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CHAPTER 1: TERRA
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THE FAMILIAR LOW WHITE ceilings and gray walls, it is my small room. I lay in bed listening to the others while the house stirs; the girl home is loud even in the early mornings. Today is the last day I will see this room, I turn eighteen today.

We live in a small part of the state after the war they gave the states the entire government and control over their people. My mother told me stories of how one government ruled fifty states in the beginning, but the war changed that. It was so long ago when she passed; I was seven and put into Mary’s Home for Ladies.

“Terra!” loud pounding on the door, a deep raspy voice, Susan, the warden is bellowing. A tall woman with silver hair and eyes, her voice shows she has lived a hard life and blames everyone else for it.

“Bout time you get out, we need the room, and you need to get your testing done so you can leave.”

The tests decide what I do for the rest of my life, and where I shall live. I am not excited; we have been taking the tests since we were twelve, always get the mills. The tests decide if we go to the mills, the mines or lucky enough to work upstate. A quick glance around at the room, no special memories here, but I recognize where everything is. I get ready, then get out as quaintly as Susan put it.

“It’s time to get the room ready for Molly!”

“I am out of the room, I am getting out,” I retorted as snotty as she speaks.

Step out on to the front stoop of the house, the warmth of sunshine on my face; the fresh air fills my lungs. I begin my walk to the testing center.  Others are walking toward the large building. They are in groups and chattering amongst them; I quicken my pace to pass them.

The testing facility is large and shiny, the most excellent building in our town. Stone pillars offset the entryway where the huge glass doors open to those who turned eighteen today. A woman who works there, I wonder what she tested to get this job. 

“Terra Primstone” is the voice I muster.

“Room 4 Section D” without looking up the girl speaks. The corridor is long taking me to room 4. The building is frigid even though the temperatures are reaching in the nineties. I come to the door with a large number four etched into the glass.

I walk through the door; it feels as a weight just dropped on me, chills running through my spine. The desk is marked section D, I sit and wait until they call my name. After hours of waiting, my name is called to go into the tunnel.

The walls spin and images flash before me; the conveyor moves you through the tunnel. Horrific images are in the beginning people dying in the war then it goes to the mines and the mills.

The last sets of images followed by Governor Isaac’s voice, “After the wars, we recognized we had to support a job for every able body to work. These tests monitored your reaction to each image; gives us the ability to place you in a career best suited for you and still meets our needs. Please head to the mills for further instruction.”

The conveyor stops and the door open. Every year since I was twelve, it has told me to go to the mills. I meander toward the offices, savoring the sunshine and freedom, small blades of grass breaking into the cement structures around me. I remember back to the stories my mother told me of trees were everywhere, in forests and valleys.

Today is cement or steel, the only trees, and vegetation is in the greenhouses where they grow the foods. I saw a river once before they became wastelands. Stories of oceans on the other sides of the country and those waves are so dangerous they capsize ships. I wonder how the world looked if it still had grassy knolls and big shady trees. Our history books do not have pictures, but my mother used to paint them. When she died, they destroyed her work, they told me her work is worthless.

The mill smells of sulfur, its dark gray structure, shows where from the elements are causing rust and pitting in the steel. I put my hand into the security scan, and it reads my name and the big doors open. A tall man is waiting for me, he looks tired, circles under his blue eyes and his dark wavy hair is straying along his face. It is hot; the sweat is dripping from his forehead.

“Terra Primstone?”

“Yes, that is me,” this meek voice isn’t mine.

“I am Wyatt Nolan; the supervisor of the mill and I handle the apartment accommodations. Your test did not give you an actual position, it said mills. I will show you your apartment, and then we will figure out what job shall be yours.” His voice tight and dark, I don’t think he enjoys his career. I wonder how he got a position such as this; he can’t be much older than me.

We walk through the corridors through the mills, the grain mills are first. Their loud snapping sounds as it breaks the grains for cooking. The machines are large, dark steel, the lighting is dim, I can barely make out the people clearing the conveyors and boxing the ground wheat. We are turning the corner, the processing center, the foods inspection. The hallways are long and so hot; it drenches my body with sweat. I hope I get to shower once in the apartment.

We turn to another hall; my guide is silent and stoic. He has not said a word or changed his expression since he told me his name.

Finally, we stop, and he looks at me, “hope you have made a note of the turns in the hallways. Go up the stairs, you are 4D.  I will be up soon,” He says politely, I notice the circle thing in his ear. He must listen to something.

