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The stories after The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Entries 1-231) are still on one, singular timeline. The order is just mixed: for example, some entries from The Ferret Universe: The Desolation Vacuum may be taking place before or after some entries in The Ferret Universe: The Door to Paradise,  some entries in The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Entries 231+) may be taking place before or after some entries in The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld, etc.

The numerical order of entries within each collection is also on a continuous, forward timeline. For example, entry 3 always takes place after entry 2, entry 100 takes place after entry 99, etc.

Additionally, while any of the above stories can be read in any order, the recommended order of reading is as follows:

	The Ferret Universe: The Original 

	The Ferret Universe: Prequel 

	The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Official Compilation: Entries 1-105) 

	The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Official Compilation: Entries 106-256) 

	The Ferret Universe: The Desolation Vacuum (Official Compilation: Entries 1-70) 

	The Ferret Universe: The Door to Paradise (Official Compilation: Entries 1-100) 

	The Ferret Universe: Box of the Synthesized Ones (Official Compilation: Entries 1-95)

	The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld (Official Compilation: Entries 1-200)

	Rise of the Infected: Entries 1-25

	Any collections of entries 


*  The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld is a separate franchise from The Ferret Universe, but features characters from The Ferret Universe. This is considered a “Companion Series” to The Ferret Universe, since the ferrets from The Ferret Universe are still a major focus in this franchise. 

** Rise of the Infected is a separate franchise from The Ferret Universe, but characters from The Ferret Universe appear in this franchise. However, this is NOT considered a “Companion Series” to The Ferret Universe, since the ferrets from The Ferret Universe make minor appearances, and this franchise’s major focus is on other characters.
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WORLDLINE REFERENCES
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The Time-Dependent Reality: the "Reality Worldline," where ferrets experience life and death. 


Original Status: the state in which the entire Universe of Ferretopia is made of galaxies, intergalactic space, and the Empty Beyond (unless otherwise stated, assume the entry is taking place in this Status)

Unoriginal Statuses: the state in which Universe of Ferretopia is made of a single type of habitat (e.g., the entire Universe is a seemingly never-ending hotel in Hotel Status, the entire Universe is a seemingly never-ending mountain in Mountain Status, etc.)

Main World: the part of Ferretopia that consists of galaxies, intergalactic space, and the Empty Beyond (only when Ferretopia is in Original Status)

Pocket Worlds: hidden places accessible through portals in the Main World (i.e., there are Pocket Worlds accessible through jars, closets, vacuums, washing machines, etc.)


Dreamscape Universe: the worldline that coincides with Reality on a separate plane, where thoughts and imagination can be witnessed and experienced.

The Time-Independent Reality: the “Reality Outside Time and Space,” a perfected Reality that has no beginning or end, with everything and everyone in perfected and ever-improving perfected forms.

The Null Realities: the "Would-be Worldlines,” which are alternative, hypothetical worldlines that do not truly exist as Reality (the versions of the ferrets in these worldlines are not truly alive, nor do they have a true existence). 
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The Paradise Laundromat contains a golden washing machine that leads to the Pocket World of the Paradise Isles. While this Pocket World seems to be a peaceful place of paradise and luxury, the World was populated by entitled, hedonistic Lost Ferrets who call themselves the Privileged. The Privileged aimed to Transmorph other ferrets into luxury items in hopes of impressing Gwyneth, believing that she will reward them with the Gold Key to her Paradise Door. One such ferret they aimed to Transmorph is Lester, who they call the “Runaway Scoundrel.”

Zaden, Lula, and Lazarai had ventured through the peculiar Pocket World of the Paradise Isles to catch Lester before the Privileged do, so that Lester and Lula can return the deluded Lost Ferrets from this World back to where they belong. They also stop by to embark on relaxing and whimsical adventures. 

NOTE: Each entry takes place after the preceding one, but all entries can be read as stand-alone pieces in any order. Whether you are in the mood to read something short and sweet, or explore a longer series of intriguing sequential events, this compilation gives you the best of both worlds.

Additionally, as with all series by M.B. Dalson, a happy ending for all characters is already set, positive components of characters’ core traits will not change, and relationship statuses and positive components of characters’ relationship dynamics will not change throughout the collections.

These entries are therefore meant to be a series of events that capture special moments, lighthearted moments, heavy moments, themes, or character dynamics, rather than tell a single narrative.
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ONE MOMENT, I WAS AT a luxury breakfast diner, in the middle of a light banter with Lula and Lazarai. They had been teasing me about... something. 

Then the area became filled with Gwyneth’s melodious, upbeat-suggestive humming and singing. 

Next thing I knew, I was hovering toward a golden blanket that hovered in front of the diner’s exit. Gwyneth’s winged figure was glowing from the other side, and I could see the shadow of her elegant form doing its slithery, alluring dance. 

My melancholic frown was now a blank, dazed look. As I drew nearer to the blanket, the blanket billowed around me, wrapping around my body in a bundle. I closed my eyes as the glowing light from Gwyneth’s crown shone against my eye. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Entry 1

[image: ]


[image: A group of cartoon animals

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

I PEERED OVER THE BENCH below the lilac tree, gazing across the stony paths and luscious green grass. 

Lazarai and Lula were a short distance ahead in a gazebo, chatting and laughing with a crowd of Lost Ferrets who were all dressed in rich, wealthy clothing. 

I gave a small groan and muttered in my quiet, drawling voice. “You guys... nooo...” 

I slowly crept over, keeping myself hidden behind the trees and golden benches. I pressed my back against a peach tree and peered around, watching from a closer view. 

As usual, all the Lost Ferrets had their eyes closed since they were all in sleepwalking mode. Lazarai and Lula were the only ferrets in the crowd with their eyes open. 

Lazarai was sitting on a lounge chair with one leg raised and bent, and his other leg crossed over his knee. He was wearing sunglasses while his long-clawed fingers took turns slowly tracing around the rim of his wineglass. He was speaking in his smooth, cunning voice to the many female Lost Ferrets who sauntered around him, giggling and speaking with dreamy voices. 

Lula was sitting on a chair with her legs up, hugging a pillow while she giggled and laughed in her airy, childlike voice with several Lost Ferrets dressed in stylish outfits. 

I felt a knot in my stomach as one of the brown-white male ferrets took Lula’s hand and gave it a kiss. 

Come on... we still have to find Lester... I clenched my teeth. As soon as the thought came up, I found myself feeling less interested. I continued to stare at the gazebo of socializing ferrets. They did seem to be having fun.   

Lula turned and locked gazes with me. Her calm smile widened, and she gestured with her head for me to come over. 

I found myself feeling a spark of elation. Lula looked very photogenic, sitting there and hugging her pillow while the sunrays shone into the gazebo and magnified her smooth, white fur. Despite my melancholic frown, I was starting to feel giddy. Without realizing it, I was making my way over to Lula. 

