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Chapter 1: Home Coming
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If anyone was given the award for patience, Trasefior Telen would win it hands down. “Miragent!” shouted a very exasperated and dainty youth. 

In truth, there was some deception to this assumption. The girl, though most would never assume, actually was a rather ancient lady. She, like many of her friends around her, were Guardians, protectors of various types of magics. They watched over and protected the misuse of each special magic they controlled using their long lives.

She hastily scanned the hallway for any shadow or unusual shape. There was nothing as she attempted to bait her anger away. She slumped down, leaning on one of the large golden pillars of the area, and looked out onto a garden that opened to one side. The temple complex had many grand gardens open all about the place. 

“You’re in trouble...” she threatened out loud in a quiet sigh as she looked out onto the view. She knew he had dashed off now, and nothing could be done about it. She would have to wait until later. 

Miragent Lansley, Mira, his shortened nickname, was her partner most occasions. The two Guardians, Trasefior and Mira, were often paired up to go on excursions solving various issues and occurrences, many of which were down in Vault Pandra’s deep expanses. There were two reasons for this. One was to keep Mira on track, and the other being that the two of their magic types, revealing and illusion magics, canceled spells down in the depths very well. 

Vault Pandra was a deep underground cavernous maze that housed many of the world’s most ancient and powerful relics. Whichever magics they came across down there, one of the two was more effective. Trasefior, Guardian of Revealing and Negation, and Miragent the Guardian of Illusion magics were quite a fortunately rare pair to find. Things were constantly becoming distorted down in the depths of the Vault, and thus, Trasefior needed to dispel some of it whenever it brushed by. She revealed its hidden true nature. Mira, on the other hand, allowed them to travel further in the cavern by bending the magics to how he desired. 

The two were indispensible when surviving in the caverns, mainly with the constant barrage of magic flowing within. The only issue between the two was their very opposite and opposing personalities. Mira usually taunted her about her age, and Trasefior paid him back fully in the end. She was wise and resourceful, becoming a determined leader in the pair. Mira’s carefree attitude irritated her, but she knew how to manipulate him to do what he was supposed to do. 

Currently done with exploring the part of the Vault they were sent to search, the two had returned to the temple of the Guardians to update the others. Mira, of course, had given Trasefior some troubles with his obnoxious behaviors. He skirted away too quickly once here to avoid his punishments.

Trasefior scanned out, on-looking the lush garden beauty for several minutes more. She let out a sigh, enjoying the peace from being rid of the grown child she was faced to watch on a long-term basis. Though she knew if she let him go unchecked right now, it would cause her grief later, she relaxed regardless, for she was tired and needed a break from the fool. 

Her long red hair fluttered out of a frantic ponytail, which seemed to emphasize her angered countenance, as her piercing blue eyes only intensified her appearance. The only softness one could detect from her was the fact that she was a petit woman. Otherwise, even her personality emanated strength, discipline, and determination above and beyond most people. With a determined nod, she rose off the ground and headed down the hallway. 

“Now, where’s Exeis?” she spoke to herself. 

She walked around the complex, knowing where she was heading. To the unfamiliar soul, the hallways seemed like one large decorative and ornate maze. Finally coming to a grand hall, she stopped at the opening and glared at two men talking to each other. One, a much taller gentleman than the other, simply smiled and waved at her. Exeis was rather pleasant and welcoming. His golden brown hair fluttered about as he shook his head in dismay at the other. The other turned, unaware of her presence. 

He froze once he saw that she was there in the room. Soon after he turned as if ready to flee, but stopped himself, staring at her with a large mischievous grin. His raven hair also was a playful mix, being black except for the bangs that had purple and green to them. This man, compared to the other, which was much taller than average height, was shorter than most men. The two next to each other looked ridiculous, like a father and son, even though both were grown men. Trasefior glared angrily at the short man as she approached him.

“Miragent Lansley!”

He cringed and coward a bit upon hearing his name. The taller man just chuckled a bit, raising his brow to him. Mira then recoiled and put a smirk on his face.

“I already told the boss what happened so you can go away, Telen,” Mira stated, putting his hands behind his head in a carefree fashion. 

“How many times do I have to say it? Don’t call me Telen! My name is Trasefior!” she replied, even more irritated.

“Telen, you really just got to relax. All that meanness you have can’t be good for your health all the time. Really!” Mira commented while he was about to put his arm around her, but decided not to in fear she’d rip his arm off instead. 

“I think she has a good reason to be angry most of the time, Mira,” Exeis added, putting the little man in a choke hold. Both Trasefior and Exeis nodded in agreement.

“Perhaps we should see Tyne?” Trasefior earnestly suggested. 

Whenever her anger was quelled, her voice and appearance seemed more like an innocent child than an angry, raging hornet. Exeis nodded, looking down at the naughty fool in his grasp who tried desperately to flee. Mira struggled with all his might, but in the end, was dragged along as the other two talked pleasantly down the hallway. 

“I miss Tyne. I haven’t seen her for quite some time. I know she’s busy, but...,” she went on to chat, ignoring the fool.

Exeis let the ruffian go and patted Trasefior’s shoulder. “Nothing has changed, I assure you. It seems you two are the ones that have anything eventful to really report, so it is us that miss and love to hear what stories you had along the way. Though Mira’s...”

Mira in the meantime adjusted his clothing warily, but continued to walk with the two as though he hadn’t just been dragged on the ground earlier. “Is this why you wanted to go home so soon? Ta cry and quit being homesick? Bah!”

Trasefior snapped next, “We finished searching that area. You were the one who was bored and wanted to leave so badly. What did you expect?”

“Well, I was going to stick around the town and enjoy some time off, but...,” He looked at her quickly, then stopped.

She fumed, placing her hands on her hips, “...but instead you gambled off all the money Darken gave us for the trip, which you stole off me!”

“We were done, and there was extra!” he innocently justified.

“He gave it to me because he knew this was going to happen!” Trasefior returned and crossed her arms. Exeis quietly listened to the argument unfold as he stood between them.

She shot out next, “You then ended up in jail!”

“I got out,” Mira defended with a grin. 

At this point, she was downright red-faced as she hollered, “Only because I had to somehow work off your debt. You made it harder because you robbed me the night beforehand. It took me a few weeks to work up enough! I hate waitressing, but it was the only job in the town!” Mira only shrugged his shoulders in response.

