aura. Come on, let's get out of here."
The three of them leave the school and head towards their usual meeting place, El Casal bar, located about nine hundred meters away. Once there, they order three non-alcoholic beers and sit in silence for a few moments. Aura, without thinking, breaks the silence and starts doing what she loves best: asking questions to everyone within a two-meter radius of the central point she occupies.
"Jofre, where's Berta? Why didn't she come to school today?"
"She had a headache, or at least that's what she told our parents this morning. And that she’d got her period."
"I got my period too, and I didn't miss school because of it!" Nara says.
"Well, you know Berta," Jofre replies. "She makes a big deal out of everything."
"Well, I think it's the most natural thing in the world," Nara adds, "and therefore, no reason to change your daily routine. I don't know what she'd do if she went through what happened to me."
Aura and Jofre look at each other, puzzled, not knowing what Nara is talking about. Finally, Aura asks, "And what happened to you that I don't know about? I thought there were no secrets between us."
"It was so intense, I still can't quite believe it myself. If I tell you, you'll think I'm crazy."
"Girl, you're really intriguing me," Jofre adds. "Don't keep us waiting, tell us already!"
They both fix their eyes on Nara, who remains silent for a few moments, her doubts expressed through eloquent gestures. These are characteristic traits she can't avoid: the movement of her eyes, her eyebrows, her hands touching her hair and face, her lips pressed shut or turned inward…
"Okay, I'll tell you. Sometimes, without me doing anything to cause it, I grow butterfly wings on my back."
Aura and Jofre burst out laughing. Neither of them can believe what they’ve just heard. They think Nara is pulling their leg, even though that’s never been her style.
"Wait, did I hear that right?" Jofre asks. "Butterfly wings?"
"Yes, Jofre, you heard right. Butterfly wings. Not pigeon wings, or eagle wings, or swallow wings. Butterfly wings. I assume you've seen them before," Nara replies.
"But Nara, what you're saying makes no sense!" Aura exclaims, starting to worry about her friend's mental health. "You can't grow wings, not butterfly wings or any other kind. It's biologically impossible. Weren't you paying attention in class when Mrs. Roure was teaching us about genetics?"
"I know what genetics is, Aura, and yes, I was paying attention in class!" Nara retorts, defensively. "And I also know that according to science, this is impossible. But facts are facts, whether we like them or not. And science has to adapt to the facts, not the other way around."
"But then you must have some proof to back up what you're saying. A photograph, for example, though those can be faked too," Jofre states.
"Actually, yes, I have a photograph. Look!" Nara orders.
Nara shows them an image saved on her phone, where butterfly wings can be clearly and convincingly seen emerging from her shoulder blades.
"Wow, girl, I see you were telling the truth. But wait, it could still be a manipulated photo, like Jofre said," Aura says.
"No, it's not a manipulated photo. Look at the precision and the details. It would take a lot of expertise to do that artificially, which Nara doesn't have," Jofre points out.
"Well, even with the photo, I won't believe it until I see it. Maybe you just dreamed it!" Aura asserts, emphasizing the word "dreamed." But Nara isn't ready to give up.
"Look, you're my best friends. In fact, you're the only friends I have, apart from Berta. If you can't believe me, I'll understand. It's hard for me to believe too, you know. But I know what I saw, and what I experienced, and it hasn't just happened once. When my wings appear, I enter a state of indescribable happiness and joy. I see reality from a new perspective, where everything fits and nothing is out of place. I understand things that were impossible for me to comprehend before. It's as if a window opens, allowing me to look into the past, and another that lets me observe the future, and between them, there's a continuity that puts everything in order."
"And have you figured out if there's any pattern to these appearances? Any triggering factor?" Jofre asks.
"Now that you mention it, it usually happens when I have to face a problem, or in stressful situations, like when you find yourself in a dead-end street. Get it?"
"Yeah, sure. Have you told your parents yet?" Aura asks.
"Not yet. You know how parents always want to control everything. Sometimes they don't even let me breathe."
