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  Prologue
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Lightening streaked across the sky and thunder shook the ground. The wind whipped leaves, dust, and dirt into mini cyclones as rain drops pelted every available surface and exploded upon impact. It was the kind of rain that would leave welts on skin if someone was unlucky enough to be caught out in it.  
Every creature with a lick of sense had already found shelter, a safe spot to wait out the storm, knowing that this wasn’t a storm made up of completely natural sources. It had come on far too quickly and seemed to build with rage. The wind whistled and screamed through every door crack and window crevice. Families huddled together under blankets, watching the flames flicker on the candles lit for comfort. 
Parents comforted their kids while sparing glances at each other, sending silent signals to each other that something wasn’t right. Even the smallest of creatures, the feral cats and the feeble mice, were huddling together for comfort. 
Up at the castle a different kind of storm roared, wreaking havoc and bringing its own kind of devastation. The speed of the wind and falling rain was so fast that doors started flying open by mere force, slamming against stone walls. Every crack of thunder made it sound as if boulders were being crashed together, and branches of trees were flying past windows on the third and fourth floors. If the storm didn’t pass soon the roof threatened to lift right off, exposing every inhabitant to the harshness outside.
In a cold stone room three behemoth fae men were quickly scurrying around, gathering ingredients from glass jars that sat on dusty shelves against the exterior walls. With every thunder boom the jars wobbled, causing them to constantly be clinking together, not that the occupants of the room paid any attention to the noise. Speed was of the upmost importance if they were to be successful, as time was running out to call for aid. 
“Hurry! Bring the crystal over here!” Gunner barked to the others as he pulled a small cauldron out from underneath a sturdy worktable. Beside him he placed an old, worn book and, as his shaking clumsy fingers started flipping through pages, looking for a spell he knew to be there, Gunner kept glancing towards the door to make sure no one had followed them.
“We don’t have everything we need!” Callan’s voice shook as he limped around the room, looking through all the glass jars a second time for what they needed. Some of the jars sat empty; not the fault of anyone, just the result of poor timing. There hadn’t been a supply restock in weeks and now they knew it was because their supply runs were being ransacked and destroyed. 
“Doesn’t matter, we’ll have to make do. We’re out of time!” Rune stated as he grabbed ingredients off the shelves by the handful. He had spent much of his time in this room; it was second nature for him, and he barely had to look at the jars to know what ingredients he was pulling out. Both Rune and Callan shuffled over to Gunner, tossing ingredients in undetermined amounts into the cauldron. 
“How did this happen? How did they get past our defenses?” Callan’s voice started shaking with adrenaline and fear. Looking over at Gunner, Callan was assessing the injuries displayed on his face. They were all taken by surprise and, while they were all warriors in their own rights, the forces that fought them for control seemed powered by something darker, and it tore right through them. 
“I don’t know. Better question, how did they get past his defenses? He’s supposed to be the strongest one out of all of us.” The disbelief dripped out of Gunner’s voice. Taking a pestle Gunner started smashing the ingredients together to make a paste. Time wasn’t a luxury that they had now that the enemy had broken through every barrier and torn through every defence put in place to protect them. 
“Did you see him in there? They completely incapacitated him!” Rune couldn’t control the anger in his voice, but he kept his feet moving. He expected more of their King, but if he was being honest the disappointment he felt was directed inwards just as much as it was outwards. They had all trained together their entire lives; every day for years they went through battle training and strategy sessions where they pulled apart every battle written in the history books.
As a group, they would take a battle and create a defense plan that would have had the losing side turn the tides. After all that they were blind to the betrayal within and being completely blindsided had weakened them. Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, Rune again scolded himself. They didn’t have time to let worry cloud their thoughts or they would never finish their task in time. 
“We shouldn’t have run without him!” Banging his fists on the table, shaking the cauldron, Callan couldn’t let it go. It was drilled into him from birth, never abandon the King. Fight to your death to defend him, if need be. When the time came, the three of them took the opportunity to run. Disgraceful was what it was. The only hope he was holding on to was that the enemy would need their King alive for whatever they were planning.
“What did you expect us to do? We have one shot at this, and if we fail our whole kingdom will be turned from paradise into a nightmare, more so than it already is, and the people will suffer more than they’ve ever imagined they could. We have one shot at this, with or without him, so will you stop wasting time and focus!” Gunner set Callan straight, much like when they were growing up. Callan had always looked up to Gunner, treated him like an older brother. Gunner was never afraid to pick a fight and everything Callan had learned about standing his ground came from watching the example Gunner set.