“You dare ask why I was so home sick?! With weird, gross men talking and hitting on me! Why wouldn’t I be? When I was alone and weary, working long days, promising the guard I’d come up with the money so you wouldn’t be put to death after you’d instigate him each day! Do you know what a disgrace it would be to have any of them know a Guardian was the fool in the jail cell, and he did all those stupid things? I can’t wait to tell Darken the mess you’ve done!” she fumed.

“They beat me up daily,” Mira added, a bit nervous that Darken would now hear the story, though he knew he would eventually.

She shook her head in frustration, “They beat you near death when you first went in, and you still didn’t learn, did you! You’d try it again even now if I wasn’t there.”

“They couldn’t kill me,” Mira nonchalantly spoke, looking disinterested and casually staring out to the garden on his right. Though Trasefior, about to make another statement, was then interrupted with an excited call.

“Trasefior! I’m glad to see you again!” A delicate blue haired woman came bouncing by hugging Trasefior tightly. 

Trasefior glared one more time at her useless partner. “I need to go away from you.”

Mira understood that she was very angry at him, and not just a little bit. In truth, she was also angry at herself and perhaps even more so because she had thought she finally knew enough to inhibit much of his trouble making plans. This time, she had failed miserably.

Once he was out of sight, Trasefior lightened up and talked with her dear friend. “Tyne, I missed you all so much!” she cried happily with relief. 

“There, there,” Tyne beamed, patting the poor girl on the head. Tyne also understood what it meant being constantly spooked by the little pest from his numerous antics. The only thing that saved Tyne and kept the pest at bay was her giant husband, who stared down the little man.

“Exeis honey, money collectors wish to speak with Mira. Could you please make sure he gets there and that he fixes what he caused,” Tyne declared, staring up and down at Mira. 

Grime and dirt covered his clothing and face. He also looked like he hadn’t shaved in some time. “Could you also make sure he looks presentable, too?” she pleaded with her husband. 

Exeis chuckled, gripping Mira’s shoulders, making him cringe. “For you, anything. I was feeling a bit bored,” Exeis began chuckling to himself. 

Mira, in the meantime, only nervously smiled and was dragged along again. He was rather used to this routine by now, and knew fighting it would get him nowhere. It was hard to believe the Guardian of Life, Exeis, could be so cruel. 

Tyne and Trasefior then rested in a cushioned room. Various colored silk fabric filled the octagon place stitched with decorative golden needlework. Cloth curtains streamed down and created many partitions within the space of the grand colored area. Cool, sweet fruit and drinks were brought for the women as the two began talking at once. 

“Mira got you into another fine mess, didn’t he?” Tyne sighed.

“You’ll have to thank Exeis for babysitting. I need a break from him right now,” Trasefior sighed, irritated too. 

“Oh, well before I forget! Though I know the others will want it too. Here’s the map of the next section,” Trasefior exclaimed as she quickly remembered.

“Thank you again, Trasefior. Your efforts and abilities have done more for us down there than any of the rest would have hoped to do in a century’s worth of time. Aria and Darken have had a go down there, and it appeared to be troublesome. I’m grateful for your efforts even when dealing with a horrible partner,” Tyne winced.

“It’s no problem. I like it down there. I really do,” Trasefior spoke with full honesty as she looked into Tyne’s eyes. 

Tyne kept quiet as Trasefior spoke a little more. “It’s beautiful down there. Really surreal and wonderful once you get past the Najra into the Abyss. It’s so peaceful. As for Mira, it’s not... He’s not that bad, and he’s much better without distractions.”

As Trasefior was finishing her sentence, the last half was never fully heard, coming out as nothing more of a mumble as another individual joined them. It wasn't that Tyne did not want to listen to Trasefior’s words, but that she couldn’t wait to show Trasefior the other person who wished to see her again. Once Trasefior saw who it was in front of her, she beamed with joy and sat up eagerly.

“Aria! I missed you too!” Trasefior shouted. It had been many months since she had seen her friends, two of the months caused by Mira’s stupidity.

Aria, Guardian of Souls, was one of the more powerful Guardians. Many feared her. However, when one got to know the lady, they would find only a gentle and noble soul, one worthy of her title. Her long, flowing, light purple hair fluttered down her hips, moving like a gentle stream. Her face was kind and gentle, with light blue eyes that had a slight squint to them like she always was smiling. Tall, thin, with wispy gracefulness, she was a perfect example of delicate beauty. 

“Hello, Trasefior. We missed you. Tyne was just mumbling this morning how Miragent seemed to be taking our time away from you, probably in some silly way. The way I saw Exeis drag him off, I am sure that to be the case,” Aria spoke delicately, in a quiet, gentle voice. Her smile was heartwarming, and one could tell in her eyes that she always was missing those friends that had gone away for too long of time. 

“Sorry about being delayed, Mira put himself in jail,” Trasefior quickly informed, then added, “Will Darken be angry at Mira for blowing all that money? Mira can’t hel...”

Before Trasefior continued, Aria gently sat down beside her and interrupted laughing, “I doubt he would care much about any money issues. You do realize that Darken gave you a relatively small amount because he always chances that Mira would do something like that, even though you try so hard. Darken understands that you do an outstanding job with what you are given, but Mira’s tendencies and habits are his own, too. Darken expects it as much as I do of Mira.”

“But I shou...” Trasefior stammered.

Aria quickly put her hands in front of Trasefior’s mouth, which startled Trasefior some. “I would not have Mira any other way than the way he is. Am I right?” Aria mused.

“Well...” Trasefior and Tyne spoke while thinking about it. Aria just laughed over their pondering.

“We all have our quirks,” Aria exclaimed joyfully while standing up, playfully helping the other two girls to rise.

Once all were standing, she added, “It is time for supper, and I do not know about you two, but I most certainly would like some sort of food.” The other two laughed and followed her away.

“Indeed,” Trasefior agreed, “I was getting sick of leftovers after working as a waitress.” 

Once there, they were greeted with three men. One of whom was Exeis, which quickly turned to his wife, offering his arm in guidance to the table. The second, Mira, was dwarfed sheepishly behind the first, but now looked much better after a good washing. He glanced briefly in the direction of the woman, then turned with his hands behind his head and strolled alone to the dinner table. He never cared for manners and wasn’t going to start now. Trasefior knew that about him as she shook her head in dismay. 