"You can say that again!" Jofre adds. "But I think you should. It's very possible that if you have this 'gift,' one of your ancestors had it too. That would help you understand what's happening to you better."
"I think you're right, Jofre. But I need to find the right moment. They've been so busy these past few weeks, they don't have a second to listen to me."
"I don't know if I would," says Aura. "They might just hit you with one of those typical adult responses, like, 'What are you talking about, have you lost your mind?'"
"Anyway, from what you've said, it's not a bad thing, is it?" Jofre asks.
"No, not at all! On the contrary, I experience it as something very positive. Whenever my wings have appeared, problems have eased or disappeared. And it doesn't just affect me, but also those around me."
"Could you give us an example?" Aura asks.
"Well... let me think... Yes, about a month ago. My mother lectured me because, in her opinion, I don't read enough and my grades have dropped. She has this fixation that we need to be cultured, and that this can only be achieved through study and reading. And it's ironic, because I love to read! Anyway, I went to my room feeling a bit sad and frustrated, thinking that no one at home recognized my efforts, and suddenly, it happened."
"What happened?" Aura and Jofre ask at the same time, their expressions showing unsatisfied curiosity.
"Well, like I was saying! I remember the room was dark, with the light off. Suddenly, I felt a tingling in my shoulders, and the space filled with a faint lilac-colored light. Gradually, I felt the sadness and frustration disappear, giving way to a sense of comfort and an inner peace that greatly strengthened me. At the same time, I noticed my feet were no longer touching the ground. I was rising! I was floating in the middle of the room like a hot air balloon. The feeling of peace and serenity grew. Now I could feel my mother's sincere concern, and also, the great trust and hope she had placed in me. I regretted my unfair reaction to her, and slamming the door."
"And what else happened?" Jofre asks.
"Well, nothing much. Once I recovered from my emotional wounds, the wings began to disappear, and I very gently returned to my feet on my bedroom floor, which was now filled with a delicious scent of lavender and dried roses. The aroma spread throughout the house, acting like a soothing balm of tranquility and tenderness. My parents didn't know where it came from, but they didn't ask either. I guess they were content just to enjoy its beneficial effects. And that's it. That's the story, believe it or not."
Jofre and Aura remain silent, as if wanting to mentally review everything Nara has told them. Then, before anyone can add anything else, Berta appears.
"Hey, people! What are you doing here so quiet and still? You look like the chameleons I have at home!"
"Berta! Come sit with us! You've missed an incredible story from Nara!" Aura says.
Berta is Jofre's twin sister, but despite their extraordinary resemblance, they are very different in personality and tastes, except for one thing: their eagerness to compete and prove to everyone which of them is better. Once she hears Nara's story, she has a reaction no one else expects.
"I don't see what's so extraordinary about this story. That kind of thing happens to quite a few people. Of course, they don't want to talk about it, for fear of being locked up in a psychiatric hospital."
"Berta, what are you talking about? You've never told me any story like this!" Jofre exclaims.
"Well, that's because you never asked," Berta replies.
"Okay guys, let's not get into typical sibling squabbles now," Aura intervenes. "It's perfectly normal that it wouldn't cross your mind, Jofre, to ask that kind of question, right? Nobody's just walking along with someone and suddenly stops to ask if they've ever seen people with butterfly wings, or anything like that."
"Of course not!" Nara replies. "But please stop arguing, because I want Berta to explain her statement. Berta, have you seen anyone else experience something similar to what happens to me?"
"Well... more or less. It's not as rare a phenomenon as you think. For instance, I know a guy who, when he gets nervous, starts to lose his color until you see him in black and white. It's amazing! And if the excitement increases, he reaches a point where he becomes transparent! Then you can't perceive him at all."
"That's what you call being completely invisible!" Jofre exclaims, letting out a loud laugh. "Happens to me a lot, especially when my sister comes near."
"Come on, Jofre, don't make fun, he's a really nice guy," Berta complains. "And you know what you said isn't true."
"Well, I didn't know anything about this guy. What's his name? Does he go to our school? Can we go see him?" Aura asks, in her usual rushed style.