I walk up the stairs, everything is so dark, I can’t see in front of me. I find 4D and open the door. The apartment is lovely; it surprised me. A short hallway opens to a living room. Fully stocked kitchen; this might not be so bad. Everything is the gray steel, same throughout the mill. Not much for color, but I have big windows letting in light. The refrigerator is full of food.  I have never seen so much food before, never allowed in the kitchens at home.

Never cooked; wonder if I’ll enjoy it. I turn toward the other hallway and pass a small bathroom, same gray steel. The bedroom door is open; it has a real bed, not a cot. The room is unfriendly looking; everything is steel, the bed frame, the dresser and framing of the mirror. A tap on the door, Wyatt walks in, “I hope it's ok for you in here” his monotone voice can be nerve-racking. I turn and see those blue eyes, depth, but no warmth and no friendship here.

“We have curfews, you must be in your apartment by 10 PM, we give you today to get comfortable, and you start work tomorrow 7 AM sharp. You will be in the office trained as my assistant.” He turned and walked out.

I have the day to explore; take advantage, I whisper to myself. First a shower, oh wonderful hot water. Put on my new clothes, how they know my size, I wonder to myself as I pull the jeans on and a top. I head out the door. I see the stairs to figure my way out, so deserted, everyone must work, I want outside so I can smell the fresh air.

Outside, everything is cement and steel, but fresh air. I walk along the path that goes to the mines, go pass little vending machines, food dispensers. Learn to cook this week since I have no money to start.

The loud music coming from the alley it is a carnival. A little woman grabs my arm. She is at least seventy but has a grip of steel.

“I’m sorry if I am not supposed to walk here.” I notice her etched face, her skin ash with age and wrinkles. Her strange eyes, almond-shaped, no color in them. Her white hair pulled into a tight bun, with strands popping out from hard labor and sweat.

“You turned 18 today, on the summer solstice?” her voice is thick.

“Yes, can you let go of my arm please,” my voice wavers, she’s creepy.

“They orphaned you, and your name is Terra?”

“How do you know this?” 

“Your mother died of illness and your father dead... hmmm.”

“Who are you?”

“I am who you seek in each lifetime; your soul looks for me.”

“What are you saying?”

“The book, I show you the book, and then you will see.”

“OK” I am leery of this woman, but she knows who I am, I dislike this.

She runs into a small tent, “Come in Terra.”

I look around the alley; people are wandering around to help me if she tries something. I walk into the tent; it is bigger than the lane and symbols painted everywhere. A large table is in the middle with a black silk cloth covering the top.

A huge book lies on the table. “Your soul has been seeking my ancestors for hundreds of years, you have us wake your soul when you turn 18 in vessels age.”

“My vessel?”

The old woman opens it, and it’s full of pictures and incantations; I step back, “you’re a Witch?”

“No, no, I am a Druid, you are ancient and time for you to find your sisters.”

“My sisters? I am an orphan and an only child!” Heat is building up in my back and neck. This woman is crazy, this talk is treason, the state will execute us.

“Read the book and remember who you are” The old woman bellows at me, staring at me with her colorless eyes. There are pictures in the book, the first is a drawing, and it says 200 BC, the drawing is of me. I have long black hair, dark green eyes, and my pale skin. How does she have a picture of me in 200 BC?

“They did not have writing tools, let alone colors to draw within 200 BC.” I bellow back at her in disbelief.

“Read the incantation.”

“Polaque atopa, a catro, a terra, o vento, a auga elume. Traiacousafinao caosReighnpara salvara nai decreación eunirse aelaco paide creación. Vanrestaurar a maxiana terracomo debería ser.”

Terra looked at the old woman, the color of emeralds comes into her eyes and her white hair transcended into the long flowing red hair. She was beautiful, that is all Terra could acknowledge, “Who are you?” still in shock and disbelief.

“In time you find, the four, the earth, the wind, the water, and fire. Bring the end to chaos reign to save the mother of life and unite her with the father of creation. They will restore the magic in the earth as it should be. I don’t speak this language, yet I understood what I said, what the hell is happening?”

“I am Gaia, your true mother of your soul, you must remember the quest of when humans destroyed the Earth, we must protect it, Terra.”

“They executed My father for this talk, are you insane?”

“Your vessel never had a father, I told you this, so you will understand today you are not a human but an Elemental. Your soul’s father is of time, and they must rejoin us, or the earth will die. Find your sisters, the four of you together and bring the bond to join us. Find the Faery folk, the Queen will aid you once she knows who you are, the Timekeeper will help you.”

I blinked, and the carnival had disappeared, who the hell is the Timekeeper and Faery Folk. This must be a dream. I lost the urge to explore and walked home. Weird shadows are in every corner of the town. There is a form striding toward me, its tall and muscular, my stomach is turning, the shadows are moving closer, but staying hidden. Fear is taking a grip of me.