Then she changed her attention to the last individual in the group. A figure usually dressed in dark, deep colors, like blacks or dark blues, he was always rather quiet. For as long as Trasefior had been with the group, he always kept to himself, and from her point of view, was the most terrifying. Being the Guardian of Death, Darken was the only person in the world that could kill a Guardian, so their very lives were judged between both he and the Creator. No other person in the world could kill them regardless of what befell them. 

Exeis was the spokesman for the group, but Darken was the unspoken leader. What he suggested was law, and only his wife Aria would dare challenge him. Trasefior wondered how Aria could even do it with a smile, but she had seen it on several occasions and supposed it was because Aria, too, was quite a powerful Guardian as well. As she witnessed it with herself and Mira, the Creator often seemed to create powers to cancel each other out. Her magics countered Mira’s, and perhaps Aria’s did the same for Darken’s. What she could not figure out was how gentle Aria fell in love with the cold and terrifying Darken. 

He bowed politely, looking in Mira’s direction, as Mira caught the glance and felt remorse for acting ungentlemanly. Darken then offered both arms to the two women before him and directed them gently to the table. Trasefior felt awkward taking Aria’s husband by the arm, but Aria merely smiled, rubbing his arm as he walked emotionlessly. 

Trasefior peered around the fine dining hall. Lush plants filled the space around the walls as cloth hung down, covering the rest of the wall area in deep, rich colors. The table, delicate yet sturdy, curved about holding a large glass table top covered with rich and wonderful foods. Trasefior, who forgot what such nice things tasted like by then, couldn’t help but have her mouth water. 

She looked over the table and observed Mira. She marveled at his nonchalant glance at the food. She thought after all that time living in prison he would be much more excited to eat something decent, but instead during the course of the meal he picked away at his food like some child hiding his peas. Though he did eat, Trasefior noticed at times he thought to himself even more. 

After some time of talking and joking with the rest, she then asked, “I see all of you, but where is Memorie and Amora?”

Aria smiled at Tyne, then they spoke together, “On a rather long honeymoon, one only can say...”

Trasefior blushed hearing such things. Love was a very foreign concept to the lady, and she simply did not know how to respond to it. What could she say as a single lady to two happily married women? She simply nodded with a forced grin. They were her closest friends, but because they were married and she was not, there always was destined to be some distance between them. 

The two before her both shared a special, closer relationship to someone, and she would always and forever now be in second place. It should be so she supposed. Trasefior admired such a connection but felt lonely all at the same time. 

Although the idea was not true in her mind, she felt her friends were kind to her only in sympathy. She was single, therefore defenseless and alone. Like today, Darken’s gesture of helping her to the chair. She would be fine to seat herself. His actions were very kind and meant every good intention, yet she still felt inside her a twinge of pain. His actions were only because she was alone, and that was the bite of it. What could be done of it? Nothing, nothing at all. 

Trasefior realized she, too, was picking at her food while smiling and pretending she was listening to one of Exeis’s stories. They hadn’t noticed at all what she was thinking about, but then again, she knew that most people couldn’t read her mind. She found that most times, people thought she always smiled because she was such a cheerful person, but in truth, she hurt just as much as everyone else and even more so she thought. She marveled at how they never even noticed. 

After supper, she retired to her own chambers. It had been so long, and she missed a nice warm bed dearly. She smiled, thinking of all the pleasant things she ate and enjoyed the conversations after she forgot about her gloom. In truth, she cared for everyone, but every once in a while, she couldn’t help but feel sad at times. Eventually, the feeling faded away, and she felt fine again, swearing to herself that she was only being silly. She promised to never to let such gloomy thoughts come ever again. 

She combed her hair while looking down at it. A loose hair was in the comb, and she stared at it. Rather long, she twisted around her finger in thought. 

“Child of Bloodsen...” she muttered out loud. “My family is here.” 

She smiled and nodded. Just before she was about to go to bed, she heard a knock on the door. It was Aria wrapped in a delicate white silk robe. Trasefior marveled at the intricate lacing. 

“I thought I would come and pester you some,” Aria grinned.

Trasefior smiled and opened the door. In truth, Aria was probably the closest of her friends, even though in regards to her position, Trasefior thought Aria shouldn’t need to bother with her. Aria was simply so honest and kind, Trasefior knew she could tell her anything in confidence and receive greater advice than even the wisest grandmother could give. 

“It seems once you get back, I never get to have any time to you for myself,” Aria pouted while sitting on the bed. Soon, she looked around like a little child in a toyshop, searching the various things Trasefior kept in her room while she went away. 

“It has not changed much, has it?” Aria spoke enchanted with a little glass marble. 

“I’m never here much, am I?” Trasefior responded, smiling warmly at her curious friend. 

“Quite true,” Aria nodded, turning to her and then fluttered down onto Trasefior’s bed. 

“Trasefior, have you ever used your magic on my heart?” Aria asked, pleasantly kicking her feet about on the bed while she lay on her back. Trasefior sat down, too.

“In the beginning, to see long ago what the Guardian of Chaos and Destruction magics wanted from you. Since then, I have no need to. Your honesty rings true to your words. I can sense your actions also reveal the same. You simply always mean to do well for others. I knew it when I first met you, and I am certain of it even now,” Trasefior stated with a determined nod. 

Aria laughed a bit, then looked up, “Once I met you, I have always admired you. Straight as an arrow and hits a mark.”

“You’re too kind, Aria, but really, I don’t like going into people’s hearts and revealing things because there’s always some darkness there. Private scars that I don’t deserve to go into and reveal,” Trasefior explained with a serious pained expression. 

“You never lie, and even when you know the hearts of people, you still care for them and do not think badly of them. It is more than most people. You know you live in a world of liars, yet you still know everyone is capable of good,” Aria spoke.

Aria paused for a moment hesitating at first, then smiled certain to tell Trasefior her thoughts, “We both have similar powers you and I. We can see the secret sides of people, some bad and good from it. I am glad I have someone to share such things with, I guess,” Aria gently spoke with seriousness.

Trasefior sighed, “It does get overwhelming and lonely. The responsibility of such powers, yes. I can reveal all the secrets in the world, and you can manipulate an army at your will all from their very soul.” 

“True, but I would never!” Aria agreed, scrunching her lip in an adorable fashion. Trasefior laughed a little.

“So tell me all what is down in the core of the Vault. What do you think about it? I am so curious, I can’t help but guess all the time. I am so jealous! I tried so hard to get down there, but it is so jarring that I failed. Is it pretty? Peaceful? I am not meant to be there, but I still want to know all I can.” Aria flumped on the bed again.

