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By the author
 
Fantasy Series
 
A Barbarian’s Rage
A Druid’s Peace
 
I dedicate this book to my thirteen-year-old self, who never thought she would see this story as anything other than a few scraps of exam pad paper.
 
 
 
If I knew what was going to happen… I would never have gone on that godforsaken holiday.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Friday
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Chapter 1
 
“ARE YOU EXCITED?” Clara booms.
Clara is a mousy girl, with glasses way too big for her face. Her hair has been cut in some form of a bob, all long towards the front yet shorter in the back. Indoors, her hair looks like a messy mix of browns but outside in the sun, it’s a warm shade of honey. She is sweet, kind, and at this very moment, completely draining me with all of this bouncing around. 
“I guess so?” I answer, trying to play it cool. 
“SERIOUSLY? Trev, we have been talking about this trip for MONTHS!” Her face couldn’t be more aghast at this point. 
“What do you want from me, Clara?” I shrug my shoulders and roll my eyes. 
“I don’t know, more than all…” She gestures widely, “This!” 
I groan loudly. 
“At least tell me you’re all packed.” She pouts and her hands ball into fists by her sides.
Grabbing her by the hand, I rush to the nearest door and drag her into a classroom, hoping that it is empty. “CLARA!” I huff. “You know I am ready for this. I couldn’t sleep last night.” I clutch  both her hands. 
“So, what was all that about?” She pulls them out of mine and wipes them on her knee-length skirt. Guess my hands were all sweaty. The thought of it has me flushing.
“You know… I got to stay cool…” My voice cracks and I struggle to keep eye contact. 
She hurries over to the door and peeks through one of the windows, trying not to be seen. “Ah, Jessica.” She scowls.
I nearly squeal. “Not so loud.” 
“I don’t know what you see in her. All body and no personality.” She puts a hand on her hip and glares at me.
I stare at her, my mouth agape. How dare she shoot down gorgeous Jessica, the most popular girl in school with her platinum blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and skin so flawless it closely resembles my granny’s porcelain teacup collection?
Clara rolls her eyes. “Okay, so we will meet up at my place later this afternoon.” I merely nod in agreement, trying to hide my nervousness. “Jessica, of all the stupid girls in this place…”
I watch her stalk out of the room, mumbling to herself. Her baggy jersey is smothering the rest of her outfit. She is just one of those girls who prefers to have the sleeves down to her finger tips. Socks pulled all high, hiding behind her hair and glasses. Proper school uniform. Unlike Jessica, whose clothes are so skin tight you can’t miss a single detail. 
Jessica can learn a thing or two from Clara. But to me Clara is not like the rest of these attention-seeking girls. I take a moment to settle my racing heartbeat. I hate lying to my best friend. Luckily for me, Miss Popular functions as the perfect scapegoat.
I wait a few more minutes before I move out of the classroom. A couple of curious eyes are on me. Crap, I hope they don’t spread some screwed up rumour about me and Clara. The last one got real nasty. Took a whole year for them to drop the cheating accusations. All because she and that twat Richy had left the biology lab together after break. Turns out she was just helping the knob with the homework he had skipped out on and didn’t want Mrs. Kruger to go full-on dragon mode in maths. That witch can destroy you with a single look. Not to mention that her banshee screech is so loud the whole school would know if you screwed up. 
I make my way over to my bike, putting the blasted building behind me and speeding my way home. Summer break just started, and I have a date with my bestie in a gorgeous little chalet in the middle of the African bushveld. 
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“Are you sure you have everything, bug?” Mom fusses. 
“Yeah, mom, I’m all packed…” I groan. 
“Do you have your toothbrush, some clean PJs, a couple of undies, and a towel? Or two?” I watch and follow her as she rummages through the family bathroom and my bedroom, all while asking me about things I already packed days ago… “Who will be driving you guys again?” she inquires, her body hidden behind my closet door. 
“Mooom, I told you already…” I whine. 
“I forgot.” I can just imagine her shrugging her shoulders behind that door. 
“Yeah, sure, mom.” I roll my eyes. “Kevin is driving us to the nature reserve.” I sigh in defeat. 
“All right. That boy better behave,” she grumbles. “I think I’ll put his dad’s number on speed dial,” she mutters to herself. 
