
Preface

These are the last words written in Merlin's journal before that fateful concoction of events the following day. A man struck down after more than a hundred years of living. A man, dead when he didn’t want to die anymore. People missing and killed. Why? This is the question his family and the people who so admired him ask every day.
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    For all the weirdoes and the freaks, you know, like myself...


    

​Opening Chapter

​The Immortal Nature of Death 

​Merlin

“Words are like knives when used correctly, but knives are more deadly. Heartbreak is like an arrow to the heart, but an actual arrow can kill you. I have something more pernicious than heartbreak or an arrow. I have my final home.” Merlin wrote in his dark brown vinyl journal.

“Dad?” Madison asked abruptly, coming into the Magic room.

“Yes?” Merlin asked as he promptly closed his journal laying on top of one of the dark wooden round tables. He relished writing in the moonlight, extraordinarily when the moonlight beamed down through the room’s glass dome, meeting with its destination on top of the table. It was a placid scenario, especially with a gaggle of children that May, and he so adored. 

It was still nice to bask in the night's silence. Madison, even at this age, has captured her mother’s hair color and her headstrong attitude. May was the toughest person in two hundred years he had ever met. As far back as he can remember, anyway. Being as super old as he was sometimes, it was hard to remember. That's why he wrote as much as he did... And now, with having children, it was even more important to him to write every detail he could obtain.

Merlin won’t have his wife and his children forever. He would only forever have himself. But his family lived on in these journals. In two hundred years, he’d only married once. May, Mayflower Sweetly. Many people thought he’d married May to seek power in the royal household of the Sweetlys in Goldenfern. But he just accidentally fell in love with a princess, not that anybody purposely falls in love... Merlin had visited Goldenfern for the first time in fifty years. The last time he had been there, May’s father would have been about thirteen. Merlin always felt so stagnant about time and death. He never felt quite older than twenty. That’s when his immortal curse set in. Before he just healed quicker than some other people. Until one day when he should have died... Merlin was twenty years old when he was climbing a tall tree with his friends, friends now gone. He fell from a high branch and landed flat on his back, hitting his head on the hard ground. Merlin felt the pain of the injury that should have been, but that day he learned how he could endure it forever. He did not like the word forever, it was a nonsense word that seemingly only applied to him. His friends from long ago died of an old age Merlin could never reach...

Merlin met May at a dance the King, her father, had held. She refused to dance with anyone, even her father or siblings, or friends since she didn't have many friends back then. As much as Merlin felt like an outsider, so did May. She placed second in line to the throne if her brother Conway were to, unfortunately, perish. Like everyone in Goldenfern, for as long as Merlin can remember, the royal children and the average person all attended the same school. A few other Kingdoms now are starting to factorize that ideology into their school grounds. One of Merlin's children would maybe one day rule Goldenfern. He wanted them to be kind to anyone from any background. He tried to engrave that in them constantly.

“Can you read us a story before bed?” Madison wondered

“Yes, of course,” Merlin answered, standing upwards and gently walking over to the heavy door, kept open with a door stopper.

“Are you okay, Daddy?” Madison asked and raised her right eyebrow at him.

“I’m fine. Why do you ask, Sweetheart?” Merlin wondered.

“Well, kids at school are talking.”

“About what?”

“People are going away?”

“Oh, everything is fine,” Merlin answered and ushered Madison out the door.

“Dad!” Madison protested.

Merlin sighed and bent down to his daughter’s level.


“ “Madison, I’m going to protect you no matter what. You know that. Sweetie, we’re going to be just fine. So will the other people.”


Madison sighed, and for once, changed the subject.

“Can you read the one about the pig, Dad?”

Merlin chuckled softly.

“Yes, I certainly can.”
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Merlin heard screaming from outside the Rancher's Grocery store. His instincts and adrenaline filled his body. He gently flapped his large white wings and called out to his wife.

“May!” He fretted. “Hide the kids,”

May nodded, her eyes determined as always. He couldn’t risk losing her or anybody close to him. Merlin would one day lose his family because of his never-ending magisterial skin and bones, so he needed his family to have a long happy life for now. Hiding was the best option for their children. May could handle herself...

“Daddy, was that a goat screaming? Like the ones at the festival?” Willow, one of his three-year-olds, asked concerned, and looked up at him with her large brown eyes.

Merlin gently bent downward to her small level.

“No, but it’s alright sweetheart. I’m sure everything is alright.” He told her, cupping her cheek. She raised an eyebrow at him intuitively.

She knows I'm lying, doesn’t she? He thought. Like when I lie about how I adore carrots and how she should eat them.

“It’s fine Willow, Daddy can’t die!” Madison, his oldest, comforted her and hugged her tightly.