“Very well, little Aria. I’ll tell you a bedtime story, then you go to bed, okay?” Trasefior joked as she teased the grown woman beside her. She was tired from her travels but knew Aria was always curious about the world around her, and loved hearing stories most of all. 

Trasefior on the other hand, weaved beautiful stories over simple affairs. She seemed rather gifted in keeping Aria entertained many a night, especially after just getting back from a long journey. In truth, she knew Aria really came not to talk of powers or serious affairs, but to enjoy her friend and hear fairytales. Trasefior admired that Aria never cared for power, but treasured the simple, silly things in life, sharing her precious time with her dear friends. 

The best tales were of Mira, however, which were never told to anyone. Though Trasefior always enjoyed telling the foolish things he did in her mind, she managed to keep quiet those unspoken reveries. Like when in the Vault, when things were quiet and alone, when she felt apprehensive, he was always at her side down there. He’d make her laugh as she watched him fall for a trap she warned him about, or as a team, they’d encounter a very strong spell. He was there as they accomplished all this together. These were the secret memories she cherished to herself. 

Soon after her stories to Aria, she waved her off with a smile and a promise for another story the next day. She couldn’t tell Aria or anyone else for that matter about these private little stories of Mira, because they only mattered to her. She sighed and looked into the mirror. They only mattered to her because Mira, too, didn’t care at all about her or anything they did together. She knew she was a hassle to him deep down in his heart. It hurt her, but nothing could be done. His heart was his own, and she couldn't blame him for that. She knew he was a bad choice, no manners, no kindness, selfish, rude, and on the list went, but she simply couldn’t help it. If he really needed help, she would be there, even if it ended in her death. 

She looked out into the moonlight, thinking once again. She wondered what he was doing now. She joked bitterly to herself, at least in jail he had no women to flirt with there. She preferred not to think on that subject, because she knew it was something to break her heart. She sighed, laying down in bed and looking out at the night for a few hours before finally drifting to sleep. 

Because she traveled so much, at times, when she woke, she had trouble remembering where she was in the morning. She stared at the ceiling for a brief moment, pondering, then all clicked into place. She then briskly moved out of the bed to the wardrobe. Searching there, she found a large amount of decorated apparel. Some seemed new to her, and she knew some most likely had been given to her by the other Guardians while she went away, especially by Tyne, who still hadn’t given up on her seamtress ways of old. 

After marveling at some of the new additions that she felt were too good and herself not pretty enough to wear, she chose a white sundress with a thin, light translucent rainbow coat to go over it. It seemed the most comfortable one to wear around. 

She twirled about a bit in her room and then stopped before the mirror. Her red hair shone brightly from the sunlight entering the window. She blushed a bit, then quickly tied it into a ponytail to get it out of sight. After it was done, she looked at her face. She looked so childlike and petit, though there was nothing else she could do about it. 

She walked down the hallways of the complex. Although not much had changed since she returned, she never could get over such overwhelming beauty contained in the place. White marble statues lined the hallway on one side. Meanwhile, the other side always overlooked a garden. Aria had told her once that the statues and the gardens represented the aspects of humanity and nature. Each statue represented a person from king to butcher, as plants of all types covered the many gardens of the palace temple. 

When she made it to the breakfast hall, she found that she was alone. Though she found it awkward being in such a big room all by herself, she didn’t mind the time to sit down and contemplate things. It seemed many times she found her thoughts to be her only solace, though it was weird to be in such a nice place. She was used to hearing the bellows of drunks and ruffians, all in a compact space with little to no manners. That usually lasted for hours on end. 

Even the living spaces she had lived in to pay off many of Mira’s debts were small and cramped, with noise leaking in from any crack or wall. The pure silence here hurt her ears worse than any blaring sound could, or so it seemed. She found it funny that absence could do the same effect as absolute. Once done with her meal, she left her plate on the table, another strange thing for her to do since she usually was the one to take care of a plate. After a moment, she walked out of the room. All these actions seemed rather hollow and empty to her. She felt ever so lonely, but no one was there even if she called out.

She walked the halls again, waiting for the day to wake. From a red bridge, she overlooked a garden for some time, admiring the work of the local gardeners. They were chatting amongst themselves, and she listened from above with her presence unnoticed. She doubted they would behave in such a way if they did know she was there. It seemed a shame in her lonely eyes. They did their work early in the morning to water the plants before the sun rose and to keep from bothering the Guardians with their business. 

Once they walked away, she deemed it a good time to walk toward the Creator’s Great temple, which also existed with a connection to their complex. It became her steadfast habit to thank and praise the Creator every day in prayer each morning, usually in some smaller chapel if available, or if in the wilderness she prayed alone to herself. Since she was home, she was excited to commune in the great temple again. 

As she walked down a stretch of hallway, she was startled by a figure stumbling down it. He looked rather tired and exhausted. “Mira! What did you do this time? Are you...” she inquired, staring at the unkempt man before her. 

“I’m fine, Telen... I’m just relaxing at home some...,” he spoke, slurring his words some.

“You were out all night!” she sighed, “No surprise there, I suppose.”

“And you’re up and early like always,” he chuckled to himself, staggering. 

“Bye, Mira,” she firmly snapped, then turned away, continuing on her path fuming.

“Love the little rainbow colors. You’ll have to talk to the servant that dressed you today. Maybe he can give me some flower and star pajamas,” he laughed in a mocking tone, grinning from ear to ear.

She stared at him for a moment, completely emotionless, shutting him up. She then continued to walk again. In a reflection, she saw him slump back onto a wall, and then sit with his head in his legs. She assumed he had finally passed out for the day. She sighed at the sight, disappointed but expected nothing less from the man she knew all too well.

“To the temple I go, I guess. Mira’ll need some extra praying for today, too,” Trasefior spoke to herself with a frown. 

As she approached the area, she could see that even at the distance she was how overwhelmingly large the temple of the Creator truly was. Large pillars rose up from the ground to the sky, all of pure, clear crystal. They shimmered and sparkled as the sun hit them. The temple walls themselves were pure white, without flaw, and inlaid with gold. She approached the structure with solemnity, and she could hear music being played faintly from somewhere within the temple where priests proclaimed praise and honor to the Creator through the gift of their music. So skilled were the performers, Trasefior could not help but stand and listen for a few moments before entering. She knew it was not entertainment, but for praise, and thanked the Creator for such amazing hands. She proceeded onward, reflecting on the many gifts the Creator had bestowed upon various people. 