The howling wind outside picked up in strength, but in the distance they could hear the rhythmic stomping of soldiers coming their way. It was accompanied by the taunting laugh of the last person they wanted to see. 
Suddenly the window coverings all flew open at the same time, blowing out all the candles lighting the room. Callan and Rune ran around, closing the covers and latching them shut once again. The air in the dark room became thick and the only light sneaking in through the cracks in the window covers was coming from the lightning in the sky, leaving them with only their fae sight to find their way around.
Once Gunner had pulverized the ingredients, he found a box of matches hidden underneath the table. Pulling it out he lit a match and dropped it into the cauldron. The concoction immediately burst into green and black flame.
“Rune, toss the crystal into the mixture. We need to put the flames out once it’s in there, and then all that’s left is the incantation.” Rune did as Gunner asked and tossed a cherry sized crystal into the cauldron. It sank into the fiery potion and only when it was completely covered did Gunner use the little magic he had left to put the fire out. Just as he was about to pull the crystal out, the door to the room blew open with enough force that the three of them were sent flying in three different directions across the room. 
The outline of the one person they feared most filled the doorway, backlit from the torches in the hall. Taking a moment to look around the room, she let out a malicious laugh. Where her sister was, they didn’t know but she wouldn’t be far behind.
“Looks like I found you in time. Pity, I thought you gentlemen were going to put up a better fight than this.” Her sickly-sweet voice sent chills down their spines. Stepping into the room she carried her broom made of branches, twigs, and straw in her left hand, leaving her right hand free for any combat.
Callan was the first to recover, getting up and lunging for her with his fists up, but with the flick of her wrist he was thrown headfirst into a stone wall, effectively knocking him unconscious.
Rune let out a battle cry as he got up and, in a fit of rage, he grabbed the cauldron and tried swinging it at her head. Already predicting his moves, the Enchantress started singing an incantation in an ancient language. 
“Gelidus in tempore…glaciatus in spatio…” An invisible force stopped Rune where he stood and refused to allow him to move a muscle. The pot fell from his hands as his body shook with effort. Rune was trying to fight the magic, but it was obvious by how hard his limbs were shaking and how red his face was getting from straining that Rune was failing.
Gunner looked up from where he was thrown on the floor, and noticed the Enchantress was distracted with Rune’s attempt at fighting back. Gunner subtly looked across the floor to where the forgotten crystal had rolled after falling out of the cauldron that Rune dropped.  Covered in debris and the potion it was tossed in, the crystal sat there with more supernatural power than the natural world ever bestowed upon it. Even with the wind whipping around and the evil bitch laughing at their misfortune, Gunner could hear the whispers coming from the crystal. 
“Save us…help us…send us aid…”  Crawling across the floor slowly to not draw much attention to himself, he got close enough to put his hand on it. It felt warm to the touch. Gunner started whispering an incantation.
“Corde puro, exaudi vocationem nostram.” Gunner whispered it over and over, clutching the crystal tightly in his hand. 
Rune saw out of the corner of his eye what Gunner was up to and did his best to keep all the Enchantresses attention on himself. Reaching deep down into himself, to the very bottom of his magic, Rune could feel the last spark of it trying to survive. He grabbed a hold of it, pulling it up with him as hard as he could. Up and up, he pulled on that spark, until finally he could feel it start to warm the palms of his hands. He only had enough power for one shot, so he had to take his time and make it count. Everything was depending on it. 
“Is that all you’ve got, you wicked bitch?” Rune called out to the Enchantress, waiting for the perfect moment to strike. One thing the Enchantress couldn’t stand being was being disrespected, and Rune had always provided her with a challenge. When she took a step towards him Rune knew this was his last chance. He clenched his fists, using the vibrations in his magic to break the hold the Enchantress had placed on him. Holding his left hand up, praying the hit landed, he summoned every last scrap of energy and power into an energy ball the size of an apple and flung it in the general direction of the Enchantress, who redirected it away from herself without much effort.  
When the last of his power hit the ground and disappeared, it took the last of his hope with it.  His shoulder sagged and his heart hurt at the knowledge that he would not be walking away from this battle.
The Enchantress laughed at his pathetic attempt of a fight, curling her lips into a cruel smile.
“Failed again, Rune? Tsk tsk tsk. It’s starting to become a habit.” With that she sent a pulse of energy at Rune, the result throwing him into the broken armoire behind him. A piece of the cabinet had broken off and was now sticking out from his body. Rune looked down in disbelief at the piece of furniture protruding from his chest. His breath started getting shallower and the last thing Rune saw before loosing consciousness was his own blood starting to seep out around the edges of the wound.