“Did you read the incantation?” a deep voice coming from the form but somewhat familiar I recognize this voice.

“Who are you?”

“Did you read the incantation?” Wyatt steps in closer, now I can see who he is.

“What is this? Why are you asking me if I read the incantation? Did you know that woman?  What are those shadows?”

Wyatt looks at her, recognizing the fear in her voice, “I am the Timekeeper, they sent me to help and watch over you. If you read the incantation, your memories will return, don’t look at the shadows, they do not recognize who you are, we have to move.” He whispers this as he grabs my arm, I am in a daze, this cannot be happening, I don’t know him and what is a Timekeeper.

“Get it together Terra, they will recognize you soon, I will explain as much as I can, but we have to move now.”​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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​CHAPTER 2: THE START OF THE JOURNEY
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NONE OF THIS MAKES sense, we walk out of town, reviewing what just happened and now I trust a stranger to tell me the truth. Never have I been outside our little town. Grew up with the stories and longed to see the other states, but they forbid it, they do not allow us to travel. “Where are we going?” I muster as much of my voice possible.

“The Faye folk live in a park outside Illinois, in the state called Louisiana. We must go there, and it will take weeks walking. We will need to find a horse. But let’s get somewhere safe and make camp.”

“We’re not safe walking now? Is it the shadows, what are they?”

“Don’t act as you see them it will draw attention to us, and yes they are dangerous.”

The gate to exit our town is significant. The electric fence surrounds us. Wyatt holds up, and ID card and the guard let us pass easily, He stares at the ground never looking up at me. We have been walking for hours; my legs are burning.

I am running to keep up with his long strides. He is not even breaking a sweat, envy pours over me. “What do you mean I will get my memories back since I read the incantation?” Just hoping the whole trip will not be in silence. Only when we reach a break in the cement and grass and trees, appear they do still exist. I gasp in amazement, it so beautiful, the trees reach up in the sky, and the air smells so clean.

Wyatt is staring at me with a small smirk on face, “you have never seen one have you, a tree and grass?”

“No. It’s magnificent. Are there many of these places, I believed everything was cement now?”

Trees soaring higher than she can see in the sky and small flowers surround the grasses at the base of the tree. Greens so soft, I can’t help but lay in it and roll. I could never get used to the beautiful texture of it and the smell, so fresh and alive.

“We can set camp here.” Wyatt drops the backpack. I hadn’t even noticed he was carrying, pulls out strange blankets that are thick and warm looking, and calls them sleeping bags.

“How do you have so much knowledge regarding the tools and items of the past, aren’t you from Bago? They took such measures so we could not repeat the history by removing the past from us.”

“I ‘m a Timekeeper, I record every second of every day. There are hundreds of us recording history, so they will never forget it, only the humans lose the memory of true history.”

“I don’t understand, we are humans, you act as if you’re not?”

“You’re not either, I was hoping the incantation would bring everything back to you, I guess it takes time. We are part of the elements, we are in our vessels, so we can appear human to them and interact.”

“Your mother is Gaia, the old woman that appeared to you, although she was in disguise. She’s trapped in sleep. The humans put her in roughly 500 years ago. She can only communicate in your mind and through Druids, but it weakens her, so she cannot stay long in one place. You have been reborn in a human vessel every fifty years for the last 500. It was a punishment for you to live with humans and recognize your crimes against the elements. They sent you to live with them so that when the time comes, you can decide how to heal the Earth. You are the Elemental of nature, Terra. Your sisters are wind, water, and fire. The four of you together can wake your mother and then she can heal the Earth and restore you and me to our original forms.”

“Why are we punished, what crimes did we commit? Were we the only ones forced to stay in human form?” Amazed that she is asking these questions and not if he is insane, the whole story sounds like a fairytale.

“The most I can say about our crimes are that I helped you and, yes we are the only ones that forced to stay vessel form. They forbid us to discuss the sin we committed that is all I can say. We need to get sleep, or it will weaken our vessels.”

Terra nods numbly, not sure of what she believes, but if he wanted to hurt her, he would have by now. She crawls into the sleeping bag and falls asleep.

The fog is thick and surrounding her and Wyatt; the shadows are moving in closer to her. They chant my name and an unfamiliar language. As they come closer, I can see the disfigurement, they appear as if they were human at one time, but not anymore.