“Ugh!” I complain.
“All right, all right, no need to fuss.” She comes out from inside my closet and puts both hands on her hips. “No funny business, young man, I’m too young to be a grandmother.” She crosses her arms over her chest. 
“GEEZ MOM!” I stare at her aghast, my cheeks burning bright red. 
Mom smiles. “Now, say goodbye to your father and give me a hug.” She holds out her arms. 
“Fine.” I waddle over into her embrace, and she squeezes me tightly. As much as I don’t want her to know, I really do cherish our hugs. Grabbing my overstuffed backpack, I turn on my heel and bolt for the door. “Bye, dad!” I yell. 
I love my mom. He’s okay, I guess... It’s not that he is a bad dad, he’s just not at home a lot, and when he is, he would rather watch TV than hang out with me and mom. 
Rushing around the front I collect my bike that’s been cast aside on the front lawn. With shaky hands I lift it and dust it off before wheeling it to the front gate. I find my mom and dad standing outside with the gate open. 
“Be good.” My dad smiles. I bet he is frustrated that he has been pulled away from his show. 
“Bye, dad,” I return matter of factly. “Love you, mom!” I wave at her in our signature little finger waves. I hop onto my bike and pedal away as if my very life depends on it. 
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The sun sets slightly in front of me. If it weren’t for its blinding glare and the fact that I am in a bloody hurry thanks to my mom,I might have enjoyed the skies turning all shades of red and orange to the deep purple and blackness behind me. 
I pedal as fast as I can. Stupid mom, I should have left LONG ago. I will be lucky if Kevin and the others haven’t left yet. Turning down the final street, a majestic church rises into the sky from the corner and relief washes over me once I spot Daisy, the dark blue punch buggy, waiting in the driveway. My heart starts racing once again.
“Sorry I’m late!” I yell, jumping off the bike and discarding it, ready to hop into the car. 
“Where the fuck have you been?” Kevin booms. “You better hope we don’t miss the evening sign in.”
“Brother! Language!” Clara pipes up from somewhere behind him. 
“I don’t give a shit, Clara; he should have been here hours ago. Do you have any idea what the roads will be like now with peak traffic?” He continues his scolding. 
“I’m sorry, Kev, my mom—“ 
He rudely interjects: “To hell with your mom and don’t call me Kev!” 
“Stop being so dramatic…” Clara rolls her eyes.
Kevin snaps his head around, glaring at her.
“Ey, Trev!” I hear Daniel call. Soon after, his messy blond hair pokes out from the front door, followed by the rest of his stubby, round figure. By the time he catches up with the rest of us, I notice crumbs of some snack sticking to his round cheeks. “So, are we ready to go yet?” he asks, licking off each individual chubby finger with an audible smack. 
“Yeah, we’re good to go.” Kevin’s voice is laced with venom. “Get yourselves in the car, I’m letting mom know we’re leaving.” 
“Okay, Kev,” Clara confirms. She quickly helps us get ourselves and our backpacks into the back of the car. Clara takes shotgun due to her horrible motion sickness. Just thinking about her horror stories has me feeling nauseous.
“So, how long is it gonna take us to get there?” Daniel asks. 
“Kev said a couple of hours.” 
“Do you think he is going to play that horrible CD album again?” Daniel continues. 
She sighs deeply. “Most definitely! You know him: his car, his rules.” I can picture her distinct eye roll. 
“He should really update the stereo, though. It’s so… old.” Daniel pouts.
What Kevin really needs, is to update his music taste. All distortion and people screaming about who knows what. This is going to be one hell of a long ride. 
The outside lights come on in the front yard, illuminating the way towards us. It’s quickly blackened out by Kevin’s dark, lanky figure stalking towards us. He and his sister share the same hair colour, but he is way taller, skinnier, and all spidery limbs. 
His key chain glitters each time it catches some light. After a loud slam his door is closed, and his angry demeanour transforms.
“You guys ready?” A broad smile is visible in the rear-view mirror. 
“HELL YEAH!” we all respond in unison. 
“Perfect! Little Miss Daisy will get us there in no time.” Daisy roars to life; her sound is quickly muffled by his awakened radio.
The road ahead lights up and we’re all suffering from his blaring death music. “I’M ONLY GOING TO STOP ONCE!” he yells over the stereo. We just nod in return. In just a few hours, I will not only be at the chalet, but probably deaf as well.
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Chapter 2
 
