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Chapter 1: Return with the Wind
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From dreams to duty, a journey takes flight once more...

The breeze tickled her wings like an old friend. It was sweet with the scent of wild daisies, morning dew, and the whisper of distant memories. Sweetie glided through the sky, her wings humming softly as the hills of home unfolded beneath her—fields she once played in, skies she once explored with childish wonder. But now, she was different. Stronger. Wiser. And not alone.

Blink flew close beside her, his tiny firefly light glowing pale even in daylight, like a warm memory refusing to dim. He chirped softly now and then, but for the most part, the two flew in thoughtful silence. They both knew the weight of what was ahead.

Home.

Not just the place where she was born, but the place where her story had first begun—before Wonderland, before riddles and rainbow bridges, before the nectar oaths and ancient secrets. She was returning to the hive that had raised her, not as a curious little bee who wanted to chase clouds, but as a bearer of truth, a bringer of change.

Down below, the clover fields danced in rows, swaying like they were cheering her on. The lavender patches near the old honey-stump still bloomed purple and proud. And near the eastern grove, she saw the same twisting sunflower stalk that had once hidden her when she was shy and uncertain. The world hadn’t changed much. But she had.

“I feel... heavy and light at the same time,” Sweetie buzzed, slowing her wings a little. “Like the clouds are inside me.”

Blink gave a gentle sparkle. “It’s the feeling of holding a secret, Sweetie. And knowing you're finally ready to share it.”

She nodded slowly, eyes narrowing as the village hives came into view—tiny golden domes tucked into the roots of ancient trees, some nestled into hollowed-out flower beds. Bees moved about their morning chores. Workers flew in and out in patterns. Guards buzzed lazily near the vine-covered entrances, and younglings chased each other in spirals above the dandelion field.

For a moment, Sweetie simply hovered there, watching the life she had left behind continue without her. The familiarness was almost comforting—until she remembered that most of them had no idea. No idea that beyond the wild woods and the thorn thickets, a whole other world was blooming. A world of peace and promise. A world built by bees who had escaped fear, who lived in beauty, free from predators and panic.

And they didn’t know. Because she hadn’t told them. Not yet.

She landed softly on a curled buttercup near the Council Tree—the place where bees came to share news, to make decisions, to listen. Blink hovered beside her, his light brightening as the rustle of wings signalled the others had noticed.

“Is that... Sweetie?” one young bee whispered from a flower’s edge.

“She’s back!” another cried out, zipping into the air.

Soon, a soft swarm gathered—young bees with wide eyes, guards with sceptical glances, gatherers dusted in pollen. Murmurs turned into curious buzzes. And at last, the soft thump of a cane against bark echoed beneath the blossom tree.

Elder Thistle.

He emerged from the shade of a curled petal, his wings slower now but still strong. His antennae twitched, sensing her even before his dim eyes found her.

“Well,” he said, the hum of his voice slow and scratchy like parchment wings, “The little dreamer returns at last.”

Sweetie took a step forward on the buttercup, wings lifted proudly.

“I went past the fields. Past the thorn tunnels. Past the rainbow bridge. I found Wonderland.”

A collective hush fell over the crowd.

Elder Thistle leaned in. “You speak of stories, child.”

Sweetie’s eyes shone. “Not stories, Elder. Truth. There’s a place where bees have built a life free from fear. A place where the flowers speak, where fruit glows, where peace blooms like petals in the sun.”

The bees shifted. Some whispered. Others scoffed. One young bee clapped its wings in excitement.

“You expect us to believe this place is real?” a guard asked sternly.

“I don’t need you to believe it,” Sweetie said, her voice trembling with certainty, “I need you to come see it.”

Blink hovered beside her, glowing brighter with every word.

“There are bees out there who left long ago. Bees who survived. Bees who thrived. And they’re waiting. For us. For anyone brave enough to follow the wind.”

Elder Thistle closed his eyes for a moment, listening not just to her words—but to the silence that followed.

At last, he opened them.

“Then tell us,” he said softly. “Start at the beginning.”

Sweetie looked around at the circle forming—dozens of bees, young and old, quiet and curious. And she smiled.