The sun is rising, and it burns the fog, the shadows scurry to stay hidden. I look at Wyatt and try to remember what he said, external memories are coming back but not of him, but I have more questions than answers from them. He has a long, strong jaw; she notices as he sleeps. His dark hair is sticking in all directions now. His straight nose is perfect, his tan enhances his features, he is beautiful. He looks so calm in his sleep and peaceful. I pick at him to wake him.

“What the hell, there are more pleasant ways to wake someone besides throwing pebbles and poking them awake.”

“I remember, a woman with long red hair and green eyes like mine. She has skin so white, and she is beautiful, but I do not know who she is, but she keeps calling my name telling me to find her.”

“That would be Gaia in her true form; she is stunning and vindictive, controlling but mother of the Earth all in one.” He hesitates before going on, trying to decide what to tell me. “500 years ago, humans dug up the forests and covering them in cement to build the apartments. They built faster than the mother could heal, and the Earth became sick. Gaia became weak and tried to reason with humans, and they found a Witch. The Witch entranced Gaia into an eternal sleep, she is immortal, but she can sleep forever.”

Sit and listen to Wyatt and visions came before my eyes as he spoke.  I see me and the sisters holding our hands up as thunderstorms erupted, lighting strikes the trees creating fires, tornados engulfing cities and trees growing and attacking the humans. Then darkness and laughter, another woman with black hair and ice-blue eyes laughing as we become weak using our powers.

“I have powers and my sisters too,” blurted out of my mouth before I realized it.

“Yes, you control nature, the trees, animals, and shifting, but as a human, you are weaker, moderation is important until you find the balance in your human form.”

“Can you show me how I do it?”

“No, I have only watched you do it, your sisters can. Wish you could shift into a horse right now.”

“That is something I can do with incantations, or do I visualize,” I am getting frustrated.

“I thought you would get your memories back at once and I wouldn’t be babysitting you. Let’s get moving daylight is burning.”

“All of my memories? Even the crime I committed?”

Wyatt turned and stared with those steel-blue eyes and replied, “No, I doubt the crime will be there for you to remember.”​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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THE CALM LAKE IS AS smooth glass, Adrianna makes her way toward it. Her long transparent form floats on to the water as she investigates the depths. Reciting Terra three times as she closes her eyes and the waters swirl around her.

“She’s in action and why is she with Wyatt, will they never learn.” Adrianna shakes her head with disappointment. “Maybe mother will send her in my direction.”

The image fades, she notices the tall blonde figure approaching. Transparent as she but not near as tall. Wide masculine stance as arrogance flows off the man’s gait toward her.

“My Horardo, you’re not wasting time, she has only just awakened and no memories yet, and you’re here why?” Adrianna asks.

“She is my betroth, where is she, how long before she gets here?” Horardo snaps

“You will see in time, get off my beach Timekeeper, I do not answer to you.”

“I will get off your made-up beach when you tell me what you saw.”

“Jealous, I can create a beach, and you can only record it.”

“It’s an illusion. What did you see?” Horardo barks.

“She is awake and heading to the Faye Queen, we will have to see who she sends her to, that is all I saw.”

“That is not all.”

“I don’t care, you’re boring me, leave before my illusion of a typhoon strikes you,” smiling as she says this as the idea pleases her.

A grunt and sneer are all Horardo can muster, her storms come to life. He struts out as cocky as he strutted in but not any wiser of where his betrothed is.

Adrianna stared into her pool of waters thinking of a time when life was not so complicated. Terra was the most loved, she was full of life and compassion. Adrianna preferred that she received all the attention, that gave her time to walk through the waves, just live. Remember, a time before the humans ruled, and they feared the Elementals.

Her pools showed her where her sisters were, and Wyatt was taking Terra straight to Adara the Faye Queen and keeper of the birds and lover to many Timekeepers. Adara has no love for the Elementals but she cannot lie, and she has never lured Wyatt into her bed. Terra the secret to unlocking everything and her punishment has gone on so much longer than they meant it. The humans destroyed everything, and Mother vanished. Seraphina, the Elemental of Fire and Verniella for Air, have gone went separate ways due to mistrust. Terra must be able to bring us all back together, or the Earth will die soon.

Adrianna touches the tears coming to her eyes as she looks through another pool of water and sees her oceans now just dry craters. They were once so exquisite, deep blue waters, all the life forms living within the waters. Her pets are but gone now, her hope that the Faye’s kept one of each. Once Terra can bring us together and Mother, Father will find forgiveness, they can create our pets again, life can be as it was, as it should be.

Adara will guide her, but there will be a price. The Queen of the Faye never forgave the Mother and Father for not interfering; they could have prevented this destruction. I could have wiped the armies out with my storms and floods, they would not allow me.