"Aura, don't get so carried away!" Berta replies. "Let's see... His name is Carles, Carles Llopis, and I don't know if we can go see him. As you can imagine, he's very private. And no, he doesn't go to our school, luckily for him."
"And if he doesn't go to our school, how do you know him?" Nara asks.

Chapter 2: Berta and Carles
 
The atmosphere at El Casal warmed up with a young, loyal crowd who, after work, sought a comfortable, central spot to unwind with a beer. There were also students, like Nara and her friends, and older folks, neighborhood residents, regulars who didn't appreciate their lifelong "café" being overcrowded at certain times of the day. The owner of the establishment, Pere Costa, didn't share their opinion, seeing as revenues were soaring and business was booming. Nevertheless, he tried to keep his angrier customers loyal, occasionally offering them a free coffee or other small gestures:
"Torquella, don't reach for your wallet, your drink's on me today!"
"Really? How come?"
"It's on the house today."
"And tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow? You come by, and I'll let you know."
"Alright, Pere! See you!"
As he left, Torquella stared at Nara with a malicious grin. He also quickly scanned the young people with her, wondering who they were and what they were doing in "his" beloved café almost every day. Didn't they have anywhere else to go? Shouldn't they be at home studying? And their parents? Had they so quickly given up their responsibility of keeping an eye on them? "Good thing I never had kids, because I wouldn't have a clue how to raise them!" he muttered to himself. And he continued, "Come to think of it, who the hell knows how to raise kids? Who the hell knows anything!"
Torquella went through the bar's door that led to the stairs to the outside, unaware that among the group of young people he had observed, there was a girl, Berta, who had literally read his thoughts—an ability she hadn't revealed to anyone, not even her brother Jofre. Upon learning the man's ideas, she felt the contempt that accompanied them, and at the same time, a sexual desire towards Nara that she found utterly disgusting. Thus, to Berta, he was a dangerous, lecherous old man, against whom all possible protective measures had to be taken. She began to ponder how to warn Nara when suddenly Aura's loud voice interrupted her thoughts.
"Well, are you going to tell us where you met Carles or not? I have to head home, or my mom will lecture me again," Aura stated, uneasy at the unflattering prospect.
"I ran into him one day when we were on a class trip to the Corredor Sanctuary. The poor boy had gotten lost in the woods and didn't know how to get back to his classmates. Lucky for him, we were there and walked him to where his school supervisors were. Guerau took care of everything," Berta explained.
"What do you mean? How could he have gotten lost if he was with his school group?" Jofre asked.
"From what he told me, I gathered that Carles is being bullied at school, and this was just another piece of crap he had to endure. Even though he didn't tell me, I'm sure they dragged him to a remote area and left him there all alone. Maybe they even blindfolded him to make him more disoriented," Berta asserted.
Berta spoke with extreme certainty, as if, instead of making assumptions, she were narrating observed facts in a journalistic style. Nara, Jofre, and Aura listened, sensing the conviction in her words, unaware that Berta had actually read Carles's mind. What for some might be mere conjectures, for her were verifiable realities she could recount as if she had lived them.
"Berta, we have to do something, don't you think?" Nara said.
"You're absolutely right, Nara, we can't just stand by and let those bastards get away with it," Jofre affirmed. "Besides, when you found him, he must have been in black and white, or half-transparent, from fear and distress, I suppose. Weren't you scared, Berta?"
"Not one bit. Well... I have to confess, at first, I found it very strange. The boy was semi-transparent, and I could see the trees and bushes behind him right through his body. But... I don't know. I immediately sensed he was just a poor unfortunate soul who needed help, and from then on, we became friends."
"Could we go see him?" Nara asked. "Maybe I can help him with my butterfly wings! Where does he live?"
"In Vilassar de Mar," Berta answered. "I have his WhatsApp contact. I'll send him a message so we can meet up. Sound good?"
They all agreed it was a good idea. Suddenly, a feeling of solidarity towards Carles arose among them, born from the deep empathy they felt, and also motivated by their own personal histories. They had all suffered social isolation and therefore knew the serious consequences it entailed. By one of life's ironies, this was the first common thread that united them.