May pecked Merlin's cheek, then ran off with their children to the back of the grocery store. If anything were to attack them, May knew how to defend herself and others, so they would be safe. Merlin twirled around, his blue cloak flowing behind him, and marched outside.

Merlin saw a woman lying dead on the pavement outside the store. Her strawberry blonde hair covered her face while a tall, suspicious man with beady brown eyes and short dark red hair stood a few feet away from her. He was dressed in black with a gray cloak around his collar. He stared blankly at the ground while his cheek dripped blood from a cut. People ran by getting away by portal or by foot as quickly as they could.

“Are you the one who's been taking people?” Merlin demanded, unleashing his Ruby sword from the scabbard at his right side.

“Depends, Merlin.” The man answered flatly, staring upwards at him while Merlin’s cape blew around in the fall breeze. A chill went up Merlin's spine from the weather and because the man’s cape did not move with the air as he did. Merlin rarely felt scared. Maybe when May had to nag him about doing the dishes but never anything like this had scared him much before. So why did he feel so scared by this scrawny, tall man?

“Who are you?” Merlin questioned the stranger.

“I’m simply a messenger. No need to worry.” He replied flatly again.

He seems emotionless, Merlin noticed. Like the pig from my kids’ storybook - 

“That doesn't answer my question,” Merlin grumbled.

“I wasn’t trying to answer it anyway,” the man replied, still as if he had no soul.

“Listen, I don’t wanna play games right now. I am just trying to buy some dinner.”

The man smirked and took a red flask out of his pocket.

“Oh, we have no need for games where you’re going, Merlin,” the man informed Merlin.

With a flash of mysterious bright light, Merlin, the hero, and father, was gone.

His children grew up confused because their dad should never have died that day. Their father was immortal.

​

​
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​Prologue 
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Arcade of Lost Memories 

13 years later.  

​Willow Sweetly 

––––––––
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“Don’t follow me!” Their mother had ordered them as she ran out the door. Willow went to the window, her siblings (Abby, Madison, and Bobby) and a few friends (Bill, Isabella, and Joey) following closely behind her. Their mom disappeared into the evening light through her green portal. Their large white dog, Evender, stood at the door window, barking at her.

They didn’t listen to their mother that night. Why would they have? Willow and her siblings wanted to confront the man who destroyed their dad all those years ago. And they didn't want to lose their mother too.

If only her friends had stayed home. Willow did beg them too, but nobody seemed to listen to anyone that night.

Willow’s ponytail blew around with the breeze and her neck hair stood up as the group stepped out of their portal and Madison closed it. With Willow's Ruby sword in one hand and Bill’s hand in the other. They walked onto the large green of Wren Park. Their mother was standing by a large oak tree, looking off to her right side.

“Were they sure they spotted him here? In the park? Where do people play ball or whatever?” Isabella wondered.

Willow wished Isabella hadn’t come out of all of them. She shouldn’t see death and destruction at such a young age. It impacted her whole life.

“Yeah... I don't know,” Bobby answered, glancing between Madison, Abby, and Willow.

Bill patted Isabella’s back. “We’ll be alright.” He promised.

“I didn’t say we weren’t,” she replied curtly.

“I know,” Bill answered with a sigh.

Isabella raised an eyebrow at her brother.

"Stick together and we'll be fine!" Madison advised.

Then, their mother spotted them. 

“GO HOME! It’s too dangerous! I WILL NOT LOSE MY HUSBAND AND MY CHILDREN, GO HOME!” She ordered.

“MOM! Please. We wanna help!” Abby insisted.

“Abigale, go home! All of you, go home!”

"Mom, listen!" Madison begged.

Abruptly, a blue portal opened in front of them, the man who killed their father years ago. The man who took away so many memories they could have had. He stepped out of the portal clutching the tie of his cape as the wind blew. They called him Bad Guy. No joke. Seriously. That's what everyone calls him. A Newscaster called him that and nobody knows his real name so that's what people ended up calling him. Willow hated his stupid name, it was too cheesy. He wasn't some evil action figure. He killed her father. You’d think someone in that newsroom would have more respect for life.

Willow raised her Ruby sword and pointed it at Bad Guy. Although she practiced with it... she had hurt no one with it ever. Bobby and their mom brought out their longbows. Everyone else generated magic in the palm of their hands. Abby flew up moderately into the air with her large white tree fairy wings, ready to attack.

“Ah... May, was it?” Bad Guy asked, staring intently at their mom. He had the same look as he did back when he killed Merlin. Same dark red hair, tan skin, and dark brown eyes. Willow had glanced at him when she was only three, but she remembered it clearly. She wasn’t supposed to have seen. What child is supposed to see their father be killed? She snuck out of her mother’s arms and to the front door in search of her father, just as he was taken. Just as Bad Guy portaled away from the crime scene.