After passing through the great hall where the teachings were usually held on different days of the week, she followed a stairway upward. There were many flights of stairs, but the steps allowed many breaks in between being rather shallow and flat. Built for convenience, an elderly person could manage with enough time. 

As she ascended, she noted the clear pillars were smaller in diameter, and that many were filled with a rainbow of assorted colors. The sun shone through them, making it a sort of prism on the walls. A clear, gentle stream flowed down on both sides of the stairway, making the most relaxing and tranquil sounds imaginable. She knew she was approaching the very end, because the rushing sound of a grand waterfall was becoming louder with each step. 

At the top, she gave a peaceful sigh and approached a large, shallow, placid pool of water. It reflected the sun so much that it looked like a sheet of pure gold instead of a pond. It was meant to symbolize purity and faith. The very top of this temple was a place only for meditation and prayer to the Creator. Though many other temples had similar pools and a copied structure similar to this temple, many were makeshift and nowhere near as grand. 

This temple was special. Even through earthquakes and winds, the pool on top of the temple never shifted in the least. Its waters were always placid, unless touched by human hand. Though kids from time to time would come and touch the water’s surface, being scolded by a parent severely, it was meant never to be touched by hands for it was a representation to focus toward the Creator. The action distracted others while praying, which was frowned upon. 

Many believed that to touch the sacred surface was a horrid crime against the Creator and severe punishment, but Trasefior couldn’t see it as such. In truth, it was only water after all, nothing done to it affected the Creator whatsoever. Prayer concerned Him, that was the connection and relationship He deemed important, not displays nor works. She agreed that the Reflection pools should be kept as sacred to the Creator as possible, but knew that the Creator was of pure love and certainly would not wish to weld such a punishment to a child. In fact, she saw many times it was better to teach with compassion, for all the world was guilty of error from time to time, and the Creator wished to lead them to happier, truer ways patiently. She, too, tried to live honestly and worked hard at it, even though Mira tested every nerve. 

Scanning around, she found no one to be around the pool this early in the morning, which she preferred. When she reached the pool, she bowed flat down and began to speak softly and earnestly. “Creator, hear my plea. Help and give me wisdom for that which I can not see. Please give guidance so that I might help the people under which my responsibilities watch over. We both know I can not do these things alone. Thank you for all you have done for me and for always being there, even for things I could not even foresee. And please help my heart, for that which you already know. I can’t help it, but please help me as I struggle.” 

Once done, she looked out onto the pool, closing her eyes. It was time to start the day. Upon going down, she greeted several of the priests who were beginning to start tidying the areas about the temple. Some familiar and some new faces, she took great joy in speaking with people who knew a great deal, and the elders who held such wisdom. No matter how much she studied, there was always something new to learn.

She walked the same path back again, taking note of Mira’s absence. Though she expected him to remain asleep in the same spot she had left him, she concluded some servant must have drug him back to his room. He was such a mess!

“Trasefior?” 

She turned around upon hearing her name called. She looked around, not seeing the face to which she heard. “Yes?” she replied, confused.

Suddenly, she jumped out of fright. A huge man stood behind her back. “Trasefior?” Exeis exclaimed, chuckling as the little lady dropped to the ground, “Are you okay?”

He helped her off the ground carefully and tried not to smile. “I’m sorry, but you’re a big fellow to be jumping out of nowhere! Mira, I’m used to, but...” She shook her head, relieved some. A slight smile shone from her face, making the situation alright. 

“So what did Mira report to you earlier?” Trasefior asked as they both walked down the hallway.

“Mira, he couldn’t lie too much before you got there. He gave up once he saw that I didn’t believe what he was going to tell me anyway. He did mumble something about, ‘Why do I have to be with Telen for someone to actually believe me!’ After that, he made a smart comment, and I felt the need to stress manners to him in my own way," Exeis spoke as he lifted up his bicep. Trasefior shook her head but made no comments. 

“I take it since this last run, you’re tired of him and the trouble he causes. If you wanted, we could have you go alon...” Exeis offered, but Trasefior interrupted abruptly once she knew where the conversation was heading.

“Things are fine, and besides, it is easier with his skills down in the Vault,” she justified to Exeis.

“I wasn’t offering for you to go down to the Vault again. Mira might try going alone for a while to learn that someone won’t always be there to help him when he does those foolish things he feels compelled to do. If you wished to do so, our sacred Vault below could use some tidying spells. Some of the enchantments casted have blurred some over the years, and you could check to see that the protection spells are working properly. Also, that way you could stay around and be with Tyne and Aria. They do always miss you a lot. I never hear the end of it from Tyne,” he grinned happily at the new plan set before her. 

To Trasefior however, it seemed like the world stopped whirling a moment. She felt sick and couldn’t mumble a response. Exeis, completely oblivious, beamed with joy as the two walked to meet the others for breakfast.

Aria and Tyne were quick to greet her as they offered her some food. Trasefior politely declined, trying to shove her worried thoughts out of her mind, “I already ate. I’m sorry!”

Aria put her hand to her mouth, “Oh, of course you have. We forget what an early riser you are in the morning. It is I that should be sorry for not remembering!”

Exeis went over to his wife and sat down, lounging while eating a fresh handful of grapes. “I offered Trasefior to help sort out our temple’s Vault magics and negate any muddled ones. That way, she can stay around here without dealing with Mira.”

“What a good idea!” Tyne spoke, kissing him on the cheek.

“I... think... I’ll think about it?” Trasefior spoke timidly, and far too quiet for either of the pair to notice.

Aria continued to eat. Though briefly, Trasefior thought it seemed like Aria was thinking to herself, noticing that she paused, but soon found that Aria also hadn’t heard her as she laughed at the silly pair making a joke. Trasefior meanwhile wished to curl up and die. She did not want to leave them all so much, but at the same time, she also loved to explore the world outside. It made her feel free and breathe easier, but also, there was Mira at her side.
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Chapter 2: Worn Faded Dreams
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When Mira woke, he seemed rather groggy. Rubbing his face, he soon realized he was lying in his bed. Shaking his head, he wondered how he got there. Soon it all clicked in his mind before too long, and he yawned. He grinned mischievously, and then laid back down. The bed was warm, though a bit too fluffy. He would have to get out of it because his back would ache too strongly. He grumbled a bit over the issue. 