Two down, one to go. The Enchantress turned her attention to Gunner, and upon seeing what he was holding, and the chanting she could now hear him performing under his breath, she instantly tried to separate him from the crystal by throwing him across the room with the flick of her wrist.
However, she was a moment too late. A small glow had formed in the centre of the crystal, and as Gunner held his hand out the crystal dissolved into thin air.
A meteor lit up the sky as it streaked across the storm clouds, witnessed by the people of a nation holding on to nothing but hope and each other. They saw the light, knew what it meant, and crossed their fingers that help wouldn’t come to late.
Gunner only had a mere moment to feel victorious before the Enchantress had a foot on his chest, using her magic to keep him pinned.
“How brave of you, to openly defy me like this. Let’s do something about that, shall we?” A moment later Gunner’s screams could be heard throughout the night air, louder than the storm, and the citizens of Oz could only imagine what horrors were happening in that castle. 
When she was done with him, Gunner was left bruised and broken on the floor. His bones were shattered, and his breath was coming in shallow pants. All he could manage was looking out the window at the sky. He stared at the path that the meteor made through the storm clouds, knowing that his suffering could possibly end, if only the army who found that crystal would answer the call. 






  
  Chapter 1
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Dori sat straight up in her bed, sweat rolling down her forehead and getting caught in her curly auburn hair. Her freckled face was damp, and her breath was coming in fast.  
Glancing outside, through the window on the wall in front of her, at the dark void that was the forest on the west edge of her property, it felt like something dark was looking back. The trees were swaying in the wind, causing the shadows to sway back and forth. Always the one with the overactive imagination, Dori had to force herself to look away before she started believing that she could see creatures lurking behind those trees. 
Sighing to herself and looking at her clock, which read 3 a.m., Dori was more awake and alert than she wanted to be. Giving in to the idea that there was no getting back to sleep any time soon with the way her heart was pumping, Dori sat up straighter and started taking a few deep breaths. 
Her pulse was still racing, and her hands were shaking as Dori reached up and rubbed the sleep from her eyes, desperately trying to remember what it was that she was dreaming about. Everything was fading from her memory faster than she could recall it. Dori swung her legs down from the bed and braced herself as she put her bare feet on the cold, wooden floor. Standing up and shuffling out of her small bedroom to the kitchen sink, Dori retrieved a glass from the cabinet along the way and filled it with cool water from the tap. She paused for a moment and took a few sips to calm down her breathing.
As she heard the wind start to pick up, causing the window shutters to shake, Dori took a good look around at her home. Her house was built more than a few decades ago, giving it a unique kind of charm. The downside was that all the rooms were built small, even the bathroom barely had the space for a decent sized tub. Living on her own, however, meant that she didn’t mind the lack of space. 
The kitchen window had the best view of the open night sky, pointing toward the farmers field to the north of where she lived. Dori had added some white, frilly lace curtains to that window, with small sunflowers imprinted on them. Living out in the country meant that she didn’t think much of putting blinds on every window for privacy. 
There was rarely anyone else around. That left Dori able to keep most of her curtains open during the day, for the sunlight, and at night it always left her with the most fantastical views of the night sky. Without the city lights to drown it out, Dori was able to view the stars and planets in all their glory most nights. 
There was something to be said about staring at the stars, in the middle of the country, without another human within a fifty-mile radius. It filled Dori with wonder and made her feel like maybe there was a bit of magic alive in the world. The way that the constellations seemed to twinkle and take on a life of their own was enchanting.
Dazed and still focusing on her breathing and her wandering mind, Dori almost missed the bright light that flit across the sky. It was a vibrant green and was moving fast. She immediately became alert as she watched an object fall from the moving light in the sky and directly into her yard. It didn’t make a sound as it buried itself in the overgrown weeds and damp earth out in her front yard. Dori stared at where it fell for a full minute, not sure if she had seen something or if her tired eyes were playing tricks on her. 
Whatever had fallen was sitting slightly on her side of the property, just before the farmers field began. Dori had to blink a few times before it occurred to her that, whatever it was, it was still emanating a green glow, which looked as bright as a beacon in the dark of the night. 