“Why are you here?” Her mom demanded, stepping in front of them, facing Bad Guy.

Bad Guy chuckled. “You might know soon enough, May. And all your children... I imagined them being more powerful.” He taunted.

“As if looks have anything to do with power,” Madison upbraided.

“I ASKED WHY YOU'RE HERE!” The Sweetlys’ mom repeated, her voice filled with such rage that it almost made Willow scared of her.

“I have my reasons, and it’s not any of your business,” Bad Guy rolled his eyes.

“HEY DRAGONBUTT, SHE ASKED YOU A QUESTION!” Isabella yelled and stepped forward.

Bill’s hand slipped from Willows as he put his arms around Isabella, holding her back.

Bad Guy stared at Isabella and laughed as she struggled to get out of her brother's grasp.

"Out of everyone here. You are the least likely to injure me," Bad Guy taunted.

Willow realized she couldn’t move. Shit, she thought. What are we doing? Their mom was right. They shouldn't have come here. What if their mom died? What if their friends died? What if Bill died?

Willow wouldn’t know what to do if Bill died. I’m an idiot. Willow realized.

"HOW DARE YOU!" Isabella cried.

“Shush, small child!” Bad Guy hollered.

“I'M FOURTEEN! Isabella complained.

Bill covered his sister’s mouth.

“HGGGMFUMMK” She swore muffledly.

“Keep out of this!” May cautioned, glaring at Isabella.

“A mother's useless love... I wish now that I brought my army.” Bad Guy badgered.

“I’m not gonna ask again! What do you want here?” May repeated.

With the sounds of marching, a group of Goldenferns' army started approaching. Bad Guy crossed his arms, annoyed at this sight.

“What the hell do you want?” Their uncle, King Conway, demanded, raising his hand to stop the marching.

“You didn’t need to bring an army nor a widowed wife upon yourself,” Bad Guy complained, his head to the ground.

“You will pay for our suffering,” Willow’s grandpa, Derren Informed. Stepping forward on his unicorn steed.

Why were the Sweetly’s' seventy-year-old grandparents here? They could break their hips or worse. Willow also didn’t understand how talking to this lunatic did any good. She wanted to crush his skull underneath her feet. She needed him to pay. Willow gripped Bill's hand tightly.

“It’s like you expect me to talk or something. You brought this on yourselves.” Bad Guy scoffed. About ten portals opened ten feet or so behind him.

“Stop! Whatever you are doing, stop it!” Their gran, Addison, protested.

About ten people from each portal came, creating a sudden amount of chaos all around them. All around Willow's family and the friends that were over at her house at the time when Bad Guy was spotted at the park.

“Stop it!” Her mom demanded, uselessly. Then everyone charged at each other.

Royal house against a bunch of strangers with the hatred of innocent children. The hatred in Willow started burning and expanding as if to be its own supernova. This isn’t what was supposed to happen. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. They were supposed to catch him quickly and bring her father’s killer to justice.

“KIDS GO HOME!” Her mom demanded one more time as the chaos struck out.

Isabella screamed. Bill covered her eyes. They were in the middle of a battle. Nobody had any choice but to fight. She ducked and had to let go of Bill’s hand as someone came toward her. His body flipped over hers. An arrow came flying and hit his head. She looked over expeditiously to see her mother. Then something hit Willow in the head. She fell to the ground, her vision going hazy. She could see a sharp rock lying near her left hip. Abby flew over to her and Willow stared as her white tree fairy wings encased Willow.

“WILLOW!” She screamed.

“BILL! NO,” Isabella screamed. Willow turned her head, her eyes going blurry as she saw her boyfriend and his little sister screaming as someone dragged them through a portal, the last thing she saw before going unconscious.
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The Opening of the Box

Bethany

Bethany and Daniel sat on the swings waiting for their ride back home on the playground next to the middle school. The high school was across from the middle school and playground. Small children played with their parents on the playground and in the nearby field.

Beth sat on top of a baby swing. Her legs stuck out from the top because obviously she wasn’t a baby anymore and could only fit her butt in the swing. Beth gently kicked her feet back and forth. The swing set stood underneath a large tree and behind them was the middle school.

Daniel swayed his bigger-sized swing closer to her.

“Hey... are you okay?” He wondered.

Beth looked up at his kind brown eyes and dusty blonde hair. If anybody were to ask what Dan looked like, he looked like how good hugs feel.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m fine. Though I’m probably stuck in this baby swing forever,” She answered with a laugh.

Honestly, she kept thinking about her birthday in two more years, then she would age out of the foster care system. Beth did not want to worry Daniel any more than he already was about aging out.

“You do things like this so much and yet you never learn. I admire you for that,” Dan complimented her.

Beth blushed.