After tossing and turning, he finally sat up. The sun was setting, and he thought it a great time to start the day. Though he still had on what he had worn the day before, he only switched some of his clothes as others he deemed clean enough for another bout. His pants for example, only had a few spots of mud on them, and if he went out again tonight, the rain would only put some more unto another pair of pants. It seemed too senseless to dirty another pair. 

After the basics were complete, he walked out toward the kitchen. It never occurred to him to eat with the rest of the group ever. The truth of the matter was that he didn’t really care for temple life at all. It was too structured and perfect. The things he wanted to do were breaking the rules, and the things he was supposed to do were all too boring. He was shunned for walking in the golden pool at the Creator’s temple, and for his appearance after long travels as he met with political officials. Even his speech was reprimanded due to its vulgarity. He figured if a pretty lady was pretty or a man looked fat, he should say it, being truthful regardless of the circumstance and location. Honesty was a key assest. As for his pranks, he simply could not help himself, because out of sheer boredom they had to be released, or he wouldn’t survive, so he reasoned. 

“Mira!” 

Voices from behind called out. Instinctively, he froze. One of which he recalled the previous day. He shuddered, still remembering the tall man ripping off his shirt, throwing him in cold water, and running a sharp razor blade across his face. 

“You’re up, I see,” Exeis spoke, eyeing the man up. 

“I haven’t done anything yet! I just woke up!” Mira spoke defensively, not maintaining eye contact. 

“We talked with Trasefior today and offered her to fix up the downstairs Vault. Looks like you’ll be working alone from now on, so don’t joke around, okay?” Tyne warned in an honest fashion. 

Mira shrugged his shoulders without care, “Whatever. A break from the child is a blessing, I suppose.” 

He waved them off and headed to the kitchen without any more thought about the subject. He approached the kitchen cautiously, turning the corner he glanced about into the room. A chef was busily preparing the evening meal. Mira turned his nose and cringed at the masterpiece that the chef had worked hours, even days, to create. He searched the room again for something edible. 

Soon, he focused on some fruits and a fresh loaf of bread. It was cooling after coming out of the oven. He licked his lips, becoming very hungry. His decision was made, and soon he snuck across the ground. Half of the fun was getting there unnoticed, and he couldn’t help it. Mira stopped as he saw a frying pan tip over from the cook’s own clumsiness. The cook was too oblivious. 

Mira frowned, very upset, and stood up angrily. He walked over to the food he eyed so well, snatched it into a bag, and then turned fuming at the cook’s back. The cook remained where he was, cooking away joyously, unaware that a man stood behind him glaring menacingly at his back. Mira rolled his eyes and walked off. He muttered about the laxity of security of the place. Soon after, the cook became flustered, wondering where his fresh loaf of bread had gone. Meanwhile, Mira was long gone and enjoyed his time elsewhere. 

The next morning, Trasefior woke, already tiring of the day. She let out a sigh. The night was restless with no solid sleep. She couldn’t help it, so many thoughts filled her head from the previous day. She also was rather disappointed that nobody even seemed to notice the distress she felt during the afternoon and the evening. Everyone was having a delightful time except herself!

She resolved to walk to the temple. If she could not solve her problem, she knew she could always petition it to the Creator, who always was watching over carefully. Though she could ask for help where she was, wherever she was, she felt better clarity of mind at the temple and more remembrance of the Creator’s strong presence there. 

She glided down the hallway wearing a light blue dress that came down to her knees and fluttered about in the breeze. Her hair again tied back with an emerald clasp. She thought it a very pretty combination, and pranced about in white sandals inlaid with gently shimmering multicolored stones. 

“Going to pray again, little princess?” Mira mocked with a little curtsy as he walked out from a shadow. He again looked worse for wear today, staggering about. Not walking so well, he decided to sit by the wall, looking up to talk to her. 

“Don’t you ever get tired of it all, Mira?” Trasefior replied somewhat disgusted. 

“Don’t you? Going to the temple again, I see,” Mira returned, evading a reply. 

“To pray for you!” Trasefior curtly responded. She looked down at the little man before her. 

“Is that any way to act before going to pray?” Mira smirked, knowing soon she was to become very angry. 

She glared at him first, then looked around, saying nothing. The truth was twofold. She knew she was wrong to act in such an arrogant way toward him, but she also was being truthful. She wanted to pray so she could continue to work with him, but to tell him that was too awkward and he would never cease to tease her poor, broken heart ever afterward. 

He stood, suffering from a little dizziness he paused for a moment, then leaned on her. “Don’t worry, I too, pray,” he chuckled, “Pray that you stiff necks will come have some fun for once in your lives.” 

He took a few steps, but lost his balance and almost fell to the floor, except Trasefior caught him. About to drop the fool, he decided to walk alone, leaving her stand there as he pat her on the back while leaving. “I was told our partnership is to be concluded. Good for us, I say, right? You for better things!” he stopped to laugh, “And me, finally grown enough to be without a babysitter. I shall enjoy it thoroughly, until Exeis tries to dress me again.” He spoke with an emphasized frown. 

“Please go to bed, Mira. You should sleep some,” Trasefior spoke quietly with poise and a bow, walking off to her destination. 

He watched her walk away until she was out of sight, then mumbled to himself, “I thought for sure I’d get her fuming. Hmm... Every time I think I got her figured out, I realize I don’t. And she’s supposed to be the honest and straightforward Guardian of Revealing, but I feel like there’s something underneath all that ‘happiness’. Oh, well. Have fun, Telen.” 

His pace suddenly became much steadier as he walked himself to bed without trouble. He grinned, throwing a piece of paper on the bedside table, while kicking off his shoes. He then fell into bed lying on his back and moved not an inch more for several hours. 

Trasefior, however, was very much awake. To the point of tears, she remained praying for a much longer time than usual. She was so ashamed of herself and the anger Mira pointed out. There were so many thoughts and feelings running inside her at that very moment, she could not help but wish to hide forever! Shame, anger, loneliness, fear, intimidation, and love. Love made it all the most painful. 

When Trasefior looked up, she realized the sun stood rather high in the sky, and her friends would be looking for her. She knew they could assume where she remained, but decided to walk back instead. Trudging down the stairs, she listened to the gentle running water as it leaped down each step onto the next. Though most would enjoy such a peaceful and tranquil walk, she could not help but feel grief. She reached the very last step and was tapped on the shoulder. A male youth blushed a little when she turned. 