I stopped as another Lost Ferret tapped Lula’s shoulder, causing her to look away from me and giggle with the other ferrets again. 

I swallowed. Geez, what am I doing? I narrowed my eye. Images flashed in my head of all the massages these Lost Ferrets had given me. 

And all the sweet-smelling perfume they had sprayed in my face. 

And all the female Lost Ferrets who had giggled and hugged my scrawny shoulders, cuddling their cheeks against me. 

I felt a fluttering sensation in my stomach. I really did have a good time here. 

Then my eyes clouded. We were delaying our search for Lester every time we allowed ourselves to hang out with these Lost Ferrets.

We were in a Pocket World called the Paradise Isles—the Pocket World was accessed through a portal in a golden washing machine at the corner of the fancy Paradise Laundromat. The Lost Ferrets here called themselves the Privileged. They were always very pleasant with us. 

And the aroma of fresh, sweet-smelling laundry detergent was always pleasant here... it was called Paradise Detergent. That amazing aroma was always wafting from the ocean that surrounded these Isles.

Suddenly, a giggling female Lost Ferret Privileged grabbed my shoulders from behind. 

“Here he is! The Ominous Lamenter! I found him!”

Everything was a blur as I was pushed toward the gazebo and into the large, chattering crowd. 
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It was almost two weeks since Lula, Lazarai, Lester, and I had last swirled into the golden washing machine at the Paradise Laundromat and entered this Pocket World of the Paradise Isles. 

As we now returned to this sweet-smelling Pocket World, we continued our search for Lester. I was making my way through an outdoor shopping mall. The shops I passed were full of exotic clothes, perfumes, shoes, and handbags. Many wealthy Lost Ferrets—the Privileged— were making their way across the gold and platinum streets here. 

I clenched my teeth. While I was feeling soothed by the nice aroma of sweet, fresh laundry detergent in the air, along with the aesthetically appealing display of my surroundings... I was also feeling a queasy sensation in my stomach. Many of the fancy items here were Transmorphed from living ferret bodies. Many ferrets from the Main World had been attracted to the Paradise Detergent’s fragrance that wafted from the washing machine that led to this Pocket World— oftentimes when a ferret from the Main World entered this place, the Privileged hypnotize them into becoming their Transmorphed Victims, so that they could be Transmorphed into nonliving, inanimate objects of their Privileged owner’s choice, many of which were fancy, shiny items. 

As I passed by many luxurious shops, all the beautiful, glamorous clothes, handbags, shoes, jewelry, and flashy-looking items... suddenly they all seemed disgusting and hideous. 

I gasped as I saw Lazarai and Lula making their way into a candle shop.   

I clenched my teeth and made my way after them. I entered the shop and pressed my back against a wall beside a cabinet of pumpkin-scented candles. I listened to their exchange on the other side of the cabinet. 

“Hehe... oh my gosh,” Lula’s airy, childlike voice was full of amusement. She grabbed a cotton-scented candle and gazed at it with her calm smile. “I didn’t know the Privileged actually believed that rumor.”

“Mmm... which one?” Lazarai murmured in his calm, smooth voice. He was tracing his claw around a heart-shaped design on the glass of a pink scented candle. 

“The one that says you and I are married, and Zaden is our butler,” Lula giggled, sniffing her candle before placing the lid back on. “Guess the Privileged are also a buncha dumboos.”

Lazarai’s sly, mesmerized smile widened as he kept his gaze on his tracing claw. “As long as they believe something, they won’t go nosing around into the details of our business. The less unanswered questions they think they have, the better.”

“Yeahhhh. So which yacht are we taking tonight?”

“Mmm... you choose this time, sweetheart. I’m not in the mood to make decisions.”

“Heh, okie let’s take the pink one.” 

That night, I watched as Lazarai and Lula left on a pink yacht. They were heading to Gwyneth’s Isle, where Lazarai had detected Lester.  

I stood there on the deck while the mild ocean breeze ruffled my hood. My default melancholic frown grew pensive as I pondered on how we had ended up here. 

The deluded Lost Ferrets who called themselves the Privileged had been sleeping in the Wandering Train with all the other 3 million Lost Ferrets—all Lost Ferrets were primary descendents of Ferret Forefounders Lester and Lula. The Wandering Train was traversing in the mysterious space in a Pocket World known as the Hidden World. The Train was headed to a place in that Hidden World called the Serene Space—the special place created only for Forefounder Lester and Lula to spend their most special times together. Only when the Wandering Train arrived at the Serene Space would all 3 million Lost Ferrets awaken and be able to resume their lives in the Main World of Ferretopia. 

However, many Lost Ferrets often sleepwalked in their Wandering Train and would stumble into portals in the compartments of their Passenger Cars that each led to other different Pocket Worlds in Ferretopia. A huge population of Lost Ferrets had stumbled into compartment portals that led to this Pocket World of the Paradise Isles. The place smelled so pleasant, and although they couldn’t see while they had their eyes closed, they could sense that there were many buildings and valuables made from the most exotic, luxury-brand materials in Ferretopia. And since the Nulls had invaded their Dream Rooms prior to their arrival, the Lost Ferrets thus came up with the delusion that this was the Serene Space. They believed they were “privileged” to have found their way here earlier than all the other Lost Ferrets on the Wandering Train. Thus, they called themselves the Privileged. 

As the Privileged settled among the 20 Isles in this Pocket World, they discovered that the centermost Isle was where Gwyneth’s Palace was. Gwyneth not only was the special companion of Supreme Warrior Jedidiah, but she was also a Universe-wide actress who had the greatest volume of fans in Ferretopia for both herself as an actress and for all her filmed content— her shows, movies, and music videos. The Privileged went on to believe more delusions that were influenced by the Nulls who had been in their Dream Rooms—they believed that as the privileged ferrets who had first stumbled into this place that they thought was the Serene Space, they were given the opportunity to win an invitation to Gwyneth’s Paradise, the secret spot where Gwyneth would film all her iconic shows, movies, and music videos. But in order to win an invitation by Gwyneth to enter her Paradise, the Privileged delusionally believed that they had to impress her, by summoning the most luxurious, exotic, and fancy items any ferret could have ever summoned. 

However, summoning exotic, expensive items from scratch required expending much energy—especially for ferrets who didn’t have Elemental Powers above the average Cosmic Warrior. And since none of the Privileged were stronger than the average Cosmic Warrior, they were unable to use their Elemental Powers to summon exotic, luxury-brand, and fancy items from scratch. 

The other way to summon such items was to gather a large volume of items of lower value and Transmorph them all into a luxury-brand item. 

But an easier way was to Transmorph the body of a living ferret—or rather, a ferret that was once alive, as Transmorphing a ferret body would obviously result in death of the ferret. 

And Transmorphing bodies of ferrets would result in the most exotic, luxury-brand items that could ever be Transmorphed. And it was less energy-draining to do than to gain Elemental Powers that were strong enough to summon the same item of equal value from scratch. 