Dori’s curious nature only let her slightly hesitate before she made her way towards her front door, slipping on her spring flannel jacket and tucking her feet into her ankle-high muck boots. As she opened the door one last thought crossed her mind: that what ever had fallen from the sky should maybe be left alone. Maybe it wasn’t something for her to mess with. That thought lasted for a mere second before Dori pushed herself out the door and into the dead of night, with no one around to stop her. Curiosity won out, as it often did when it came to Dori. 
She tip-toed across her own yard, as if the suction sound of her boots stomping through the mud would alert some invisible force that would question her on why she was out at this time of night. The night air held a chill and had her shaking slightly inside her jacket. Step after step Dori tried coming up with a logical reason for something that fell from the sky to be glowing as brightly as the mystery object was. 
As she stepped closer to the edge of her property, Dori started hearing a slight buzzing coming from the ground. Knowing it was not late enough in the spring for insects to be very active, Dori was at a loss for an answer. Once she was close enough to be standing over top of the object, Dori stopped and stared down for a moment.  
Taking her eyes off it and looking left and right to see if anyone else was around––which was ridiculous because it was the middle of the night and Dori’s closest neighbours lived a few minutes down the road––Dori realized the sound had stopped. How odd. She turned her head back to the object only to hear the strange sound start up again. Everything about this object seemed to be designed to draw her in, and it was working. 
Bending down, but careful not to put her knees into the wet grass, Dori tried to get a closer look at the object. Thankful that it still had a slight glow, Dori could see it under the weeds and dirt that it had gotten tangled with. Reaching out to brush the dirt off it she stopped herself. Dori was curious, but she prided herself on not being completely stupid. While highly unlikely, whatever this object was could have been radioactive, or have some type of space disease on it, and she did not want to be scooping that up in her hands. 
Looking around Dori spotted a stick from the wood pile not far from her. She quickly got up, scurried to the wood pile, and picked it up. Hurrying back to her original spot, Dori squatted back down and started poking through the grass where the green light was coming from. 
The stick scratched against something hard under the weeds, almost rock-like in its weight as Dori tried pushing it around to get a better look at it. It was small and it was solid. Between the light coming from it and the dirt it had gathered falling into the field, it was hard for Dori to get a look at what it was. 
Reaching in her jacket pocket for anything to help her pick it up Dori found a stray black glove left over from winter. Using the stick she carefully managed to push the item into the glove, using the glove itself as a carrying case. 
Standing up her knees cracked, a sign that the cold and her age were both working against her. Turning back towards the house Dori started muttering to herself as her heart felt like it was beating out of her chest. 
“Way to go, D, strange rock from space and you pick it up. It probably has some kind of space germs on it that are leeching through the glove and onto your skin right now.” Still, even with her doubts, there was a feeling in the pit of her stomach that told her this item wouldn’t hurt her. That this item was meant to be in her possession. 
Once back inside she took it right to the sink, not even bothering to take off her boots or jacket. Turning on the warm water Dori timidly pushed the object out of her glove and onto the bottom of her kitchen sink, where it fell with a small thud. As the mud and muck started to wash off the object, Dori started inspecting the glove for any sign of danger. 
The glove itself didn’t look any different. There were no holes from something trying to burn through, the glove didn’t have a strange or chemical smell to it either. While logic would tell her to still not touch it, as there were many odourless dangers that could have covered the object, there was something in her heart telling her otherwise. Some voice, a feeling, inside her heart telling her that this object was of no danger to her. 
As strange as it sounded, the longer she looked at the object the more at peace she felt around it, as if being in its presence was enough to dull any concern that Dori may have had about it being dangerous. In fact, it was starting to look harmless to her, causing Dori to feel slightly ashamed of the drastic measures she took to bring it inside.
And with a history of making more mistakes than she cared to admit, she reached out into the water at the bottom of her sink and picked the object up with her bare hands. It was almost weightless and still covered in a fair bit of grime. It was surprisingly cool to the touch, but the moment it came into contact with her skin the slight glow that led Dori to it went out. Dori almost dropped it in surprise, but now that she was holding it, she didn’t want to let go. 
In an effort to fully see the object for what it was, Dori placed the object back under the stream of water, using her thumbs to wipe away more of the dirt. The more she wiped the more she saw the most spectacular colour coming through. Whatever the object was, it held rich green hues beneath the dirt. Taking her time and checking to make sure that the gentle water wasn’t, in fact, damaging the object, Dori turned it around in her hands multiple times, gently cleaning as she went. 
In the end the object was a small, cherry-sized, green and black lump of…what? She didn’t know. It was strange but despite having only found this object less than an hour ago Dori felt such a resonance coming from it. A hum or vibration that she felt more than heard. If she stared at it, focused on it and nothing else, it was almost as if this small green rock was trying to talk to her. 