“Awe, thanks. I’m glad my impulsivities do some good.”

“Makes you human!"

"Because I’m such a robot? Is it that obvious?”

“Yeah, your -uh - metal elbow is showing!”

“Awe darn! Not my metal elbow. I just re-glued that last Sunday!”

Beth and Dan chuckled softly.

“Are you actually stuck?” Dan asked, hopping off his swing with a small chuckle.

“Uh... I don’t know. My butt isn’t that big so probably not.”

“Beth, you're not three though...”

Beth smirked at Dan.

“Really? I had no clue.”

Dan rolled his eyes.

“Do you want some help or not?” He asked, putting his hands on his hips with a hint of sass.

“Yes, yes, I do want help. Help from my human boyfriend. It’s tiresome to be stuck in this robot body of mine.”

“Yep, sure.”

Dan securely grabbed Beth’s arms and pulled her out of the baby swing and then into his arms. With a thud as the baby swing bounced backward and then hit Beth in the shank of her buttocks.

“Ow!” Beth cried and gently rubbed her butt.”

“You okay?” Dan inquired with much concern.

“I’m fine. I just shouldn't sit in baby swings, I guess.”

“That’s what you said last time, I think.”

"Oh, shush!” Beth laughed, embarrassed but also pleased with herself for some reason. “If I don’t recall it. It didn’t happen.”

“Has that worked so far in life?” Dan questioned with a laugh.

“Nope!”

Dan smiled sweetly at Beth.

“Well, keep trying I guess.” He suggested

“How inspirational!” Beth cheered and threw her arms around Dan.

He embraced her and then calmly asked.

“Are you alright though?”

“I am now,” Beth answered and pecked Dan’s cheek.

Dan blushed.

Beth blushed.

“Vans’ here, Beth.” Dan realized, pointing toward the parking lot to the side of the playground.

Yes, the big black minivan had shown up in the parking lot to take them back home.

Beth and Dan quickly split apart.

“Ah, time to act like we’re not dating,” Beth commented

“You know, minivans aren’t that mini,” Dan pondered.

“I mean, they’re smaller than vans.”

Dan squinted at the black minivan as they started walking.

“Mini is like ladybug size,” Dan informed.

“That’s Miniature, not ‘mini’.” Beth corrected.

“Either one works. I don’t conform to society's cruel ways.”

Beth laughed. “Wait, it's minuscule.”

“The van?” Dan questioned.

"Ladybugs?" Beth answered unsurely.

“I’m confused,” Dan acknowledged

“Yeah me too.” Beth agreed.

“Do you think you passed math?” Dan asked abruptly, changing the subject.

“No, not a chance!” Beth lamented in a pitiful laugh.

Beth and Dan didn’t meet when they moved into Bella’s house.

They met in a foster home in Virginia, but they decided to run away because their situation was crumb-filled. They went to New York on many-several buses with some money they acquired. Bella works with troubled youth and has a Bachelor's degree in saying this. Although Beth never hated Bella, she was sometimes kind of nosy about things. Bella assumes Beth and Dan are just friends. But, they are not. Beth and Dan: girlfriend and boyfriend. “Oh, you two are such best buds!” She would say to them.

Dan suspects that Bella thinks he’s gay. There would be nothing wrong with that except he’s bi. Yes, they live together. Yes, it gets annoying especially when he doesn’t clean up his laundry or his laundry gets smelly. It sits there in the laundry. machine because he forgets all about it and-anyways. But other than the occasional disagreement, it was all peachy! Beth sometimes secretly called it a true marriage trial.

“How was school?” Bella asked.

Bella’s hair was layered in long box braids across her shoulders and her big brown eyes stared at them intensely in the front mirror like a raptor of positivity. Today she wore a white t-shirt with a watermelon on it, mom jeans, and blue sneakers. Her age was only thirty-five, so whenever anyone saw her with kids they thought she was their aunt or older sister, a friend, or that they were being kidnapped by someone who just dressed harmlessly... But because of the pre-judgemental accusations of race in the United States with Dan, Beth, and Mark being white Beth's skin was an olive tan color, which she assumed she probably meant her birth family had some Italian, but there was no actual way of knowing unless she bought a DNA test, which she so desperately wanted to do. Bella would have to explain the whole situation and then give too much of Beth’s personal information or the other kids. It happened too much to be a silly coincidence. People saw Bella, and they assumed the worst of her because of how she looked.

“Fine.” Beth and Dan mumbled in unison.

“You are both smart kids.” Bella smiled with hope in her eyes, gently turning around to stare at them.

Daniel and Bethany hopped in the van sluggishly and put their bags on the floor. Mark, a fellow foster kid, was already in the car since he refused to go to the park with them, and he said quote “I'd rather draw than use my feet for such things as walking.” without even glancing up at them with his green eyes, curly blonde hair and an abundance of freckles as he sat drawing in his notebook on the edge of the sidewalk.