Thus, the Privileged learned how to Transmorph the bodies of ferrets—they practiced on the few Alienated Ones that had drifted into the Pocket World through the washing machine in the Main World. It turned out that Transmorphing the bodies of other ferrets into luxury items actually did not require using Elemental Powers in very advanced ways as did using such Powers to summon the same luxury items from scratch.  

The Privileged believed that if they summoned 100 Transmorphed gifts for Gwyneth and received 100 Gold Star Ratings from her in a one-month period, she would reward them with the Gold Key to her Paradise Door. They had developed a huge obsession over Gwyneth and loved her in a rather obsessive way—they thus believed that entering her Paradise and starring in her shows and music videos with her would make them just as Universe-famous as Gwyneth was, receiving the same level of fame and praise as she did.

This was all nonsense, however. Gwyneth never allowed anyone into her Paradise— while it was truly a wonderful place, it was not a place for ferrets who were still in Time-Dependent bodies with immature minds. Gwyneth’s Paradise had a very strong, alluring effect that would put any entering ferret into the Permanent Trance— males would be stuck in an inescapable state where all they would ever want to do is follow or seek out Gwyneth. Females would be stuck in an inescapable state where all they would ever want to do is laze around in Gwyneth’s Paradise. Both males and females would be so caught up in their trance, they would cease eating, drinking, and taking care of themselves—they would also become vehemently resistant to any ferret who tried to shake them out of their hypnotic state. They would remain in the Permanent Trance until they died and wasted away. 

Thus, Gwyneth had never allowed ferrets to enter her Paradise Door. Nevertheless, the Lost Ferrets did not believe Gwyneth’s Paradise was dangerous at all. They didn’t believe the Permanent Trance was real. They were too caught up in their obsession over becoming as famous and loved as she was. They were deluded that she would let them in if they impressed her enough with fancy, luxurious items—they thus lured ferrets from the Main World into this Pocket World so that they could Transmorph them into gifts that they would offer Gwyneth. 

The washing machine that led to this Pocket World elicited a very alluring detergent smell called Paradise Detergent—it was diffused in the ocean around the Paradise Isles in this Pocket World. The Privileged had used their Elemental Powers to amplify the Paradise Detergent’s aroma so that it would make ferrets feel an unstoppable urge to open the washing machine’s side door and venture into this Pocket World so that they could continuously smell the aroma. This only worked on ferrets who entered the Paradise Laundromat building and had Elemental Powers of average strength (so Lula, Lazarai, and I had were resistant to its attracting effects, even though we still agreed the detergent smelled nice... we smelled it all the time while we were here). 

The Privileged referred to the ferrets they lured from the Main World as “Outsiders.” They believed that the more Outsiders they Transmorphed into gorgeous statues, mannequins, dolls, or any eye-catching display, the more they increased their chances of having Gwyneth give more Gold Star Ratings to their items. Since they believed that the ferret who received 100 Gold Star Ratings within a one-month period would be rewarded the Gold Key to her Paradise Door, the Lost Ferrets would thus each aim to brainwash 100 Outsiders per month, deceiving them that the Outsiders were called to sacrifice their bodies to be Transmorphed into whatever statue, mannequin, or doll-like display the Privileged thought would impress Gwyneth. The Privileged deceived the Outsiders into thinking that if they were Transmorphed into a glamorous item that impressed Gwyneth enough for her to give the item a Gold Star Rating, both the Outsider and Privileged who Transmorphed the Outsider would both be rewarded by Gwyneth—that she would summon a Gold Key for the rewarded Privileged to open the Paradise Door to Gwyneth’s Paradise, and that the Outsider would be resurrected back to life by Gwyneth once they were brought into her Paradise. Both the Privileged and the Transmorphed Outsider would be recognized and loved by the entire Universe almost as much as Gwyneth was. And Gwyneth would summon all sorts of luxurious objects and items for the rewarded Privileged and Outsider, so that no ferret needed to muster up any energy to summon anything for themselves again.  

My stomach turned into a knot. Again... more disgusting nonsense. 

And Gwyneth had allowed the Privileged Lost Ferrets to believe these delusions. Even though she would never agree to grant anyone a Gold Key to her Door, the expressive, bombastic, and vivacious ferret still loved to see the Lost Ferrets come to her Garden on her Isle (or any of the Paradise Isles) and summon all sorts of Transmorphed displays of gorgeous statues. And on top of it all—she was secretly filming all the scenes of the Privileged behaving in their deluded states, having their delusional conversations, and doing what they thought would please her and grant them access to her Paradise Door. She was making a secret film out of the Privileged’s activities here—she had always loved to entertain herself with films that featured eye-catching displays. And she loved announcing Gold Star Ratings to many of the fancy items that were summoned here. 

However, after she had found out about the delusions the Privileged believed in, she secretly started allowing Supreme Warrior Jedidiah to sneak into the Pocket World and rescue any Outsider that was brainwashed to become a Transmorphed Victim for the Privileged—Gwyneth would then replace the Outsider’s body with an identical Synthetic body, and the Privileged would never know that the Transmorphed Victim they were keeping captive had been replaced. Gwyneth was therefore glad to have a “no ferret was harmed in the making of this film” disclaimer in her secret compilation of recordings (unfortunately, there was nothing she could do about the Transmorphed Victims who ended up losing their lives and being turned into objects before she had found out about the Privileged’s delusions).

Then Lester fell into one of the washing machines and ended up in this Pocket World. The Privileged Lost Ferrets had tried to brainwash him about the Paradise Door, as well as his calling to become a Transmorphed Victim for the Privileged. 

Lester didn’t believe the Lost Ferrets’ delusions. However, they had shown him sexy pictures of Gwyneth while amplifying the fragrance of the laundry detergent they dumped into the sea. They even injected his blood with some of that detergent while he was drinking some wine they had offered—the detergent caused the alcoholic content of the wine to linger in his blood and make his mind go awry. 

The result was that Lester’s impulsivity was enhanced—he also began to desire entrance into Gwyneth’s Paradise.  

Lester already knew what Gwyneth’s Paradise was truly like—and he was still eager to enter it again. But rather than do it by being a Transmorphed Victim for the Privileged, he decided to try other ways to impress Gwyneth. If he ever saw her, he would try to impress her, not by being chic and glamorous, but by being his stud-like, thrill-seeking self. 

But since it was rare for Gwyneth to make an appearance among these Isles, Lester often just attempted to break into her Paradise Door without allowing the Privileged use him as a Transmorphed Victim. Sometimes, he would break into the homes of the Privileged, snatch their Transmorphed statues, mannequins, or dolls, and bang them against the Paradise Door, attempting to break in. That being said, Lester didn’t exactly have the best reputation. The Privileged would refer to Lester as the Runaway Scoundrel. 

And it wasn’t long until new delusion had spread among the Privileged— they believed that if they captured Lester and Transmorphed him into any generically nice-looking statue, mannequin, or doll, Gwyneth would reward them the Gold Key, regardless of how many Gold Star Ratings they had ever received from her. 