They used the Timekeepers to write the stories so we could arrive once it was too late. The armies and fires, the humans just fighting amongst themselves for power and control, they killed everything we preserved, that we used to help keep them alive. Father created them with their own ability to choose, and they always take greed and wars. I so wanted to drown them all, Father would not stand for it.

Seraphina wanted them to burn, she desired to start her forest fires and bring the sun in closer so the humans could endure the same pains our Earth suffers. They are at peace now in their little states; where once oceans separated the land masses, now only small lakes and ponds. The swamp in Louisiana, protected by the Faye’s, their doorway is there, and she will explain. Whether she is ready for it, she will talk. We are growing weaker, and the Earth is dying. The must release Mother soon, we will perish, and it will destroy all the Fathers creations.

Adrianna closed her eyes and pictured Seraphina and repeated her name in mind over and over, please answer me Seraphina.  Candles around her beach lit, and a voice came to her. “Adrianna, it’s time, I too watch our little sister and am watching over her. We will be together soon. I have spoken to the Faye Queen she will send her to me.  I have watched over Wyatt all this, he knows to call, and I will come when needed.”

“Seraphina, so good to hear you, if anyone kept a close eye on Terra it would be you. Horardo claims her again; we must prevent this marriage Mother wants. He will never make her happy.”

“Horardo is wasting his time. He has betrayed Terra. We will take care of Mother, has it been so long she has forgotten her love, Father still is her obsession. They will come around, she will ask for our forgiveness for punishing Terra for following her heart.”

“Time is what the Timekeepers have and, I don’t understand why they chose Horardo, Kaleb, Zachariah, and even Wyatt show more promise than he does. First, we must find Mother and reunite her with Father, then Horardo. We will protect Terra. What of Verniella, she was angry to say in the least that Mother still chose Terra to be the next in line.” Adrianna sighed and thought of her other sister, the angry one is how most of the Timekeepers spoke of V.

“V will come to her senses; she still loves Terra as we do. The Faye Queen will send Terra, and we will be together again and punish the humans and Dark Witches. They will know to fear us, the volcanos will erupt, and oceans will come back. We will rule again, Adrianna, and the Earth will heal.”

Silence came, and the candles went out, Adrianna senses her sister left. This separation was devastating to her. To keep the Witches from trapping anymore of us in a deep sleep, we stay hidden. The white Witches still try to protect our secrets from them, but they are few, greed and power have destroyed many of them, and they turn dark. They don’t understand the shadows will consume them, and it will trap them for eternity. The soul is immortal, yet to keep the shadows at bay and we must bring the real magic back into the earth.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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THE JOURNEY IS THE furthest Terra has been from her state, all so overwhelming. The little old woman in the alley; Wyatt’s tales of Elements and Timekeepers, the shadowy figures he keeps me hidden from, I am not sure what to believe and what not. The fragments of memories coming in my head tell me to follow him. I am not sure where he is taking me, and he is not a talker. Maybe he hates me for whatever I did to earn this punishment. I stare at him often, his profile is so strong, the defined jaw, sharp nose, and round full lips and those blue eyes are mesmerizing. He caught me staring again.

“Something you want to ask me?” His eyebrows perked. He knows I keep staring at him and he keeps catching me.

“Where are we going?”

Wyatt takes a deep breath “I told you to see the Faye.”

“Where are the Faye?”

“You do not have the familiarity of where anything is outside your little town unless you are getting your memories,” slight hint of hope came to his voice.

“No, I get images in my head and strange dreams of people I don ‘t understand who they are.”  Terra takes a deep breath, “Could the Faye Queen be one person from my dream?”

Wyatt turns and looks into Terra’s green eyes, her long black hair blowing through the winds. “It would not be a pleasant dream; you two hate each other”

“Why would she help me then, why do I hate her?” trying to dig answers out of him is exhausting.

“You both have a common destiny and must work together for either of you to succeed. You hate Adara because she slept with your betrothed.”

“I am betrothed?” Fear just filled Terra’s stomach. I am not ready for marriage, and I have never even kissed a boy let alone be prepared to marry one.

Wyatt did not answer, continuing his focus on the desert lands, the sun is so hot and stopping to rest will not happen with this man. Why would he give me that tidbit of information on my past but nothing else? He makes me so uncomfortable, I cannot stop looking at him and each time he looks at me he gets tense.

“Are those trees up ahead?” Large trees appear as if from nowhere, just a small oasis. “Is that a mirage?”

“They are real; watch your step we are coming up on the swamplands, the last on the Earth.”

“I know of the swamps, they cause disease and death,” I tried to keep my voice from quivering.