Today he wore sweatpants and a green hoodie as per-usual. Mark had his drawing stuff sprawled out on his lap and the backseat of the car.

Dan moved some of Mark's markers from underneath him.

“Sorry,” Mark muttered. Clearing his art supplies up.

“It's chill,” Dan assured, handing some markers to Mark. He seemed to be coloring a tree of some sort that he had drawn.

Mark looked upward and saw Beth glancing and closed his notebook quickly.


“Sorry...” She muttered embarrassed glancing at Dan who was putting his seat belt on. “It's fine...” Mark uttered. He grabbed the rest of his markers and pencils and put them back in his drawing case then shoved them in his blue backpack.


Beth was always amazed at how well Mark could draw. Bella had once suggested he take drawing lessons at school but he refused profusely. Beth didn’t know what his grudge was against high school art classes but it wasn’t like he needed them. At least to her anyways he drew perspective well from thin air. The abundance of art supplies though was a bit much.

Honestly, how many markers can one boy have? Beth thought. Then Mark took more markers out of his hoodie pocket. Beth could’ve sworn he had two whole medium-sized boxes of art supplies at home.

I guess when you love something you love it, or become addicted to it.

“Seat belts.” Miss Bella cautioned In the demanding cheerful sort of tone she always used when she wanted them to do something. Beth buckled up before any issues started then she stared out the window as if in a drama-filled movie. Bella put the car into drive.

Annie, the youngest one of them, (also a foster kid), woke up when the car started moving. A six-year-old with black hair, dark skin, and normally snot coming out her nose one way or another. Today the little one wore a blue play dress and flip-flops.

“Do you think my teacher could adopt me?” Annie asked, grinning.

“What?” Miss Bella yelled from the front seat confused.

“She wants her teacher to adopt her,” Dan explained.

Beth could see Bella roll her eyes from the front seat mirror.

“I wonder if he'll get a dog! I bet they'll buy me a puppy!” Annie decided as she kicked the seat. “Cause parents have to buy their kids stuff and a dog is a ‘stuff’.” Annie giggled blankly.

Beth chuckled. “You mean a person?”

“No, stuff,” Annie announced proudly.

“Isn't a dog a person?” Mark asked, confused.

“NO, silly! A dog is an animal.” Annie declared.

“No... I mean like a person, place, or thing.” Mark tried to explain to a now confused Annie.

“Right, you’re six...” Mark realized and rolled his eyes.

“I'll be seven in November!” Annie mentioned proudly.

“We're sort of animals.” Dan pondered staring at the front seat.

“No, we're not silly, we're HUMAN. H, U, U, A, A, I, N, A, M, E.” Annie tried spelling out.

“Nevermind and the word human is H.U.M.A.N.” Dan corrected Annie.

“Whatever, we're still not animals. Animals are puppies,” Annie complained.

“You'll learn what we're talking about when you're older. Also, this is all about your teacher?” Beth recalled.

“I'm hungry,” Annie screamed.

“Pizzas for dinner,” Bella answered, flicking something on the car dashboard. Annie belted an almost instant death scream. Mark plugged his ears annoyed. Beth stared out at the small town they were driving past. Dan mushed his hands in his face then placed his head on Beth’s shoulder. Beth patted the side of his face. This was going to be a long yet short car ride. If Bella had allowed her to get another phone after she broke hers (because she and Dan snuck out in the middle of the night to go skateboarding). She had been listening to music and blocking out the chaos right now. Also, why would you do that to a kid in this day in age? What If Beth needed to call 911? People get mugged... or worse!

When Bella stopped the car, Beth was bursting to get away from hearing the wheels on the bus for the millionth time.

“I’m never having a kid!” She promised herself, getting out of the car before she went even more insane.

They scattered inside. Mark, Beth, Annie, and Dan went to their separate rooms. Beth plopped her backpack down on her bed. Then played around on her laptop for a while.

Eventually, She wandered into the kitchen. Mark was sitting at one of the island's stools drawing something. From far away it looked like a dragon wrapped around a tree. Not to be mistaken with the tree from the car. The dragon was green and kinda cute actually. “Hey, Mark,” Beth murmured, grabbing an orange soda from the fridge. He closed his drawing pad.

“Sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt you again.” Beth apologized, shutting the fridge.

“No, it's okay,” Mark answered.

“You're a super good artist.” Beth smiled sitting down across from him and popping open her soda can.

“Ha. Thanks,” Mark grunted, looking doubtful.

“I'm serious, dude.”

Mark shrugged, 

“It's something I do when I'm bored.”

“Yeah, you must be super bored often...” Beth uttered then sipped her soda.