I swallowed as I watched the pink yacht grow smaller in the distance, heading toward Gwyneth’s Isle. 

I was reminded that Lazarai and Lula had been the only Outsiders from the Main World that the Lost Ferrets refused to turn into Transmorphed Victims. Instead, the Lost Ferrets had invited Lazarai and Lula to join them as one of the Privileged. The Lost Ferrets had been captivated when they saw Lazarai using Elemental Artistry to summon the most exotic resources and make them artistically and aesthetically transform into even more aesthetically appealing fashion. His style was eccentric, yet still very aesthetically pleasing. They had also liked his windchimes’ charming, melodious tunes. 

The Privileged had also been captivated when they saw Lula summoning her pillows and blankets and maneuvering her way through them, enjoying herself in a graceful, serene, eye-catching manner. At the time, neither Lazarai nor Lula had known that they were being watched by the Lost Ferrets, as Lula had been too immersed in her cozy zone, while Lazarai’s windchimes made him easily tune out their heartbeats. The two of them were just having a good time in this nice place, without trying to put on a show. 

But the Privileged Lost Ferrets of the Paradise Isles had been captivated, nonetheless. They couldn’t imagine turning either ferret as Transmorphed Victims. 

Thus, Lazarai and Lula had been granted membership as the Privileged. But they withstood the brainwashing. They didn’t believe what the ferrets had said about the Paradise Door, nor were they interested in doing what the rest of the Privileged were doing. 

However, Lazarai and Lula would still accept invites to hang out with the Privileged, so that they would have a better chance of tracking down Lester. It made it easier to track down Lester, since he was always trying to break into random homes of the Privileged to snatch any Transmorphed ferret statues or mannequins and use them as weapons to bang against the Paradise Doors. 

I gave a small groan.

Meanwhile, the Lost Ferrets were mixed about what to do with me. They knew I was the Ominous Lamenter, the melancholic rockstar who sang gloomy-rhythmic music, and they knew I was quite famous as well. While they liked me and found my music and art very eye-catching, some had suspicions that I was trying to bring darkness to the world with my gloomy, angsty tunes—even though I always included an important, hopeful vibe in my art and music. Nevertheless, some of the Privileged wanted to make me a Transmorphed Victim that they would use to impress Gwyneth, believing that Transmorphing a valuable ferret as myself would win Gwyneth’s affection as quickly as it would if they Transmoprhed Lester. Others—particularly those who spent more time with Lula and Lazarai—would want to have me hang out with them and grant me Privileged membership someday. 

Ugh. So I was either trying to stay hidden so that no one would make me a Transmorphed Victim, or hanging out as some of the Privileged whenever I got a chance to catch up with Lula or Lazarai.

Well... as long as none of the Lost Ferrets ever found out what we were really trying to do here. Our goal was to get Lester and Lula to reunite so that I could exhale my Powerboost Cloud for them, activating their Elemental Powers to summon the Ultra Hole, which would take all Privileged Lost Ferret in this Pocket World back to the Wandering Train where they belonged. Then, Supreme Warrior Jedidiah would also inhale my Powerboost Cloud, activating his Elemental Powers to summon the Revival Star, reviving the portal that would make this Pocket World reconnect to the Serene Space rather than to the washing machines of the Paradise Laundromat or to the compartments in the Wandering Train.

Yes... this entire Pocket World was once connected to the Serene Space, but was separated when the Unwanted Space was formed in the Hidden World. The Lost Ferrets here had to arrive to the Serene Space as a whole in order to wake up—remaining in this piece of land while it was separated would not awaken them. And neither would it work to let them stay here while this World reconnected to the Serene Space. There was only one way to awaken the Lost Ferrets and have them snap back to Reality—they had to ride the Wandering Train and arrive to the Serene Space on that Wandering Train.    

Unfortunately, the Lost Ferrets didn’t realize that and chose not to believe that. 

But even more complicated was that Lester was half-deluded and too impulsive at the moment. All he wanted to do was attempt breaking into Gwyneth’s Paradise Door like a maniac. Whenever we tracked him down, he would refuse to believe that he had any responsibility to summon all these Privileged back to the Wandering Train. Nothing was on his mind except breaking into the Paradise Door and meeting Gwyneth. 

I swallowed. Freeing Lester from his half-brainwashed state so that we could bring the Lost Ferrets back where they belonged, so that Jedidiah could return this World back to the Serene Space where the Lost Ferrets were truly destined to go... 

This proved to be much harder than any of us had expected. 
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I WAS MAKING MY WAY to the basement level of the exotic mansion Lula, Lazarai, and I were sharing for that week at one of the Paradise Isles. I raised my eyebrow as I saw Lula closing a golden door behind her—there was a bright streak of light streaming from the door, before she closed it shut. 

She had a calm, peaceful look on her face as usual—but the peace had an added special layer of serenity that I couldn’t explain.  

She raised her eyebrows as she saw me. “Oh, hey boo,” she said in her airy, childlike voice. 

“Lula... were you just summoning another portal to visit the Serene Space again?” I gazed at the door. It almost looked like the Paradise Door, except it had a curving top, rather than a square one. 

Lula nodded. “Yep. It’s wonderful... a true place of paradise.” She gave a soft laugh. “Not that this place and Gwyneth’s Paradise aren’t amazing. But... it’s nice to be in a pleasant place without pleasure-addicted ferrets.”

I gave a slow nod. “And without the risk of falling into Permanent Trance.”  
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LULA, LAZARAI, AND I were staying in another mansion—this time, it was one of the mansions on Gwyneth’s Isle where Lazarai had last detected Lester. 

I peered around the corner, gazing down at the spacious, shiny hall. I could hear Gwyneth’s melodious, hypnotic humming. Her voice had a nasally-snobbish edge to it, yet it still sounded so elegant and captivating. Despite my default melancholic frown, there was a glimmer of intrigue and yearning in my eye. 

It was very rare to spot Gwyneth among these Isles. Which was strange, since Gwyneth was so expressive and so bombastic—both in her films and in real life. 

I longed to see her. I wanted to be in her stunning, eye-catching presence, so that she could lay her beautiful, suggestive eyes on me... and run her fingers through my hanging tuft of head-fur... 

Suddenly, the entire place transformed into a luscious botanical garden full of botanical ferrets and glimmering statues. I gasped, realizing I was now peering from around a tree, rather than a golden wall. There were flower petals falling from the tree above me, each one a different shape and color. 

The place was also filled with hovering giant cards, many of which were displaying colorful cartoon-like ferrets. Some were displaying Animerrets. 

There were also various pieces of jewelry floating through the air—they rose from the diamond-shaped holes in the ground, then disappeared back into other diamond-shaped holes. 

I gazed around with awe, feeling my heart swell as Gwyneth’s humming continued to echo around the land. 

