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She felt cold.

What do you do when life ends... but you have to keep on going?

I don't know, what would you do?

I was sobbing as I sat at the corner of the bed where she lied, and my parents rushed in that morning to see what had happened.

Death. That is what happened.

I couldn't breathe right. I couldn't think right.

Her body was removed from the house in the late hours of the day. I chased after the hearse but was pulled back by my father and mother who whispered to me.

"Padraig, Padraig, STOP."

I shook my head desperately, tears tossing from my eyes into the air. They held me tight in warm embraces, and I only wobbled in the middle, my face drained of all life as she was gone. She had left me... she, she was gone.

I lay on the bed where she had laid, only staring onward at nothing. My throat was dry and my stomach was furiously hungry for food. But I couldn't eat, cos every swallow felt hard and painful.

Soon my mother came into me and handed me a bowl of porridge. She sat next to me till I was strong enough to sit up and take it, and when I finally did, she just pat me on the back and whispered.

"It's going to be okay..."

"That's a lie," My voice wobbled out in strain. She handed me a spoon and I took it weakly, dipping it into the oatmeal and stuffing it into my tired mouth.

"It is..." She said and I shook my head, knowing she was lying. It had to be a lie. Everything had ended that moment when she had ended.

My life... what was it now? WHAT WAS IT NOW?!

She wrapped her arm around me as I ate the porridge in small munches and pained swallows.

I lay there that night, in the spot she had laid, and only stared up at the ceiling... staring at nothing but thin air. I wanted to believe she was there with me, looking back from above.

But I... I didn't know where she was. And I had to get answers.

"GOD."

I said his name bitterly and waited for a reply. Nothing.

"GOD," I said again. I needed to know the reasoning for all this pain.

Again, not a word.

"WHY DID YOU TAKE HER?!" I screamed and I felt my body being pressed hard to the mattress as I finally heard that deep rumbling voice reply.

I told you she didn't belong to you.

I was panting heavily at his harsh words but could feel the complete truth come off of them. I glared ahead and said with clenched teeth.

"THEN WHY DID YOU WAIT FOR NOW?! WHY?!"

I kept my glare on the above world, and I sat up then, yelling, "WHY WHEN WE WERE FINALLY HAPPY!"

She is happy.

I could nearly choke on that response.

"She can't be..." I hissed, wiping my tears with the back of my hand, "Not without me... she c-can't be..."

Everything was silent at that moment and I said to the empty room, "Because... I can't be without her..."

Give it time.

That was a new voice I heard that second. One of a female, but sounding almost detached and mechanical. I tensed up in fear and I slowly opened up my draw, seeing where her ring did now lie. But I would keep my wedding ring on forever. Though I glanced my eyes at the piece of jewelry next to it. That, of a golden locket with the photo still encased inside.

I don't know why my eyes were being directed to it... but I knew, I still needed it, for a purpose that would soon be made more clear in time.

I grasped it, and held it up to the sky, yelling.

"I'LL do WHATEVER YOU WANT! JUST BRING HER BACK!"

My lips trembled as I closed my eyes in weakness and whispered through tears, "Just b-bring back my A-Amy..."

And what would you give in return...?

Again that female voice... and the memories from years ago started to flood my mind. I knew who she was... the Queen.. the alien queen so many light-years apart from me.

I closed my eyes, still holding the locket up to prove I had something to bargain with. I knew I did. Something inside me told me this item was very precious for a reason. One I would soon find out.

"HUH?!" I yelled, demanding an answer and deal.

But I got none that night. The voice of God and the voice of the queen spoke no more, and I slowly put the locket around my neck, keeping it there for safety.

I closed my eyes, tears streaming down my cheeks, and fell to sleep.

~x~

It only took two days...

The whole funeral was a blur of thoughts and emotions, it didn't feel real to me. Almost like I was still dreaming.

I think the person who took her death most hard after me, was Cameron. His whole reason for coming back to this universe was for her. And if there was no more her... his reasoning was no more as well.

I didn't want him to do something stupid to himself in return. I may not be very strong, but I was strong enough to keep my head up and my eyes sound. When I looked at him in the temple on the bench, I knew he was close to losing his mind from grief.

I sat beside him, and the two of us only stared ahead into nothing. Her coffin passed by and I heard a broken voice utter.

"What now...?"

I looked sombrely over at him as he said this nearly in a whisper.