Mark shrugged again. Beth decided not to push him any longer. Luckily Bella rang the dinner bell from the dining room anyway.

Saved by the bell... Beth thought as she and Mark went into the small dining room.

Beth Sat Next to Dan and Mark sat at the front of the table.

“So how was school, kids?” Bella asked.

“Didn’t you already ask us that?” Dan remarked.

“Yes, but I’m asking again.” Bella eyed Beth, and Dan, up and down.

“It was livable,” Beth answered, feeling pressured

“We colored in fish”! Annie beamed.

“Oh, how nice! Did you take your coloring home?” Bella asked. Annie burst out into tears.

“NO! I forgot my fishies.” She cried. Bella's eyes widened disturbed, then went over and comforted Annie.

“It’s alright. The last day of school is tomorrow!”

“Actually, Kindergartners are out now. Also, we are.” Dan mentioned. Annie cried more. “Oh... right, yeah,” Bella remembered with panic in her eyes and voice.

Beth took her plate and sat down in the living room, and turned on the TV to a rerun of The Nanny. Dan and Mark followed her, sitting on either side of her. They heard wailing from the kitchen. Beth and Dan glanced at each other expressionless yet full of emotion.

“Do you think she’ll even remember tomorrow?” Beth wondered.

“Probably not! Dan chuckled.

Beth woke up the next day feeling more tired than before she went to bed. She hopped out of bed and rubbed her eyes. She started making her way to the bathroom. She almost tripped inside her bedroom door frame because of a small box about the size of her palm. It was wrapped up in birthday cake wrapping paper. Beth picked it up and went over to her bed. There was a note on it.  “This was from your mother and father, Beth. The government and our bank held it for you! from Bella.”

“What?” Beth muttered to herself having a million questions all at once but also still half asleep.

She unwrapped it quickly. In a cardboard box was a little dark wooden box. Crafted on the front were two purple hearts with black dots in the middle of them.

“It’s Like my eyes. But creepier.” She thought, putting the chest closer to her eyes. Beth opened the tiny box. Inside was a charm bracelet with the word animal attached to it as a single charm. There was a letter underneath it. Beth pulled it out and quickly started to read it.

2006 June 9th. Today you are three.

“I write this out of fear and love, fear of evil magic. We don’t want to leave you, but for your safety, we might have to. People are being taken and now that Merlin is gone people are even more scared. People are talking about a safe place for children. Where warriors will guard you! Although I cannot name it if someone gets a hold of this. But know, I love you deeply, my sweet angel. You're about a grown woman now, a sixteen-year-old. Young and beautiful like always. Happy birthday Bethany, my sweet little angel. Also, my angel with great rare power comes with this bracelet. You can turn into any animal you want to. You can become normal again by thinking about what you look like and who you are. It’s been passed down through the generations and now it falls to you.

The letter signed: “Love Mommy and  Daddy.”

Beth had tears in her eyes. She picked up the bracelet.

My mother went insane. That's why she left me. Beth thought. She put on the charm bracelet, out of hope or longing.

Magic? There is no magic... not here anyway.

“And If there was it would have saved me from this strange life,” Beth murmured as she set the box and letter down on her bed angrily. She let out a deep sigh and started walking to the bathroom. On the way, Bella stopped her.

“Did you see it?” She asked.  “Foster-”

Beth nodded before Bella could say another word. And pushed past her into the bathroom shutting the door behind her and locking it.

How did Bella get the bracelet? She wondered. THE BANK? Beth looked into the mirror and rubbed her eyes. Her Black hair with a purple streak was a Puff Ball, her violet eyes obtained the glorious worn-out and teary look. Beth had Alexandria's genesis. Her eyes were violet. Beth was a “myth” whenever she went to the doctors or in public people sometimes went insane if she said she didn’t have contacts in. She wore Sunglasses a lot. A girl once pushed her into a locker and called her a contact-wearing liar when she was fourteen. Yes, a tad dramatic of her... At the time, it was highly traumatizing for Beth. Ever since that, she had decided to lay as low as possible in school... Dan was one of the few in her life that accepted her for who she is or was.

I don’t think it’s real right? No, of course. You're not insane. God.... I hate myself right now. I have to try... Just to make sure. Cause I'm a curious person that's all. I'm not insane. What if I have laser beam eyes? Beth thought while brushing her teeth. It proves that maybe I am crazy if I see magical powers so guess that’s something right? Am I really thinking like this? She pondered spitting her toothpaste out. Do I have laser eyes though? Okay, not crazy just...  mentally disordered. I can live with that.

Later about eleven or so (After making sure she didn’t have laser beam eyes). Beth met Dan in the woods behind the house. Dan did seem a bit confused at first when she anxiously dragged him off into the woods.