“Might you be Trasefior, Guardian of Revealing and Negation?” he inquired with a humble bow. She could tell he blushed even redder. 

“Thank is correct.” She blinked and then nodded. She was unaccustomed to such polite manners since she normally was holed up in a bar or some small town where the Guardians went unnoticed. 

“Lady Aria has sent me to bring you this note,” he promptly informed respectfully. 

Trasefior reached out for the letter that the youth took from within his shirt. A blue seal in the form of a water lily remained untouched upon the back of the letter. It was rather pretty, but Trasefior quickly snapped the seal. She had never received such a thing before, though she had seen others do this process many times. She opened the letter, trying to flatten the creases some to prevent the letter from folding back again. Aria has quite the elegant handwriting, Trasefior muttered to herself. Indeed, her’s was quite the opposite. Aria’s fluttered around the page like a graceful butterfly, all in perfect motion. Trasefior felt how uneven she made her letters, and inadequate in even spacing the words out well. 

It had been some time since she had wandered on her own. Joining the group, they were so much more elegant than she felt herself. The temple, too, was way beyond her upbringing, but these friends she couldn’t leave for an endless, lonely, wandering life she once had. She worked hard to keep up with their eloquence.

“She wishes an audience with Mira and myself.” There wasn’t too much in the letter but to tell her to come discuss some important matters that had come up, and she wished to address the two privately. Trasefior’s heart skipped a beat, but knew not to let her hopes elevate too high. 

When she walked into the room, she found Aria gently sipping flower blossom tea by the window with a rather gloomy man. He slumped down in his chair with his arms folded tightly. He was groaning some impatiently. Once he saw her though, he rose up shouting. 

“It took you long enough!” Mira accused. 

“I am sorry! Were you waiting long?” Trasefior asked Aria, ignoring Mira all the while. Aria offered a seat, and Trasefior accepted. Mira rolled his eyes and wiped his face. 

“You guys wake me up for this crap!?” he marveled to himself impatiently. He certainly was in an absolutely cranky mood. 

As he was getting up, Darken walked by catching Mira unaware, and he coward back into his seat. Darken did not sit, however, but merely stood by his wife's shoulder. To the point, Darken quickly went into his business. 

“Someone has the key of Creation and Dissolution. Go find it,” Darken stated. 

“What kinda...?” Mira commented back. He was never one to not say something back once a person spoke. His comments lashed out his clear thoughts on any matter. 

“Since you are absolute masters of this key, look for it. I have too many things to do. Five days ago, the old man who had been watching over it told me it was stolen as he was to give back the key for a wedding ceremony for two certain kingdoms.” 

“I don’t want Telen,” Mira argued back. His face lit up with suspicious anger, and Trasefior knew he was thinking hard on something.

Darken looked down at him, irritated, then informed, “She is more responsible than you, and you’ll need Trasefior for the other half. It works as a two edged sword if the thief uses it, you see. After that, Trasefior will be working here with us at the temple, understood? This will be the last time she works with you.” 

“Last time?” Mira inquired with a slight grin on his face. Whatever were his prior thoughts, they immediately faded out of concern at that point.

Trasefior tried to remain as still and emotionless as possible throughout the whole conversation. Darken was someone she looked up to as their leader. She would remain loyal no matter what orders he gave. She was the type of person once she gave her loyalty, it was not to be taken away. Both Darken and Aria had her steadfast allegiance, and if she was told to stay, she would stay, regardless of how unhappy she might become in consequence. She could perhaps learn to like what she was to do, and over time, maybe the sting of leaving what she had enjoyed would fade. 

“Ghiren Valley is where you ought head. The kingdom of Teira’ahs has lost this key, a sort of engagement gift to a neighboring country when the two families merge. A lot of old wars went on between the two countries over the key, and they finally wish to put it to rest peacefully. I guess it was stolen away by one of the guards as the old man came to present it to the King. To prevent war, you two are to find it and return it again promptly. I have sent a letter to the kingdoms stating that two Guardians are working to track down the stolen treasure.” 

“So we get to go party, eh?” Mira chuckled, “Or at least I will. Right, Telen?” 

“It’s Trasefior, Miragent,” she returned in challenge. She would not let him play so easily. 

“We need you to leave at once, I’m afraid,” Darken added in insistence. 

“I understand,” Trasefior stated with a smile and a bow. She left soon after to get things ready quickly. She was used to travel and knew right what to pack. 

Mira stomped out the room in a casual fashion, as if the thought of going was his idea instead of just going along with Darken’s requests. He knew what to bring in an instant, though he probably wouldn’t bring anything at all if he hadn't been prodded by Trasefior all the times as he traveled with her. One extra pair of clothing and a little bit of food seemed to be such a hassle, but it was worth it to bring if he didn’t want to face her wrath. He would of course, either borrow Telen’s water container, or get a drink at the next pub. He next pondered, What else did I need to get?

Aria looked at her friend’s back as Trasefior departed the room. Though no one could tell, she seemed very contemplative. Darken rubbed her back and leaned down beside her. “Why are we so quiet? I know you miss your dear friend already, but I am most confused. You requested that she go help in this task on your own insistence, did you not?” 

“I know, I do not really want this to happen, but if it does not occur, I think I would be much unhappier seeing the circumstances run out,” she pouted in a sigh.

Though Darken did not speak, he remained still, trying to contemplate her very words. He looked at her for a very long time after. While thinking, he grinned slightly, then bent over and gently kissed his dear sweet wife. A tear fell down her cheek, but she smiled tenderly as well. 

“Mira!” 

Trasefior struggled to search for the man. Her brown bag was packed with only the bare essentials. Her clothing was modest neutral browns, making all but Mira think she was an average commoner. Her red hair was tied into a bun and covered with a tan bandana. 

“This is turning out already to be a great mission thanks to you!” she fumed.

Suddenly, she slapped her cheeks. She realized that earlier, she had vowed to try to control her rage and negativity. Though it was impossible to fix it completely, she felt she must always strive to do her best. After all, it was the best she could do. 

“Telen, I thought we were going to meet at the high gate, not the west,” Mira commented, but his impatience dissolved once he saw her. 