“Then let me tell you the story of what lies beyond the wild woods...”

And so began the final journey—not just to Wonderland, but to the heart of what it truly meant to belong.
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Chapter 2: The Forgotten Trail
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Some trails are buried in silence, others in memory. But the rarest ones... wait to be remembered by a heart brave enough to believe again.

The morning light painted the sky with soft lavender and peach, casting long shadows over the meadows. Dewdrops still clung to blades of grass like tiny pearls, catching glimmers of sunlight as Sweetie hovered quietly above the thistle grove. Her wings beat slowly, hesitantly, as if they too were listening.

Blink hovered beside her, his golden body glowing faintly even in daylight. He wasn’t buzzing excitedly like usual. No, he was silent, sensing the tension in Sweetie’s stillness.

“This place,” Sweetie finally said, her voice barely more than a breath, “it used to scare me when I was a little bee.”

Blink tilted his head. “Why?”

She looked down at the tangled brush and wild petals. “Because I thought nothing good could grow here. It looked forgotten. Left behind. But now... now I see it’s not forgotten. It’s waiting.”

Behind them, a small group of bees gathered—Sweetie had asked them to follow only if they trusted her heart. There was Marma, a quiet gatherer with golden fuzz; Nibby, the curious little drone who always asked too many questions; and Thorn, a strong flier whose loyalty was deeper than roots. Others had joined, too. A whole flight of hope.

Sweetie stepped forward. Her legs brushed a mossy stone, and instantly, a faint hum echoed under the earth. The brambles shivered. The petals of the thistle curled inward like they were waking from a dream.

And then—shift. The ground stirred. A narrow, hidden path slowly unfurled before them, outlined in shimmering blue dust. The forgotten trail.

“Did you see that?” gasped Nibby, eyes wide. “The flowers moved. They moved for her!”

Blink floated closer. “This isn’t just any path. It’s sacred. And it remembers Sweetie.”

Sweetie stared ahead, heart pounding. The air felt different here—thicker with magic and the scent of memories. She wasn’t sure if it was the wind or her past whispering to her.

“Come,” she said softly. “We have to follow it before it hides again.”

The group moved slowly. The path wound between bushes heavy with wild berries, their colours so vivid they looked like they’d been painted by the sun itself. Every so often, Sweetie would pause to place a gentle leg on a curled petal or hum a soft tune, and the trail would shift slightly, guiding her like a living map.

There were signs carved into bark—ancient bee runes, too faded to read but still pulsing with old energy. Thorn brushed one with his wingtip.

“What do they say?” he asked.

“They don’t say anything,” Sweetie replied. “They feel. And right now... they feel like home.”

Farther in, the light dimmed. Overhead, tall mushroom caps glowed softly in violet hues. Somewhere, water trickled beneath mossy rocks, and the air smelled of lavender and something older—perhaps the scent of time itself.

Suddenly, a soft hum echoed ahead. Not bee wings. Not wind.

Sweetie tensed. The others froze.

Out of the shadows floated a firefly—not Blink—but older, with wings that shimmered like frost. The firefly hovered for a second, as if inspecting Sweetie. Then it flickered thrice and vanished into the thicket.

Sweetie didn’t hesitate. “It’s a guide.”

The bees followed without question now. Deeper and deeper, into where the trail thickened with mystery. And finally, they reached it.

A hollow tree stood in the centre of a petal-cleared circle. It was enormous, its bark dark and cracked, but not lifeless. It pulsed with quiet energy. Sweetie stepped inside.

There, carved across its interior, was the story of the First Flyers—bees who had once left the hive to seek safety, to find a land free from predators, a dream of colour and calm: Wonderland.

Sweetie touched one of the carvings, a spiral that mirrored the markings she had seen on the entrance vines.

“They were real,” she whispered. “It wasn’t just a dream. They walked this trail. They carved their story so we wouldn’t forget.”

“But we did forget,” said Marma, her voice breaking.

“Not all of us,” said Sweetie. “Some part of me always remembered. And now that we’ve found the trail... we must follow where it leads.”

Outside, the wind picked up. Petals danced around the clearing, and the firefly from before returned. It hovered silently, blinking with
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