“That is a legend the Faye’s used to keep humans away. Watch for the Dead trees, they will cross over each other and form a W.”

“Why a W?”

“The Faye’s live in a different dimension as we do, call Wondra, and the W is where the doorway is.”

As the swamp approaches, I see the green on the water; it looks algae, my mother used to paint in pictures of the ocean. She always explained that it once fed the ocean creatures. The trees coming out of the swamp are white, and the trunks are knotty and bend in different ways. There are trees on the lush green grass behind them. The leaves are full, and the smells are the unusual, fresh scent. The sound a brrrpt, brrrpt, brrrpt and then silence again.

“Wyatt, what is that?”

“The mating calls for bullfrogs that live in here. He is the last, they do not return his call. He never gives up though he continues to make the call every mating season.”

I am heartbroken with this information; what is a bullfrog?  This mating song it does and waits for the response is so beautiful that it would make music.

“This way, it’s the W” Wyatt pulls me from the bullfrog trance.

The size is massive; it is the biggest of the dead trees. The pale bark glows under the canopy of the living trees surrounding it.

Wyatt is looking at me with sympathy; at least an emotion. “You must swim into the swamp, on the left side of the W. I told you the Faye queen and you hate each other. Adara will help us, but she will recognize you do not have your memories yet. She will give them to you; while you swim in her realm. You will not get happy memories. You must be strong and withstand the memories as you swim, if you do not survive the swim our Earth will die, she will aid only you. Do you understand what I am saying Terra, the queen will want to recognize you are up to the part or she will let you drown.”

Terra’s green eyes narrowed, “You said an Elemental could not die and couldn’t you help me if I have problems?”

Wyatt’s deep breath caused chills to run through Terra. “We enter on separate paths; we will meet up in Wondra. The Faye queen is not above watching the Earth end if you do not prove you can handle the pains of your life. I wish I could prepare you for what she will show you, but I honestly do not know.”

Wyatt cupped Terra’s face in his hands and looked in her eyes, “I swore to protect you, and not much I would not do to protect you. I cannot enter the left side to be with you, I am not an Elemental. This is how Faye’s control who enters.”

Terra looked in Wyatt’s eyes and seen compassion and believed him, “how will I know you are getting through the passage.” Her heart beating quickens, this was not fear of dying in the waters it was the fear of never finding him again. His stoic, quiet persona has made her safe this whole journey. She has not worried that anything would come near her.

“You will find me again, I promise you I will find you, and I always do. Adara will not kill me.” The look in his eyes gave me shivers I wanted to curl into him and make this journey done. I do not want to meet this Queen that would let me drown if I can’t withstand my past life. Without understanding what to expect, I must do it. Without responding I walked toward the swamp on the left of the W. Walking into the slimy water, algae wrap around my legs and pull me into the waters.

The water clears as I swim toward the gate, the algae guide me without hindering my ability to swim. I pass through the gateway; the light is blinding, and the temperatures just rose by several degrees, the cold swamp is now a warm bath. I hear voices speak in my head; it is the Faye Queen, Adara.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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​CHAPTER 5: ADARA THE FAYE QUEEN
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“SHE IS ENTERING THE waters, your majesty” the young male fairy advises his queen as he bows to her. The queen is sitting on her throne made of tree trunks and leaves of the birch trees. She sighs, and she knows she must let the Elemental into her realm. Terra will never understand the hate that lies between them. I have the power to crush her today, yet the Fates have warned me, I cannot.

I can remember it like yesterday the day our Fates collided. We despised each other the moment we met and that idiot Horardo considers himself deserving of her. I made sure she saw me seduce him and I could tell she didn’t care. Her birds take flight; they are so free and have no destiny with those they hate, just live. Why did the great mother and Father create so many creatures just for life, yet they gave us destinies, and the Fates control them all? 

Why did they create humans and allow them to destroy everything that was beautiful; my fairies have done their best to save creatures and plants and do their duties. The Fates have made us the enemy, and now I help the worst Elemental of them all. Gaia groomed Terra to resume her powers so she may rest and then Terra broke her vow.

She should be in the waters now, I can release her memories, have fun before we are to become “partners,” and the idea repelled the queen.  She walked closer to the pool that Terra would raise; the eels should shock her memories, she will know at least what to do next. She released the eels in the water and leaned back against the weeping willow. Her brown eyes close, and she can now see through her eel’s eyes, and Tera descending into her waters.

The queen’s eyes open wide, shocked to recognize the Timekeeper journeying with Terra. How did they find each other, they forbid it? Deep breath and dread fill her, closing her eyes to be one with her eel.