“No. I'm insane.” Beth moaned. After she finished explaining things to him.

“You're not insane, you're curious.” Dan agreed, hugging her tightly.

“No, I'm insane. My mom went insane and now I'm insane. Not that there's anything wrong with people being insane. But I don’t want to have... that”

“Bethany.” Dan implored her name with a whining tone in his voice.

“What?” she whined back, taking his hands in hers and waving them around stressed as if he were a puppet.

“Just try what she said and then your natural curious mind will be stopped,” Dan suggested.

“Yeah okay,” she agreed.

Beth tried to recall what her mom had told her in the letter. I want you to think of any animal. You can become normal again. Think of what you look like. Beth thought of a cat because cats are cool. She almost had a heart attack as she turned into a black and white cat.

Oh God, I’m a cat. She thought, panicking.

Dan fell backward onto the earth. He opened his mouth wide and croaked:

“Bethany?”

Beth thought of her appearance then she turned into herself again.

“DANIEL!” Beth shrieked, falling into his arms on the ground.

“Did? Did uh... Did you just?” Dan stuttered.

“I did just!” Beth squeaked.

“Did what?” Mark asked, walking up to them with his drawing pad in hand. Beth and Dan shimmied apart trying to act casual.

“There was no cat!” Dan panicked.

“What?” Mark asked, confused.

“Long story” Beth answered nervously.

“What happened?” Mark inquired.

“Nothing...” Dan squealed.

Beth took a deep breath to calm herself then stood up.

“We’ll show you but you're probably gonna freak.” Beth offered, hugging herself.

“What why? Did you steal something?” Mark questioned.

Dan took a deep breath and stood next to her.

“It’s something to do with her mom,” Dan answered.

“Okay,” Mark muttered shifting uncomfortably.

Beth sighed

“Alright so... I guess I should just show you.”

Beth turned back into a cat, Mark dropped his drawing pad and pencil case with a clunk as he shrieked.

Beth quickly turned back into her human body.

“HOW?” Mark shrieked, (which was a rare sound for him) again, stepping back into a tree, his eyes glancing between them terror-filled.

Beth took the letter out of her pocket and handed it to Mark. He read it steadfastly then handed it back cautiously.

“Are you sure we’re not dreaming?” Dan speculated.

“All of us at once in the same dream?” Mark questioned.

“No, this feels real.” Beth doubted.

“That’s what people want us to think.” Dan joked.

“Daniel this is not the e-” Beth was interrupted because of the abrupt sounds of footsteps.

A tall lanky woman appeared from the bushes. She had short brown hair, Beth didn’t get a good chance at what she was wearing... but she knew it was black.

The young woman pulled a dark pink, small sack out of her brown shoulder bag. And before they could react to anything, it went hazy and then all black.
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Is This How People Make Friends?

Bethany

––––––––
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Beth woke up on a light blue couch. Her head didn't hurt but she guessed she was knocked out somehow. She sat up groggy, rubbing her eyes. She was sitting nearby with her legs hanging over a comfy navy blue chair. The same young woman with short dark brown hair, brown eyes, and pale skin sat. She was dressed in black skinny jeans, mismatched pink and purple socks, and a short-sleeved black t-shirt. The young woman was reading a brown book with a white rabbit on it. The cover looked like it was made out of felt or something like that. Beth glanced around the room.

Dan and Mark sat passed out on the other couch leaning against each other. Oh aww, how sweet. Wait where are we? Beth thought perplexed

Beth, Dan, and Mark were in a living room in some sort of fancy rich house. There were stairs next to the living room and you could see the upstairs hallway. Behind the living room, big brown doors in the middle of a light blue wall were opened to what she assumed was a dining room since there was a large brown table and a centerpiece of probably fake fruit. It smelled of flowers or cleaners. Family pictures and paintings were hanging on the wall. The biggest one hung over the fireplace in the living room. A picture with four kids, a large white dog, and two adults. One of the adults had white wings and one of the smaller children had smaller wings. Beth had to do a double-take at first. Why did this person kidnap them? Certainly not for sweet cash. Beth grabbed the nearest thing for a weapon. That weapon was a very soft white fuzzy pillow. It did not feel cheap for sure.

“I'm armed,” Beth Announced bravely, her voice shaking. The young woman glanced up from the book with her fierce brown eyes and brows. She spoke with a funny accent as if she was from New York and Germany at the same time.

“You’re up.” She noticed her voice sounding unassumed and unphased. Did she already know that? Beth thought Was I making sounds?

“Who are you?” Beth asked

“I'm Willow Sweetly. Don't be alarmed, I'm not deadly.” The young lady got up and stepped over to her.

“You’re safe.” She informed and crossed her arms. A bit too closed off of a stance in Beth’s eyes. Whenever Beth felt threatened she would close her arms... and the school counselor told her that.