“Gwyneth...” I muttered, feeling a strange mix of excitement and desperation. “Where are you...?” I gazed around, hovering around many botanical displays and statues. I could hear her humming echoing everywhere, yet I cannot see her. 

Starblasts... I really wanted to see her. 

She sounded so beautiful.  

Every so often, I felt like the humming loudened a bit, as if she was approaching me from behind, but the moment I turned in the direction where I thought the sound was coming from, it would fade away and louden in another direction. 

I gave a short, half-hearted laugh, turning around, stopping, looking over my shoulder, peering around various botanical displays. 

“Gwyneth... please come out,” I muttered. 

I flinched as there was a sudden burst of golden dust from one of the holes in the ground. In front of me were two Lost Ferrets dressed in jeweled clothing, with capes that trailed almost 16 feet behind them. They were holding golden rods in their hands, and they were giving me haughty smiles.  

“Dare to trespass in Her Majesty’s Garden?” The male Lost Ferret stuck his rod below my chin, tilting my head up. 

The female Lost Ferret giggled and hovered around me, slowly slithering her body. “He’s a cute one. I don’t think we need to turn him a Transmorphed Victim—no need to Transmorph him into another statue for Her Majesty. We can just keep him in Room 21.” 

I widened my eye as she began massaging my scrawny shoulders. A sleepy look of ease came over my face. 

“Uff...” I shifted my head. “I’ll just leave... sorry...” I blinked slowly, feeling an urge to stay and let this ferret continue massaging me. 

“Ooh, no-no-no,” the female Lost Ferret pressed her cheek against mine, squeezing my shoulders tighter. “Once a ferret trespasses into Her Majesty’s Garden...” her voice took on a hissy, suggestive edge, “... they must never leave.”

I flinched as something zapped the middle of my spine. 

Everything went black. 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself in a glass tank. The tank was settled on a golden table, which was hovering in a spacious room full of other tables. Each table contained a tank that had an Outsider ferret inside and a small network of tunnels to run through. Most were sleeping, but some were running through tunnels with dazed looks in their eyes. 

Where the ferret-holes am I? I swallowed, feeling a surge of unease. 

I gazed around my tank. There were small tunnels for me as well. 

My ears pricked as I heard familiar voices. I gazed over to the window of the room—I saw several ferrets dressed in jeweled or glimmering attire. They were making their way passed this room. 

I noticed Lula and Lazarai were among them— Lazarai was wearing his usual luxury-brand silver suit and platinum coat, while Lula was the only one who was unclothed.

I clenched my teeth with unease as I saw the two of them laughing and exchanging smooth banters with the other ferrets. 

Stop it... don’t get suspicious, I thought to myself. Lula and Lazarai are just pretending to enjoy hanging out with the Privileged. They are not supporting these deluded weirdos. 

I flicked my tail, trying to summon a black hole. As expected, I was Powerblocked. I was reminded that there were several retired Galactic Royals among the Privileged. 

Lula looked over her shoulder, fixing me with her calm smile. She gave me a wink. 

At least... I hope she did. 

I watched with longing and unease as the crowd of ferrets disappeared around the corner of the hall. 
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I PRESSED MY BACK AGAINST the wall of the closet, feeling like I was going to faint from utter terror. 

The melancholic tunes of Larsson’s Closet were ringing in my head. 

I felt immense waves of hopelessness, powerlessness, and self-loathing, just as I had felt when I was trapped in that awful place. 

These clothes did smell nice. 

But it barely eased my mind. 

I stifled a meek moan as I heard several laughs from outside—the Privileged Lost Ferrets in the room were still talking to Lazarai about the upcoming fashion show they were going to feature their Transmorphed Victims in, after they had Transmorphed them into the various items they thought would appeal to Gwyneth. I smelled Lazarai’s mesmerizing perfume as he sauntered past the closet I was hiding in. The silver-dyed ferret was brushing his claws through his head-fur while he gave his sly, enamored smile at his reflection on a distant mirror. 

“Mm, that wouldn’t be necessary,” Lazarai murmured in his smooth, cunning voice. He tilted his head and ran the side of his claw down the side of his neck. “But Gwyneth would love it anyway.” His claws flashed a brief, platinum glow against his neck.

I clenched my teeth, bringing a hand to my chest. Whenever his claws flashed like that, it meant he was hearing heartbeats and getting triggered to stab them. I could only imagine how deafening my heartbeats must sound to him. 

I tensed, trying not to feel disturbed about Lazarai’s heart-stabbing urges. Lazarai had acquired a strange mutation at birth—the mutation made his hearing oversensitive and selective to the sound of heartbeats of ferrets around him. Since the silver-dyed ferret was hearing heartbeats almost 24/7, he had unintentionally coped with the repetitive rhythms by conditioning himself to develop strong, vivid fantasies about “artistically” stabbing the hearts— he had conditioned himself to have such vivid, enticing, and artistic heart-stabbing fantasies since he was a kit. Thus, he had become conditioned to grow excited about acting on such fantasies and stabbing the source of those beating rhythms. And thus, when he heard the sounds of heartbeats, he would develop a strong, exhilarated urge to stab his long claws into them, acting on his fantasies. 

It had always been easy for Lazarai to act on any wild, creative idea that popped into his head— so whenever he had a heart-stabbing fantasy develop in response to hearing heartbeats, he would feel a strong urge to act on it. As a kit, he had acted on his fantasies many times, stabbing many of his peers and teachers without even realizing it. He would feel awful as soon as he realized what he had done, but then feel enticed and exhilarated again as soon as he heard heartbeats again and triggered more artistic heart-stabbing fantasies for him to act on. 

And whenever Lazarai experienced a strong emotion, the sense of excitement would also trigger his oversensitive, selective hearing so that heartbeats would sound much louder and the heart-stabbing fantasies would be much more vivid, much more tempting. If he was sexually stimulated by an attractive female, his selective hearing would intensify for their heartbeats over all other ferrets’ heartbeats, triggering even more vivid, enticing heart-stabbing fantasies to act on. 

Lazarai’s mutation also made his fur turn white in the light and black at night— though he had later decided to dye his fur silver so that it maintained a consistent color. He had once said it was his way to feel more stabilized, amidst the instability of his urges to stab hearts. 

I felt a chill run through my spine. I knew by now, Lazarai had excellent control of his urges—he could easily stop his heart-stabbing fantasies from becoming too vivid and too enticing to act on. And even though he still loved flirting with many females, he knew how to avoid getting too swept away in the fun, so as to prevent his selective hearing and heart-stabbing urges from getting too overwhelming against them. Heck, he was even married to a ferret named Cheyenne, and their relationship was surprisingly fantastic—he could experience as much stimulation as he wanted around her without developing any heart-stabbing urges against her. Ever since he married her, Lazarai had gotten much better at controlling himself from acting on any heart-stabbing fantasy against any random ferret whose heartbeat he heard. It had become easy for him to let go of the thrilling heart-stabbing urges whenever he developed a heart-stabbing fantasy in response to the repetitive beats around him.