Trying to keep her mind as calm as she could while dozens of scenarios danced in her head, Dori placed the green rock at the back of her counter, a place where it wasn’t in any danger of rolling or falling off. 
Crossing the room, still in her jacket and boots, Dori sat on her couch and stared at it from afar. It wasn’t every day that a green rock fell from the sky, especially one this gorgeous. Was there something in space that exploded that didn’t make the news? Did a bird pick it up from some place and hold on to it just long enough to bring it her way? Maybe it was a star that had fallen from the heavens only to land in her backyard. Was it the only one of its kind, or were other pieces of it falling out of the sky, baffling others?
Grabbing her phone from the small, brown coffee table, Dori set out to do what every person her age knew to do in situations they couldn’t understand. She turned to the internet to see if someone else had answers. First, she tried searching for any strange happenings in her town. When that didn’t work, she started to search for explosions in space scattering green tinted rocks or crystals. Once again, nothing showed up. 
Sighing, Dori put her phone down and looked back up at the crystal. At least, that’s what she decided it was. Maybe not an authentic emerald, but it sure had all the features of one. Looking across the room Dori’s eyes landed on the crystal as a ringing started in her ears. 
It started low, almost like the buzzing of a fly somewhere in the room, but the longer she stared at the crystal the louder it got. It became loud enough that Dori tried to drown out the noise by putting her hands over her ears, but that almost made it worse. The buzzing started to morph, and Dori could make out individual voices, all calling for help.
“Save us! Someone please help us! Help! Anyone, please!!!” Voices, one after another, started talking over one another, desperately pleading. Dori could barely make out individual words after a moment, so many voices blending together, sounding terrified and hurt. So many voices, asking for help. Men, women, and children, all begging for help. Not only could Dori hear them, but she could also feel what they were feeling. Her heart was breaking at the terror that started running through their veins. The anxiety, the depression, and the fear that each one of them was feeling. 
Before she could comprehend what was happening her hands started to burn. Her fingertips that she so gently used to clean the crystal of its dirt started to almost buzz. Yet, with all of this going on, Dori had a hard time taking her eyes off the crystal. 
It was only when her body, in an attempt to protect itself from whatever was causing harm, fell to the floor and curled into a ball, that she lost sight of the object. Immediately everything stopped. The ringing, the voices, the burning, all of it turned off as if someone had just twisted the knob on a tap. 
Out of breath Dori sat on her floor for a moment, unable to move. Slowly she pulled her hands away from her ears and looked them over. There was nothing there, nothing noticeably different. She was prepared to see severe burns––at least that was what the pain had prepared her for––but there was nothing but a dull ache to remind her that something insane had just happened. Or had it?
Was it a hallucination of some type? Nothing about this night was making sense, so maybe this was all a dream. Slowly she started to stand, her legs shaking as if to tell her they couldn’t hold her up for long. Dori’s ears had a slight ache to them, as if she had stood out in a strong wind all day. 
Dori refused to look over at the crystal, but it was making itself known. Something about it kept drawing her eyesight back, and after having to divert her stare for a fifth time, Dori had had enough. 
She stood up and stomped over to the counter, swiping a towel off the side of the stove as she walked by it, and using the towel to cover the crystal. The peace and the silence that had greeted her brought back a sense of calm to Dori. Taking a moment while standing at the sink, she started looking back outside at the night sky. There was no sign of anything else falling from the sky. There was no sign that anything odd had taken place in her home. 
Dori turned her eyes back to the towel, trying to almost stare a hole in it to see if looking at the crystal really caused that type of a reaction. There was a sense of fear that shot up her spine when she thought to herself, just one more look. After one more look, she could draw a conclusion about the object, decide what to do with it, and go to bed. 
The moment that thought dawned on her it was as if someone else had control of her arm; her hand reached out and snatched the towel from the crystal. Dori’s natural reaction was to shut her eyes and turn her head away. When nothing appeared to be happening Dori opened one of her hazel eyes and searched around. Everything looked normal and she looked crazy. Opening her other eye, it seemed as if her small kitchen was still the safe place she thought it was. Then she fully looked down at the crystal.
The strength at which the shouting and ringing in her ears returned and the burning on her hands flared up in pain almost threw her right to the floor. Her body’s fight or flight instinct urged her to destroy the crystal, and her brain agreed that smashing it on the floor would be the quickest way to accomplish that. Dori’s hand shot out, grabbed the crystal, and as if her hand on the crystal completed a circuit, her entire body jolted and before she blacked out, she heard one last voice.