The next day, Berta tried to contact Carles, but without success. All the messages she sent went unanswered. As a result, that afternoon, settled in again at El Casal bar, she suggested to her friends that they go to the boy's house and find out what was happening. They all agreed, but there was an initial obstacle to overcome: Berta didn't know her friend's address.
"Guys, he only gave me his phone number. He also told me he studied at Vilatzara High School. But he didn't tell me where he lived. And I didn't think to ask either," Berta explained.
"Well, that's the only lead we have for now. We have to go to Vilatzara and get them to tell us where Carles lives," Aura said.
"But that information is sensitive; they won't give it to us," Jofre stated. "The best thing would be to ask the students."
"You can't just ask around randomly," Nara said. "It's unlikely we'll find someone who knows him and also knows where he lives. That would be incredibly lucky. Have you checked social media? Maybe he has an Insta or TikTok account, and we can leave him a message."
"I already checked," Berta said. "But no, he doesn't have any accounts. And it's completely understandable, knowing he could be cyberbullied. Do you have any other ideas on how to find him?"
The four of them fell silent, a stark contrast to the usual noise of El Casal bar. Suddenly, Nara's wings began to emerge, faintly illuminating the corner where they sat. However, no one else noticed, except for our protagonists, whose eyes, wide as saucers, couldn't believe what they were witnessing. If any doubt about the truth of Nara's story remained, it had now completely vanished. At the same time, all four felt transported into a dreamlike state, where their minds merged into a single, transcendent spiritual form. In this trance-like state, they understood the urgent need to find Carles and shared an intuition that he was closer than they imagined.
Gradually, the experience brought on by Nara's wings subsided, and all four returned to their individual selves. The wings disappeared completely, leaving behind a soft perfume, a mixture of spring flowers like jasmine and lavender, combined with a light essence of vanilla and honey. Then, they opened their eyes and looked at each other, trying to understand what had just happened.
"Nara, I'm sorry I doubted you," Aura said. "It was very beautiful, though I wouldn't know how to explain what I just experienced. I saw myself connected to the universe, like a small root that's part of an endless tree."
"I felt the same as you, Aura. It was an amazing experience, like a sensory orgasm. My senses were amplified so much I couldn't absorb all the information I was receiving," Jofre declared.
"It was different for me," Berta said. "What I felt was a sense of peace that invaded my whole being, and at the same time, it weakened my identity until it dissolved, just like a raindrop must feel when it merges into the ocean. I can't explain it any other way."
"Well, now you all know. I don't know if this will last forever, or if it will disappear just as it came. What I do know, though, is that if I've been given this gift, it must be for a reason. And I can't waste it. I hope you'll help me make good use of it."
"Nara, we're your friends. How could we not help you?" Aura replied.
From a distance, a boy was watching them, albeit discreetly. He was the only witness in the entire bar to the episode of Nara's wings. After mulling it over, he decided to approach them.
"Hi Berta, can I sit with you?"
"Carles, what are you doing here? What a surprise, we were looking for you!" Berta exclaimed. "Where have you been? You haven't answered any of my messages!"
"I've had my phone off for a couple of days."
"And why's that?"
"Because there are people who want to hurt me."
The expression on Carles's face—a tall, lanky sixteen-year-old boy with red hair and a freckled face—told a whole story. Suddenly, they all felt the need to welcome him and stand by him.
"Who wants to hurt you, Carles? And more importantly, why?" Nara asked.
Carles remained silent for a few minutes, but seeing the impatient looks of those watching him, he decided to tell them what was happening.
"They want to force me to deal drugs, against my will. I have a little brother who also goes to the high school. His name is Victor. They threatened that if I didn't obey them, they'd go after him."
"And who are these bastards?" Jofre asked.
"Three thugs from the high school. But I don't want to talk about it now. I'd just like to be here and pretend this is a normal get-together with friends. By the way, my name is Carles Llopis. And you?"
Everyone took the opportunity to introduce themselves, except Berta. Once the necessary formalities were over, Aura eagerly picked up the thread of the conversation.