But I was still self-conscious about my sensitive heart whenever I was around him. I tried not to let my heart race with nervousness... 

But a few brief memories began to flash through my head—at first, I replayed a moment when the silver-dyed ferret in the shadows of one of his exotic belltowers, gazing down from a chandelier with a calm smile but a psychotic glimmer in his sly eyes... 

The memory scenes in my head fast-forwarded. 

Lazarai was now standing on the floor below the chandelier, giving a maniacal smile as his fur flashed black-white-silver, with enormous flames around him that also flashed black-white silver. 

Then he was swirling around contorting, elongated bodies of ferrets from the X-Galaxy—the ferrets looked like they had bodies of other ferrets elongated and inserted into their mouths... but it was hard to see a clear picture of the network of bodies, as they were all blurred from violently thrashing in the air. They had fallen into a seizure from the intense, neurologically-altering stroboscopic effect of Lazarai’s flashing black-white-silver flames and fur. They were letting out short, off-tuned, blood-curling screams, before their bodies had snapped from the rigorous thrashing. 

Lazarai swirled gracefully through all the rapidly-whipping elongated bodies through the air, brushing his claws back his cheeks. He swished his tail to cause the hearts to emerge from the bodies that had split from the thrashing. Lazarai gently poked his claws through a few hearts, causing some to change shapes and dance around him. His sensual, wavelike-slithery dances made the splattering blood form images of various roses and flowers that also danced through the air with him. 

Then all the bodies collapsed on the floor, split, twisted, intertwined, and lifeless. A gray mist wafted over them, causing all the blood to disappear so that none spilled on the floor. 

Lazarai landed beside a mirror again, running his bloody claws back his head-fur, admiring the glistening red streaks they etched on the black and white halves of his head-fur. He brought one bloody claw from his opposite hand to the corner of his mouth and smeared a thin, red streak from his jaw and down the side of his neck.  

I snapped out of the memories, swallowing as I held a hand against my chest. Just thinking about Lazarai’s intensely flashing fur and flames almost made me fall into a seizure. And just thinking about him stabbing his claws through those hearts made me feel as if something was piercing through my own heart.

I watched as Lazarai continued to converse with the Privileged. I suddenly remembered he was the only ferret outside the Galactic Royal lineages who could summon a Powerblock Orb. He could Powerblock those Privileged and Transmorph them without killing them first—only when a ferret lost their Elemental Powers could they be Transmorphed or body-controlled by the Elemental Powers of another ferret while they were still alive. 

I swallowed, trying not to think about it. As awful as the Privileged were, I didn’t want to see Lazarai control their bodies to elongate and twist around, seizing and thrashing like Lazarai had  done with those awful X-Galaxy ferrets in his belltower.  

After a few more exchanges, the Privileged Lost Ferrets parted ways with Lazarai. The females gazed over their shoulders, casting him dreamy, close-eyed smiles. 

As they were out of sight, Lazarai shifted his eyes to the closet I was hiding in. He widened his calm, sly smile and gave a smooth chuckle. “My goodness, dear ferret. You’ll die of a heart attack before I sink my gorgeous claws into that melodious, beating organ of yours.”

I flung the closet door open and slammed it shut behind me. I pressed my back against the door, panting quietly. 

“Ugh, please don’t hide me in there again,” I muttered. “Next time, let me hide in the trash bin. Or the bathroom cabinets. Anywhere but a closet.” I tried to block flashbacks of my traumatic history, when I had been stuck in Larsson’s Closet.

Lazarai was smoothening his cheeks, gazing at his reflection in the mirror again. “Sure thing,” he replied coolly.

I gazed at him. “So... where’s Lula now?”

Lazarai gave another smooth chortle, brushing the side of his claws passed his cheeks. “Still getting her nails done. My, she sure was having a good time indulging those pillows they set up for her. Mmm, I don’t blame her— they did feel very nice.”

I clenched my teeth. My eyes fell to the floor. 

Lazarai looked over his shoulder, casting me his typical cunning, mesmerized smile. “Ohhhh, please don’t fall into a state of worry.” He swirled through the air in his sensual manner and tilted my chin up to face him. “Make that beating heart of yours beat any louder... and you’ll make both of us regret coming here.”

His platinum claw flashed a glow under my chin. 

I slowly shifted myself to the side, trying to keep myself from getting even more nervous. 

Lazarai’s sly eyes followed me, then he turned and swirled toward the door, landing lightly behind it. “You already know the sweetheart is just enjoying herself. It doesn’t mean she’ll ever support what these poor, deluded hedonists are doing.” He gave a brief, soft laugh. “That would make her such a terrible mother.” He opened the door and sauntered out in his mild, sashay-like swagger. 

I quickly lifted my head. “Wait up...” I hurried after him, not wanting to get lost again. 
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LULA, LAZARAI, AND I made our way across the field, searching for Lester—Lazarai had detected him breaking into the mansions of a nearby estate on one of these southeastern Isles. 

We passed by many exotically designed statues. While Lula and Lazarai engaged in their smooth, nonserious-flirtatious banter, I was giving a wary gaze to my side, clenching my teeth as I saw several Privileged Lost Ferrets in the distance. Some were staring at me with their closed eyes, giving me strange, uncanny grins. 

I wondered if they wanted to Transmorph me into a statue. And body-control my dead body to do all sorts of weird performances for Gwyneth.  

“Geez,” I muttered. These Privileged were so enamored by Gwyneth’s talent and performance that they wanted to impress her and have her bring them to the level of fame and recognition she had. No ferret ever got jealous of her—they only respected her or wanted to be like her. They were under the impression that her Paradise was a place where they could be praised and cheered by the entire Universe, almost as much as the Universe cheered for her. 

Although such wasn’t true about her Paradise, they were still willing to believe it—and go through twisted measures to get there.  

I felt sick to my stomach as I gazed at all the ferret statues and ferret mannequins around me, as well as the floating ferret dolls that floated through the atmosphere. They were not Transmorphed from the bodies of living ferrets—they were all Transmorphed from Synthetics since Gwyneth had replaced the real victims with Synthetics while Jedidiah whisked the victims back to the Main World. But still... the Lost Ferrets believed they had created these luxurious by killing and Transmorphing dead bodies of living ferrets... and they were willing to keep doing it again and again.

Starblasts. I wanted to vomit. 

Then I felt a wave of ease as a breeze wafted past me—the fragrant scent of sweet, fresh laundry detergent from the sea instilled a small wave of euphoria within me. 

“Ugh,” I blinked slowly. “Every time we’re in this Pocket World, I just wanna... mmgh.” I flicked my tail at a ruby ring that had fallen from one of the jeweled statues. “I wanna... cuddle up and snuggle like a little baby in bed.”