"When she was what I was living for... is there any point to keep breathing now...?"

I gulped and placed my hand weakly on Cameron's shoulder.

"She'd hate you if you did anything stupid. Y'know, Amy..."

Cameron only gave a weak huff of a sore laugh and just closed his crystal blue eyes, tears running down them, his nose making stuffy noises.

We both sat there until everyone had left. Then we left.

We watched as the casket was lowered, watched as people said their goodbyes to a girl that was gone to the light.

Gone... but not forgotten. I would never forget, I could never forget.

And I don't think Cameron could either. Something in my gut told me to keep an eye on him. He was so very vulnerable to himself now... I was as well.

But I would never go as far as what he would.

As the two of us walked side by side out of the graveyard, he pointed to my neck and I blinked, confused at his gesture.

"Why are you wearing that...?"

He was talking about the golden locket.

"I..." I began, holding the golden love heart in the palm of my hand, "I have to..."

He gave me a confused expression.

"Because... God told me I'd need it one day. And I'm... I'm just waiting for that day."

"I hope you're right." He responded to me coldly, and left my side, walking away "For all our sakes."

I smiled painfully back and Cameron did not even turn his eyes up to look at me.

All who was left was just me and... her father.

The man was standing at the grave, gazing down at her coffin with empty eyes. I touched his upper arm and whispered to him.

"Mr. Collins?"

He just shut his eyes and said back.

"She's with her mother now... I know she is."

"I hope so,"

"Podge." He said to me, turning to look me in the eyes, "I KNOW she is. She is."

I didn't want to counter him again and only nodded my head in false agreement.

"You believe in a God."

It wasn't a question, but a hard fact to him now.

"Yes..."

"Then you know she is with him. She is with her."

I nodded again and the man only dropped a flower onto her resting place, turning around and leaving.

I stood there, looking at the yellow flower that lay on her casket, and I put my hand in my pocket, feeling around for her ring. Once my dark fingers felt the shiny smooth object, I lifted it up and only stared at it silently.

It shined from the setting sun's light and I gulped. I slowly put it on my right hand's ring finger and said to her quietly.

"I'll look after this for you..."

I choked up when I smiled at this sentence. Knowing her, she would've laughed at my words. But she was not laughing anymore.

"I promise I will... just, don't forget me Amy... and I promise, NO. I SWEAR I will never forget you. EVER."

"I LOVE YOU."

My stance was straight and stiff, my words strong and keeping the honest truth, "And I will NEVER take MY RING OFF."

Maybe... YOU NEVER WILL HAVE TO...

I looked around me urgently, looking for where that interior voice was coming from. I knew it was the Queen, even if I could not see her.

"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!" I screamed and the birds in a nearby tree flew out of it and away because of me, "WHAT?!"

I want what you want... to bring her back.

"But how...?" I hissed and suddenly I saw an image of the locket in my brain. It was golden and it was being held by a young man... a teenage boy... from millions of years in the past.

If you want her back... you'll do it.. you'll return that locket to the right boy.

I blinked puzzled.

To the RIGHT time.

I gulped and whispered in fear, "And how do you know I'll do this...?"

Because, she said, sounding cheeky as she chuckled darkly to me and continued, you've already done it before...

I was so very confused.

You will go back in time... and YOU will seal THE LOOP...

This all sounded like mumbo jumbo but my heart was hurting so very much... I just wanted to see her once again... hold her, love her.

"Give me time to think this over," I said with a cold reply and she only laughed some more.

Whenever you are brave enough... THEN we'll talk. But the clock is ticking...

I gulped afraid when she said this.

For if you want her you'll have to do it.

"Do what?" I growled.

Travel back in time...

I gasped afraid.

If you want her to be saved.

I closed my eyes, my breathing becoming heavier and I whispered with no doubt in my mind.

"I'll do it..."

"And I will too."

I jumped around startled when I saw him standing behind me.

Cameron.

And I had never seen him as sure as anything than right then.

I'll give you two a day to prepare... the Queen said in delight, for then...we play... we shape history.

"I'm not afraid." Cameron said coldly and I wanted to shut him up because I was terrified, "I'm not."

Good.. because when you go back... you may not return the same as you came.

The two of us froze stiff when we heard that final piece of information.

No pressure.

I laughed sorely at this, and whispered to myself, "No pressure indeed."
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