"But Carles, you can't go on like this; you need to find a solution! Have you told your parents? And the teachers, do they know? Have you thought about reporting it to the police?"
"Ugh, too many questions. I haven't done any of what you're asking. And before you ask why I haven't, I'll tell you: out of fear. I'm afraid of their retaliation if they find out I've talked. Not against me, but against my family. Besides, I don't want to involve my parents. They're both unemployed, and it's hard enough for them to put food on the table every day. They can only find temporary, low-paying jobs."
"Well, you need to solve it, and we'll help you, Carles. We have the ability to do so," Berta said.
Carles looked into Berta's eyes. It was a look that conveyed disbelief and a lack of trust. Berta didn't need to read his mind to see that Carles wasn't used to anyone lending him a hand.
"I don't think you can help me. Those guys who want to mess with me are just small-time thugs, not much of a danger, but the ones behind them are the real worry. Poor fools! They don't know what they've gotten themselves into," Carles said.
"But if you don't do something, you'll end up caught in the same web as them. That's why we're offering to support you," Nara said.
Jofre stared at Carles intently, not as someone he had just met, but as the partner he could spend the rest of his life with. That red hair and freckled face had stolen his heart, to the point where he found it harder than usual to articulate words. His sister noticed immediately and laughed, elbowing him in the stomach.
"Jofre, you're very quiet. Don't you have anything to say that could help Carles?"
"Berta! Sometimes you're like a wild, runaway horse. Can you stop picking on me?" Jofre demanded.
"Come on, don't fight, especially not over something that only affects me. By the way, did what I saw earlier really happen?"
"What do you mean, Carles?" they all asked, trying not to seem too surprised.
"Well, what else could it be?" Carles answered. "Nara's wings! What else?"
 

Chapter 3. Carles and Nara
 
It was a spring morning in Vilassar de Mar, and at Vilatzara High School, teachers and students were preparing for the second term's exams. Carles had an appointment at 10:00 AM with his tutor, Jordi Pont. He already knew what Jordi was going to say, which made the meeting feel more burdensome than usual. Nevertheless, at the agreed time, he went to the office and waited for quite a while. Meanwhile, he observed the continuous movement building up around him. It was a typical class change, in which students had to move to the classrooms where the next hour's subjects would be taught. He realized that, on any other day, he would have been part of that human whirlwind moving from one side of the building to the other, guided by a kind of general, unconscious will. But now he was on the sidelines of that dynamic, which seemed chaotic to him, a neutral witness to what he was observing; he couldn't help but wonder about the ultimate meaning of all that periodic agitation.
Suddenly, he heard a familiar voice calling him, pulling him back from his ecstatic contemplation. It was Jordi, telling him to come in.
"Carles, I suppose you already know I don't have good news for you."
"I know, Jordi," Carles answered, lowering his gaze like someone furling sails in the face of an approaching storm.
"I've asked you countless times if something's wrong, but you always deny it. And that makes no sense because you're a good student. Or at least, you have been until now. When someone like you has such a sudden drop in performance, it's not by chance; there's always a cause. Meaning, there's a reason behind this decline. You can tell me or keep it to yourself, but I have to inform your parents, if they don't already know. And as for you, remember you're risking the school year… and your future."
Jordi continued with his pedagogical and paternalistic lecture, while Carles pretended to care deeply about what he was saying, though his mind traveled through time and space, landing back at El Casal bar in Mataró and the scene he had witnessed the day before, when Nara's butterfly wings had appeared to him, leaving him fascinated, savoring that moment as if it were an eternal instant.
At the same time, he was firmly convinced he wouldn't say anything, neither to his tutor nor to anyone else. Despite his youth, he had long since internalized the need to stand on his own two feet. He considered it essential to become an individual with his own identity. For this reason, he had been working for three months as a delivery driver for Glovo. The sense of pride he felt earning a salary sufficient for his expenses more than compensated for the time he wasted doing a job he considered low-level but temporary.
The days went by, and to everyone's surprise, Carles's academic situation improved dramatically. His tutor was very happy, thinking his words had
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