Lula turned to me with her calm smile and ruffled my head. “The beds here are really pretty and comfy. Hehe... I’m gonna ask Heggety to summon another one for me again. She’s really good at summoning soft, feathery, and fluffy beds.”

I felt my heart leap at Lula’s touch. I stared at her with a dazed look in my melancholic eye, wanting her to tousle my head like that again. 

Oh starblasts... the bright sky shining on her pure, unblemished white fur. She looked cute and serene. Childlike yet graceful. 

Without realizing it, I had reached for her cheeks. I held her delicate face in my hands and pressed my nose against hers, closing my eyes while I drew my tail up her spine. 

“Ngh...!” I flinched back, breaking out of my fantasy. I realized I was still at Lula side, gazing at her while she gazed back at me with her calm smile and a raised eyebrow. 

“You okay, boo?” She murmured. 

Lazarai gave a soft chuckle on her other side. He was staring at a hovering mirror with his sly, mesmerized smile, watching his claws run back the black side of his head-fur. “The dear, sensitive one is having the time of his life,” his smooth voice was full of mockery.

I quickly looked forward, clenching my fists in my hoodie pockets. Lazarai could read Dream Rooms at will, which meant he could see just what I was imagining. 

Now I was feeling self-conscious about both my pounding heart and my dreamy mind.
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I SAT ATOP A HOVERING bronze treasure chest, scrolling through my Z-Phone with my default melancholic frown. Lula and Lazarai were attending a photoshoot at the nearby town—they had distracted the Privileged there so that Lester can come out of hiding and attempt to break into their homes. The plan was that as soon as Lazarai detected Lester breaking into an unguarded house, he would message me so that I could catch up to Lester, summon a Sedative Cloud for him, and take him back to the Vacation House we summoned on this Isle. The Privileged Lost Ferrets in this Isle did not have as many security machines, so it was easier to chase Lester without looking suspicious. 

There was a ding on my Z-Phone. Lazarai had detected Lester— he was breaking into the house behind me.

I gave a small gasp and looked over my shoulder. Lester was laughing wildly in the distance. He was giving a daring smirk with one eye closed—whenever he was sucked into this Pocket World, he always had his left eye closed, and the detergent-alcohol mixture in his blood activated its crazy effects on his mind. 

“Lester!” I slipped off the treasure chest. 

Suddenly, a pink mist surrounded me. A pair of hands began massaging my shoulders while someone pressed their cheek against mine.

“Uff...” I closed my eyes and found myself slowly rubbing my cheek against whoever this ferret was. The fur on those cheeks felt so soft. I was overwhelmed with waves of ease and comfort. 

I slowly opened my eyes to see that it was a female white ferret—one of the Privileged. Just like any Lost Ferret, she had her eyes closed. She was dressed in a long, strapless, satin-turquoise dress. She was smiling at me suggestively. 

“Hi, Zaden,” she breathed. “Remember me?”

She wrapped her arms around me and rested a head on my shoulder. Her tail drew up my spine.

“Nnnhhh...” I gave a calm half-smile and slightly tilted my head back. The Privileged here... they were so good at spine-stroking. “No... I’m sorry, I don’t remember who you are...” I rested my chin on her head and gently embraced her. “But I will now... I promise.”

She giggled. “Let’s go swimming, Zaden.” She drew back, held my cheeks, and hovered backward, pulling me along with her while continuing to stroke her tail up and down my spine. 

I gave a quiet, drawling laugh. Holy starblasts... this felt good. 

I opened my eye again, staring at her. I began to imagine her opening her eyes. I fantasized that they were just like Lula’s.

“Lulaaa...” I drawled, widening my lazy smile. 

Then I widened my eyes. This Lost Ferret was trying to entice me to be her Transmorphed Victim.  

I pulled my face back, but she held me tighter and brought my nose to hers. 

“What’s the matter, darling?” She breathed. “Why so tense?”

Her tail went up my spine, squiggling to cause a tickly sensation. 

I couldn’t help but fall into a fit of quiet giggles. She gently ruffled my head. Then she caressed the hanging tuft of head-fur that covered my right eye. 

I blinked slowly, feeling at ease again. This ferret was quite pretty. And her hands almost felt like Lula’s...

“Let’s go swimming Zaden,” she repeated. She held my cheeks again and pulled me along with her. 

“GAHAHAAAAA!” A flaming motorcycle zoomed over our heads, leaving behind a trail of orange and black flames. 

Some of the flames caught the female ferret’s dress on fire. 

“AHH!” She screamed, releasing me. 

I gasped and flicked my tail, causing the flames to extinguish. I looked up to see Lester zooming away on his motorcycle—there were chains hanging from his seat. Each chain was linked to a ferret statue or mannequin he had snatched from the Privileged’s mansions. 

Lester was laughing, wearing his sunglasses. He looked over his shoulder and lowered his sunglasses, revealing his closed eye and open eye, while he widened his daring smirk at the Lost Ferret. “Heya spoiled mofos! Ya’ll can kiss my ass at Gwyneth’s Paradise! WOOOOO!” He whipped his head forward and sped up his motorcycle through the air. 

“Lester, wait!” I zoomed after him. 

Everything was a blur. 

Soon, I was zooming through golden halls. I stopped as I gazed ahead, noticing Lester’s motorcycle on the floor, tipped over to its side. Lester was standing in front of a golden, shiny door—the Paradise Door. Lester was giving his wild, triumphant laugh as he banged a mannequin at the door, then tossed it aside and banged a statue at the door until it crumbed into pieces. Then he picked up another mannequin and banged it at the door. 

“GWYNEEEEETH!” Lester widened his smirk. “LEMME IIIIN!”

He jumped on his motorcycle and cackled as he zoomed toward the door. Lester repeatedly drove his motorcycle against it, but the door remained firm, shiny, and spotless, never sustaining a single crack.

“Lester...” I groaned. 

A white hole materialized beside me. Lazarai and Lula emerged. 

Lula fixed her calm smile on the crazed, sable ferret. “Heyyyy boo!” She cooed. 

Lester whipped his head to Lula. He widened his daring smirk and pointed at her. “HEYYYY PHONYYY!” He cackled and leapt onto his motorcycle. He zoomed away and disappeared into a black hole. 

Lazarai blinked slowly, brushing a hand back his head-fur while giving a bored, sly smile. “Mmm, we have to be quicker about summoning that Sedative Cloud.”

I sighed. “I don’t think we should be summoning Sedative Clouds for him. The moment he wakes up, he’d just run away again. We have to actually break him out of this delusion somehow, so he can agree to inhale my Powerboost Cloud and summon his half of the Ultra Hole with Lula.”

Lula turned to gaze up at Lazarai. “Hey, boo. Can you make a windchime that would snap Lester’s mind back to reality?”

Lazarai chortled and raised a shoulder to his cheek. “Oh sweetheart. It’s flattering that you think I can just summon a special windchime to solve any problem. But nah... it’s not that simple. The only way a ferret can break out of a delusion is if they choose to break out of it themselves.”