He was wearing his usual outfit consisting of his favorite black coat and a long sleeved midnight blue shirt underneath. One couldn’t tell if it was dirty or not. The blue shirt had very small amounts of golden embroidery stitched along the collar and sleeves. Because she had cleaned his clothing before, she knew a cream shirt lurked underneath the other two. It was a rather baggy, comfy shirt, but since the other navy shirt over it followed his form, one could never guess the one under would be baggy. His pants were a dark black, not baggy, but loose enough to travel in comfortably. His overall appearance looked no better than the average street thug. 

“This one is the closest I thought,” she remarked, though not completely sure. Mira did have an excellent talent for reading a map uncomparable to anyone. He knew every crack to every town in the vast lands around, and many even beyond that. She felt she could navigate a map quite well, but his knowledge of the hidden routes always was far better, and she couldn’t argue with that. 

“Way wrong!” Mira exclaimed, running over to her to catch up. 

He pointed over to a high building off in the distance. “That over there has a bridge less busy around this time of day. If we take that out, we’ll save at least an hour trying to avoid all the people. We’ll go the way I chose, okay? Saves the aggravation.” 

“Did you...” 

“Telen, I brought the usual that I get nagged on to take,” he interrupted, raising a sack above his head and then to his side again. 

“Away, we go for the last time, I guess,” Trasefior spoke with a sigh, but she knew Mira would never guess how bitter and cold inside she felt when she spoke those words. 

“Once we are outside the city gates, we should purchase the horses for traveling at Chintire Straite,” he commented next, still in thought about how they should proceed with their trip. He looked at her, knowing she had the money for the trip, and she wasn’t one to let it go unless needed. She nodded in agreement silently. 

All went smoothly, and they were traveling along. The grass was rather bright, and the sky the brightest blue, yet Trasefior kept her mind wandering away. It was hard not to when her only task was to drive the horse straight until their destination. Then the real work would begin. 

Every so often, she would glance at Mira. He always looked ahead, never paying any attention to her whatsoever. She wished he would talk, but he never did. She could tell he was thinking about their task at hand, and she rather thought it cute to see his serious side. Almost always, when with others, he joked around and was the clown, but when traveling alone, when no one was around, he was serious and calm. His head held high and stature tall. He seemed almost princely. It gave him a dignified aura, and only she ever got to see it. Perhaps it was because he was used to her always being around, that her presence didn’t much count anymore. 

“Telen,” Mira called out, then pointed. Her eyes shot out into the distance. “Over there. Do you see that steeple?” 

Trasefior looked over, saying nothing. She knew she could not see it, but to say no would only cause her grief and taunting. Instead, she looked over to the man next to her for his next response. 

“You don’t see it, do you?” he nodded, shaking his head. 

“I didn’t say anything,” she commented. 

“I can tell. Even if you don’t lie, not saying anything gives me the hint that you don’t,” he grinned. 

“Oh, you know me so well then?” she inquired with her brow raised high. 

Mira laughed, “I know you and many others enough for that.” 

Trasefior fumed next, “So now Miragent Lansley can read minds?” 

“Don’t call me that. You shouldn’t use full names like that,” Mira spoke seriously. 

“And why ever not? Seems only like proper manners to me?” she shrugged in annoyance. He was so hard to comprehend sometimes.

He stared at her a bit with more of a frown, then added, “Just don’t say my name that way, Telen.” 

Trasefior, caught off guard by his serious frankness, decided to oblige. For some reason, this was important to his image, though she could not figure out why he would hate his full name so much. She sighed in exhaustion of his taxing character, “Very well. What is out in the distance then Mira?” 

“Well, that steeple,” he paused his sentence to turn to her, “Is the location of the town we’ll stay at tonight. Just thought to mention it to you is all.” Trasefior nodded as she urged her horse on some. 

“How long do you think til we get there?” she asked, ready for a break soon. 

He squinted as he looked into the distance. 

“When it’s dark, I suppose, but I’ll get there way before then,” he laughed as he flicked the reigns of his horse and moved swiftly in the intended direction. 

Trasefior thought blankly about the statement, and then she, too, hastily rushed to catch up. She didn’t trust leaving him unsupervised for too long even though she had the money along with her. He could manage trouble even without all that. 

Soon they approached the town, fabrics and colors were strewn about the streets. Fresh fruits and flowers filled the air as Trasefior closed her eyes, enjoying the fresh scents. Shadows of large trees covered the streets, giving safe protection from the golden sun overhead. She then glided off her horse onto the street. She would first walk down to the stable with the horse. 

“You wanna take mine too?” Mira commented, jumping off his. 

She was about to glare but instead sighed, “Mira, do you know where the stables are?” 

He stood there a moment, looking at her and expecting more response, but shrugged his shoulders. “This way.” 

Once they settled for the night, Trasefior relaxed out in the open, humid air, enjoying the fragrances of foreign blooms. Mira had already dashed out quickly before she even had a chance to search for him, so she decided it was wisest to let him play for the night. She knew worse trouble would come if he knew he could drag her into his troubles as well. She treasured her quiet moment of peace, like water found in the desert. Tired from the journey, she soon found herself drifting off a little and decided she should retire for the night. 

In the morning, she quickly pounced up and prepared for the day. Mira, she assumed, still slept, and she would make plans to discover the location of the key using her skills. About to begin, she soon was interrupted by a slam of the door. Mira stood in the entrance, looking unkempt and tired, but smiling all the while. 

“I see you had fun, but just how much?” Trasefior inquired, annoyed. She knew he probably spent the night partying and enjoying the freedom from the temple. She only hoped that whatever trouble he caused would not have further repercussions. 

He sat down on the chair casually, all sprawled out, grinning mischievously. “I always have fun, Telen. You know that.” 

“Indeed. Now we have to get to work, so quit playing around!” Trasefior returned crossly. 

“Ah, but Telen, I already have been working. In fact, you were the one taking it easy, sleeping the whole night away,” Mira moved past Trasefior to the window, glancing outside, grinning, and waiting for a grand response. 

Trasefior flushed, then bellowed, “What do you mean?!” 

“I know exactly where the key is. Let’s go then, or do you wish to sleep around some more?” Mira turned to face her. The more infuriated she got, the wider his prideful grin became. 

“Thanks for working as a team, Mirgent!” Trasefior muttered, trying every part of her being not to say even worse things to him. It was exactly what he wanted and deserved, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. 

Mira came over to pat her shoulder and then added, “I figured the quicker we get this done, the sooner I can get rid of you.” 

At first enraged from Mira patting her, suddenly she changed
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