My head thuds violently, the pain almost unbearable thanks to Kevin’s abysmal music choice. I glance at my smartwatch to see if the time is actually moving along. We pulled off at a petrol station about thirty minutes ago to grab some snacks, use the bathroom and, most importantly, stretch our legs as far away from that death beetle as we possibly could. After about an hour of listening to that noise, Clara has had it. She full-on threatened to toss herself through the window. He didn’t stop the music - no, we weren’t that lucky - but he did adjust the volume down… A smidge… 
Next to me Daniel has been boring holes through the window next to him with those wide sky-blue eyes and his colour has turned from rosy to extremely pale, which is definitely saying something. 
“Dan, are you okay?” I ask, concerned. 
“You better not hurl back there!” Kevin yells. 
“Drop it, Kev!” Clara scolds. 
He opens his mouth to counter, but she continues. 
“If it wasn’t for your trashy music and driving like a complete maniac, WE wouldn’t be sick right now!” 
“My music is not trash!” he argues. “Nor do I drive like a maniac!”
“In this party of four you are sorely outnumbered, brother.” She points her index finger at him. Her version of ‘this conversation is over’. 
He just huffs. “This is the last time I’m driving you ungrateful spoiled brats anywhere,” he grinds out behind the wheel. 
This sparks a whole fight in the front. Daniel leans over and rests his messy blond head on the back of the headrest staring out of the window, taking deep breaths. With my throbbing headache I decide to join him while clasping my hands over my ears. It’s pitch dark outside. The trees looming in the lush African bushveld are lit up by the moon’s reflection. I try to lose myself in the darkness speeding past. Anything to drone out the music and its violent spitting.
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In the moonlit darkness a glint catches my eye. There’s something coming towards us. The moon barely illuminates whatever this is. Perhaps it’s just a shadow of some sort. “Guys, stop! Something—” My voice is drowned out by the argument going on in front. 
“What is that?” Kevin yells.
He swerves, flinging Daniel into me; Clara’s body is hurled towards Kevin and I connect with the car door. Struggling to keep control, he slams the breaks while steering from side to side, making Daniel’s illness worse. My head has a new throbbing pain from hitting the window. 
“Jesus! You guys okay?” Kev asks. It takes me a moment to realise that the car is standing still at an awkward position, as I see the yellow line peeking out on my side.
“What was that?” Clara squeaks. 
“No fucking idea,” Kevin responds. As if summoned, a giant kudu bull darts past the headlights. “Fucking buck,” he swears. 
“Language!” Clara reprimands. 
“Clara, not now, we could have died,” he argues.
Could this be the object I saw coming towards us earlier? It did seem smaller, not at all as large as this Kudu bull…
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After some fiddling Daisy roars to life once again and the tires screech as Kev tries to get us back on the road. I study him carefully through the rear-view mirror. “Bloody hell, we won’t be sleeping after that.” Kevin smiles nervously. We all take a few breaths to calm ourselves down; nervous laughter erupts in the car. “Just thirty--”
The car jerks, causing me to lunge violently towards the seat in front of me. With no seatbelts in the rear, the sudden impact fills my chest
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