“Terra you will remember me before anyone, the one who your entire destiny depends. If I do not allow you one memory, you will fail. I hope you understand what you owe. You are no friend to time.”

“Horardo is the keeper you should be with your betrothed, your Mother Gaia chose him. You are the chosen Elemental; your creation was only to allow Gaia to step down. I will not hurt you, your memories will bring you sorrows, and the eels will give them to you. Wrap the eels around your wrists and close your eyes, they will bring you to me.”

Terra seeing the eels and hearing the queen’s voice is not cheering her forward. Wyatt’s warning keeps coming back to her and the fact that the queen seduced her betrothed. I wonder what she means that I am not a friend to time. She holds her hands up and allows the eels to wrap their long bodies around her arms.

The glowing began, and electricity surged through her, the pain overwhelmed her blackness became all she could see. The queen is a liar, but Wyatt said she could not lie, she said she would not hurt me, then blackness won, and Terra passed out from the pain.

A tall woman with long red hair, green eyes, the pointy chin, and bright smile, Gaia she is with me again. She is pointing to the other women, my sisters. Adrianna is the tallest; she floats over bodies of water. They are beautiful, so much life in oceans and fresh scents, she never saw so much beauty in her world of stone. Adrianna has long blonde hair and blue eyes. Then wind comes in, and the warm breeze blows Terra’s black hair back, the breeze becomes stronger and Vanilla steps forward; she is much smaller than Adrianna.  Seraphina, the Elemental of Fire, she was full of passion and always protected Terra. 

The memory of love for these women is so strong. She could feel the tears well in her eyes as she sensed the pain not seeing them in five hundred years.

Another jolt from the eels seared through her and the agony of the electricity left her limp. She was not sure she could continue to hold on to each eel as they carry her through the waters. A man with golden blonde hair stands before her; he is an Adonis, the most handsome man she has ever seen. It is Horardo; her betrothed. She expected to sense something when she looked at the handsome man, but distrust and anger filled her. He is with a tiny woman; she is naked and laughing as they make love, and her wings flutter and are transparent yet colorful as a rainbow. He took the scroll out of the Queen’s hands and knows he has betrayal in him. Her mother stands before her and shows she is to marry him.

Terra’s heart is breaking and longing for someone else. She sees herself pleading to her sisters and Seraphina standing up to the Mother as she tells her to allow Terra to follow her heart just as Gaia did.

Terra felt her heartbreaking as her mother turned her away, then the humans came. Father had created them to think for themselves, and the Earth was suffering. Gaia became weaker as the Earth sustained from the humans’ buildings and cutting trees, polluting the air and waters. Her sisters fought to protect the Earth, hurricanes, tornadoes, and forest fires were going rampant trying to get the humans to understand what they were doing. Humans did not learn, the greed filled them, and instead of trying to save the Earth, they fought amongst each other. The Elementals suffered for the pains they caused the Earth. Mother felt it the most; she collapses from searing pain, her movements slowed, as she became so weak. As men filled the oceans to create more living space, Adrianna became weaker. She became frail and depressed as her sea creatures perished.

Verniella became ill when the pollution took over she, collapse during tornadoes and they become dust storms. Seraphina is the only one who remained strong, but men learned to use her gifts of fire to destroy the earth more. They polluted the air and burned trees to create more living space. Terra watched her sisters and mother, and the pain enveloped her. Father became a recluse and disappeared.

The Dark Witches came out, and they sacrifice the animals and the other humans. They tapped into Gaia’s magic from the core of the earth and hunted Timekeepers. They torture and kill them for information on how to execute the Elementals. The Druids and Wicca came forward and tried to battle the Dark Witches. The magic they had tapped into was even too much for ancient Druid magic, the pain was intolerable.

Terra’s lungs filled with pain and water as the eels continued shocking her. She should have drowned by now. She thought of Wyatt, how he has been there, warning her. All went to blackness as she lost consciousness again in the deep waters and dreaming of Wyatt and his eyes.​​
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​CHAPTER 6: DARK WITCHES
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Dead trees reached through the skies, Desdemona walks past the sleeping Gaia, stops and looks at how peaceful she looks asleep. The smirk reaches her mouth as she reminisces of her last battle with Gaia. She did it as she planned. Gaia punished her favorite. Terra was only to become human for a mere 50 mortal years. 500 years later and Terra still sleeps, with her gone no one can ever wake Gaia. The humans will kill themselves off, and the Witches will grow stronger.

I may even let a few Druids and Wiccans live. I will rid the Earth of the Elementals. That stupid Horardo had better get me answers before a foolish druid wakes Terra again and she regains her memories.