“My kingdom doesn’t deserve this.”






  
  Chapter 2
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The whisper of a sweeter wind was enough to rouse Dori from what seemed like a deep and restful sleep. A sleep she would have appreciated more had she known how little she would be getting in the coming days.  
The bed she was on seemed slightly damp, but not in an unpleasant way. And in the distance, she could hear a strange bird’s song, one that was softer and more delicate than anything she had heard before. Confusion started to set in when she moved her hand and felt strands of something tickle her fingers. Peeking her eyes open, not quite remembering what had happened the night before, Dori jolted awake the moment her eyes gazed at a tent of tall, swaying trees instead of her bedroom ceiling. Dori sat up with an urgency, trying desperately to make sense of what her eyes were seeing.
All around her were trees of various shapes and sizes. There were pines trees, birch trees, and spruce trees all circling the small clearing she was in. The soft bed she thought she was on turned out to be a bed of long, sweet smelling wild grass and clover.
Wildflowers grew all around in the most perfect variety of pastels. Pinks and purples, yellows and soft oranges, all mixed together. As the air moved around her Dori could smell the soft perfume the flowers were giving off, and it produced the feeling of comfort and hope inside of her. Butterflies and dragonflies, more than she had ever seen in her life, fluttered around the flowers in their own dance. Across the clearing, just for a moment, she saw what she thought was a deer peeking out from behind the brush. A moment later it was gone.
The bird’s call in the distance started getting closer and was joined with another and another until it seemed like a choir was singing in the forest. The sunbeams dipped in and out of the leaves of the tall trees as they lightly danced in the wind. 
Dori slowly stood up trying to make sense of it all. A slight dizziness stalled her for a minute, and she had to close her eyes until it passed. Once more she opened her eyes and, as she looked around, Dori realized that something was clenched in the palm of her left hand. Almost afraid to see what it was, Dori stared at her own fist. Her fingers were starting to ache with the pressure that she was using to hold them closed. 
Slowly, Dori started to unfurl them, and the sun took that moment to reflect off of the green crystal in her hand. She looked down upon it and her memory of the previous evening came back to her. The strange light falling from the sky, the awful ringing in her ears, the scared voices screaming for help, and the burning of her palms. How had she gotten from there to here, in the middle of some type of meadow?
The sunrays were starting to warm up her skin and Dori realized she was still in the outfit from the night before. Wearing her spring jacket and muck boots, her pyjamas were peeking out from underneath. Did she walk here from her house? Nothing around her looked very familiar or sounded familiar. She would have had to have walked quite awhile, and how did no one stop her to see if she was alright?
Dori looked around the clearing that she seemed to be in. She was definitely in the forest somewhere. Hopefully she wouldn’t be running into any bears or wildlife that would be less than excited to see her. Checking all her pockets to see what she had with her Dori realized that her only possessions were the clothes on her back and the crystal in her hand. Nothing to defend herself with and nothing for her to call for help with. 
Taking a moment to assess herself, searching her body for any injuries, Dori concluded she wasn’t at all injured. Even her hands seemed to be in good working order. Inside, however, she was a mess. The urge to absolutely panic at being lost and experiencing memory gaps was strong. 
The crystal kept staring back at her from her left hand, taunting her, urging her forward, but with no idea of where she was it would only be a guess on which way forward was. Dori wanted to toss the stupid crystal into the bush, to get it out of her life. A small part of her kept asking ‘what if’. What if this crystal had some importance that she couldn’t see yet? What if this crystal was the answer to some unknown riddle? The debate went round and round in her head until she was almost dizzy from it.
In the end Dori decided to hold on to it. Not in case she needed it later, but because without the crystal there, physically in her possession, Dori might start to believe that everything that had happened the night before was one bad dream. 
A sharp hammering started in the distance, breaking Dori out of her inner dialogue. A spike of hope brewed up inside as Dori decided that a noise like that meant people were nearby, and people meant help, or at least answers on where she was, so she started walking towards the noise. If she could find someone else out here, perhaps she could have them give her a lift home. 
Dori started walking through the bush in the direction that she believed the sound to be coming from. The trees and bush seemed to be getting thicker as she went. The moss on the forest floor almost seemed to be pulling her down, making it harder and harder for her to pull her feet up and out. But she was determined to find that sound before it disappeared. One foot after the other Dori moved through the
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