I was gazing ahead with a pensive gaze. “I think it’s still worth a try. Maybe if he saw Lula holding one of your windchimes and listen to it chiming...”

“Mm sure, we can try,” said Lazarai casually, admiring his glossy claws. 

Then he summoned a black hole that led to the next Isle he detected Lester at. We all jumped into it and disappeared into it. 
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LULA, LAZARAI, AND I were making our way across a white, marble path. There were giant dominos of various sizes standing around us and hovering above us. 

While Lula and Lazarai were engaging in their smooth, nonserious-flirtatious banter, I gazed around at the hovering dominos with my default melancholic frown. I felt like we were being watched.

Then I gasped as I heard faint, melodious singing. The voice had a nasally-snobbish edge to it, yet it still sounded elegant and captivating. 

I instantly recognized that voice. 

“Gwyneth...” I gazed around. 

Lula and Lazarai stopped their chattering and also shifted their eyes around.  

Lazarai chortled, slightly widening his mesmerized, sly smile. He bit the tip of his claw at the corner of his mouth. “Ooh my. This is quite early.”

Lula turned her calm smile to him, a look of curiosity in her eyes. “What do ya mean?”

The place began to rumble. I took a step back as small, hand-sized dominos rose to stand erect on the ground at my feet. 

I raised an eyebrow at the sight. 

The singing and humming continued. I lifted my gaze, then flinched. “Lazarai?”

The silver ferret was suddenly no longer beside Lula. 

Lula turned and gave a small gasp as she also noticed his absence.  

I gazed over and tensed as I saw a giant card tilted back, leaning against a cliff wall. There were shadows of two ferrets slinking along that wall. I recognized the long, slender shadow of Lazarai as he swirled around in his slow, wavelike, sensual manner, while running his claws back his head-fur. His shadow was spiraling around a shadow of a winged ferret that appeared to be wearing a dress and a crown—that shadow appeared to be moving shoulders up and down in a suggestive manner, while tickling its tail under his chin. 

Then the shadows slinked away, disappearing behind the card that leaned against the wall. Beside that card was a stacked house of cards— I caught glimpses of the two ferret shadows slinking around, appearing and disappearing along some of those cards. 

Gwyneth’s humming and singing was soon joined by the sound of Lazarai’s charming, melodious windchimes. Then both alluring sounds began to fade away. 

Without realizing it, Lula and I were slowly hovering after the sounds, yearning to catch up to them. 
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LULA, LAZARAI, AND I had ventured onto another Isle. 

I hid within one of the bottom spaces of a giant house of pink-purple cards, watching as three Privileged Lost Ferrets—a male and two females—sauntered past me. 

“My goodness,” said one of the females, turning to fix her closed eyes to the row of elegant statues they passed. Each one was adorned with a unique pattern of pink and purple clothing and jewels. “Did Diana make these? She’s been making such stunning displays lately...”

“Mm, I would say Kendall made these,” said the other female. “He’s been Transmorphing his Victims into a bunch of pink and purple items lately—he’s under the impression that Gwyneth is in the mood for such colors this season, given the positive feedback she had given a mannequin that was dressed in a half-pink, half-purple dress.”

The male chortled as he turned his head to the floating ferret dolls that were also dressed in pink and purple clothing. “Well, then in that case, perhaps there are handfuls of Privileged Transmorphing their Victims into pink-purple items. Everyone’s desperate to beat each other at impressing Gwyneth.”

One of the females nodded, maintaining her polite smile. “Not that it matters, because my pink-purple items are outshining all the items here. Though no Privileged has ever reached 100 Gold Star Ratings in a month, I’ve received more Gold Star Ratings from Gwyneth than all the Privileged on this Isle every month since I’ve been here.”

“True,” said the male in a strangely polite tone. “Though that will change once I add my stunning display of pink-purple statues and mannequins to this place.”

“Mm, my items will make an even bigger change,” said the other female, widening her smile while her fur bristled with agitation. She shot an ever so brief glare toward the other two ferrets, before her off-looking smile returned. “I may have never had any Gold Star Ratings for my Transmorphed Items. But I’ll seduce Runaway Scoundrel Lester, Transmorph him into a fancy, pink-purple purse, I shall thus win the Gold Key to her Paradise Door anyway.”

I raised an eyebrow as I watched the three ferrets grow smaller down the path. I noticed they were disappearing into a large thicket—above it was a swinging platinum bench that hung from a tall, lanky tree with silver leaves and hanging crescent-moon designs. 

I saw that Lazarai and Lula were sitting on the swinging bench, engaged in another one of their smooth banters. 

“Heh...” Lula shifted her eyes down to watch the three ferrets disappear. “Some of the stuff here actually is summoned by a few of the Privileged. But most of it is not.”

“Mmm... everyone’s soooo desperate to be recognized,” murmured Lazarai, giving a mockingly sympathetic smile as he put a hand on his chest. “Poor, glory-seeking souls. Their heartbeats have been soooo noisy lately.” His platinum claws flashed a brief glow.

At the bottom of their tree, I noticed a skinny figure in high heels standing in the shadows, with her back against the trunk. 

Miriana... My heart raced with elation as I recognized one of the Top 10 Cosmic Warriors. 

She was standing there with her serious gaze, her piercing eyes shifted aside. She was holding a knife that was pink on one side and purple on the other— she was pressing the purple side against her pink cheek and slowly moving her cheek up and down, as if embracing its smooth, metallic feel. 

I then noticed that her slow movements were activating her Elemental Powers—she was causing more knives to materialize in the distance. They were carving around the many slabs of white marble and large stones that were found along this resort-like area, slicing them into elegant sculptures of statues. They turned pink or purple as the knives contacted them. Miriana was also swirling her tail to cause the texture of some of the stones to become more plastic, so that the knives could more easily carve them into mannequins. 

Soon, there was a stunning display of pink-purple ferret mannequins. Each one was adorned with pink and purple clothing and jewels. 

Miriana’s piercing eyes had a glimmer of fascination as she made her knives zoom around and carve the marble and stones. It only took a few seconds until five more pink-purple adorned statues were added to the area. 

Then Miriana’s eyes shifted to lock gazes with me. 

I felt my heart skip a beat. 

The corner of Miriana’s jaw twitched into a brief smile. She resumed rubbing her cheek against the knife she was holding. 

I cracked a mild sideways smile. 

Miriana turned and walked in a mild, catwalk-like fashion around the tree, disappearing behind a curtain of hanging crescent-moon accessories and lacy strands that hung from the tree branches. 

I hovered after her, then stopped as I heard Lester’s wild laughter in the distance. I gave a small gasp. 

Lazarai and Lula stopped their smooth bantering and slowly turned their calm, suggestive smiles toward the direction of Lester’s laugh. 

Soon, the three of us were zooming away, following a pink-purple brick path, our gazes fixed on Lester as he zoomed away on his enflamed motorcycle.
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