“No one goes back there!! Desdemona forbids it!!” Loud screaming and commotion are coming from outside the cave. Desdemona sighed; with a wave of her hand, the sleeping Gaia vanished. She stormed from the cave fuming, “Who is disturbing me, I have work to do!” She bellowed as she finds Horardo standing before her.

“My, my, Horardo, what brings you to our den? Most Timekeepers fear the thought of coming to our home?” A bright grin is on Desdemona’s long bony face. She brushes the black hair off her shoulder and strolls over to Horardo.

“It is Terra; she is awake!” Horardo was panicking, “her sister tells me nothing.”

“Rewrite her story, so she goes back to sleep like you have been doing the last few hundred years.”

“I can’t, Wyatt has gotten to her, he is getting help this time, and she is regaining her memories. I can’t rewrite anything if she knows her gifts.”

Horardo closes his eyes, “You promised me we would rule this world. All I do is betray my brothers and keep my betrothed asleep, who I could have ruled the world with, but I chose you. You keep me at arm’s length, let me in on this plan. Let me be with you so we can take care of this together Desdemona.”

“We will be together once I destroy the Elementals. They will overthrow me if Terra wakes Gaia. We need to find the oldest Timekeeper, the one who knows how the creator made Gaia; I can then reverse it and take her place.” She walks toward him and runs her hand across his chest, she smiled and leaned in toward him, and he grabs her waist and pulls her to him.

Desdemona leans back as Horardo takes her to the ground, and they make love through the night. They promise each other they will rule together.

The sun was rising, and Horardo wanted to please Desdemona. He snuck out while she slept to find where Terra is and put her back to sleep. The only Timekeeper who can stop time. He looked back at Desdemona asleep on the mat; a sneer crosses his face. We will rule together my love, and it will trap Terra in eternal sleep.

Desdemona heard Horardo leaving, as she shook her head, poor fool, I will be the death of him. She stretched out rose to check her followers. The humans followed her as though she is a Goddess. It was she, who ended the storms, the earthquakes, all the natural disasters that were killing the humans off by the thousands. The Earth may look like a wasteland, but it’s her wasteland, and it was her magic that stopped the Elementals. No other Witch figured out how to tap in Gaia’s magic and how to turn the Elementals against themselves. The humans believed she saved them and poor Horardo trusts I will share with him. She couldn’t help but laugh at the weakness surrounding her.

Shesha and Belinda, the serpent keepers, join Desdemona in her chambers. “What of the others Desdemona, the dragons, the elves, and the Faye?”

Shesha demanded, “We serpents do not fool as easy, we know you are up to much more than you are leading on and we do not trust you. I advise you to remember who you are dealing with and that magic much older than what you.”

Desdemona looked at the serpent keepers, noticing every detail. Shesha was a tall male, could intimidate if she was anyone else. He has a long thin torso that connected the broad shoulder to rest of his body. A cobra comes to mind when looking at him and his soft, slithery voice enhance that image. Belinda was not much different, more delicate features but cobra shoulders on her. These two are essential allies. I must tread with caution.

“Shesha, Belinda, I was not expecting you today. You are always welcome to join me. To answer your questions, all I do is to bring back the old ways, to learn of the old magic and recognize we are in our rightful places. I promise you. I keep you and the serpents in my highest regard.” 

A small smile crossed Belinda’s face, as she took her husband’s hand and just walked out.​​​​​​​
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​CHAPTER 7: WYATT
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Wyatt sits amongst the rocks in the Faye lands, waiting to see Terra rise from the water. With a deep breath as anticipation runs deep in him. The air is so much fresher in this realm and trees still surrounding the calm waters.

This world the trees live, and the seas are flawless. Past dead trees with white trunks and knotted bark, you notice with each crossing of the realms. 

The green swamp surrounding these trees becomes such blue waters once it joins the domain of the Faye with its clean air and green lands. What Earth looked like before the humans joined with the Witches, before the betrayal, before Desdemona put Gaia to sleep. He closed his eyes hoping she will rise from the waters. She is our last hope to save the Earth.

Shadows formed from the depths of the waters he could see Terra floating to the top of the lake. The sight made him catch his breath. Her long black hair swirling around her body, her eyes closed as if asleep.

He never gets used to how beautiful she is. Her full lips slightly parted, her features are robust, yet she has a softness to her that none of the Elementals have. He waited for her eyes to open and hoped her memories returned.  The burns around her arms and knows Adara tortured her; thought it would be emotional and mental. Electric eels to burn her arms it does not fit the Faye Queens style of
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