Is she scared of me? Beth thought and hesitated, glancing at her pillow weapon.

“Um, it looks like you kidnapped us. I don't feel safe,” She admitted.

“I guess you are right. I mean you’re magical, living as a mortal I had to do something. Probably should have talked to you first.” Willow shrugged.

“Wait, so you're magical?” Beth asked, then stared back at the family pictures and then back at Willow.

“Wait do you believe that?”

“Yeah... things have happened today.” Beth patted her pocket. She pulled out the letter and handed it to Willow. She read it with intent emotions in her eyes and brows.

“Huh right. I guess then we have pretty good timing.” Willow observed and handed her mother's letter back.

“How'd you find us?”

“Oh, right. Let me explain. See we have portals and if we think of a place or whatever while um... placing a portal, then we go to it. See I tried doing that.” Willow placed both her hands in her back pants pockets with an exhale. “Yeah, we ended up right by you guys a couple of weeks ago and you didn't die so... I got busy for a while with the end of school so we had to wait a while. Oh um, when magical people are near mortals they start... dying.”  Willow explained.

“I'm sorry, hold on! Then how did we-” Beth hesitated then Willow finished her sentence.

“Not kill everybody?”

“Yes, not kill everybody.” Beth agreed.

“We have no clue. You obviously have powers. I did see your cat transformation before I took you. I didn’t think one bit it was in your blood to do that anyway. The bracelet makes sense now.” Willow concluded. “Or you were a moon when there should be a sun.”

Beth didn’t understand what she meant by her last statement, but she decided to ignore it.

Dan groaned and sat up. His eyes widened at them.

“Bethany... what's happening?” Dan asked hesitantly.

Willow explained everything again to Dan.

“Right, sure. Just give me a moment to process all that.” Dan blinked and rubbed the bridge of his nose.

Beth realized she still had the pillow in a tight grip. She gently placed it back where it belonged. Back with its other pillow buddies and family where it could have a great Pillow life. The pillow could get an education, get married, and start a lovely family with the other pillow next to it... anyways.

Abruptly Someone opened the front door to Willow’s house. A young man stepped in proudly staring at the ceiling. His hair was the same brown color as Willows and so were his eyes. He wore a pink tie-dyed t-shirt, cargo shorts, and a jean jacket. Black sneakers on his feet and a blue Backpack on his shoulders. He turned on the ball of his feet and pointed at Willow.

“Hello, dear sister, I am back from my long journey!” He announced proudly gripping his backpack.

"Oh, how wonderful...” Willow mumbled, sounding unpleased. The young man stared at his sister for a moment looking concerned and disappointed, then he glanced at Beth and Dan.

“Oh hey, the people we kidnapped are awake!” The young man realized walking over. Willow rolled her eyes.

“This is my brother Bobby.” She introduced.

“HI!” Bobby welcomed them waving.

“Where's your lover boy? I thought he was coming back with you.” Willow asked.

“Huh?” Dan croaked

“Yeah, Joey’s Back home right now,” Bobby explained. “He’s camping with his dad tomorrow.”

“What journey were you on?” Dan asked, muddled.

Bobby laughed.

“I was joking. I didn’t actually go on a journey. I was just at my boyfriend's house.” He answered.

“Oh...” Dan muttered.

“You do like you could on an adventure.” Willow pointed out gesturing to his backpack. “Or high school.” She added with a mutter.

“Yes, I am here for the adventure!” Bobby justified, straightening his back and grabbing onto his backpack straps.

“Hahaha... right, well.” Willow fake laughed, her eyes flickering with judgment at her brother.

“So, anyway, where's Abby?” Bobby wondered.

“Yeah, Abigail's upstairs. Can you go get her? Actually?” Willow asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Bobby muttered and walked away toward the stairs.

“Whose Abby,” Beth wondered.

“Our sister,” Willow answered, yawning uncomely.

“Why is Mark still out?” Dan wondered. Willow shrugged, “He probably just got sprinkled more than you guys.” Willow reckoned.

“Sprinkled?” Beth asked, with alarm.

“Oh yeah, we used magical sleeping powder,” Willow revealed casually. Dan's eyes widened,

“You mean you knocked us out with drugs?” He asked, his face filled with worry. Willow laughed.

Beth glanced at the pillow again.

“No way! It’s a dust-like powder you sprinkle over people or in water. It knocks people out.!”

“Why?” Dan questioned.

“I mean... for events like this and people who need surgery, or comas or have sleep issues. Our dad taught our mom and our mom taught us how to make it.” Willow explained.

“Family thing then.” Beth reckoned.

“I mean other people know how to make it. I guess?” Willow responded and tilted her head to the left, squinting and wrinkling her nose as she stared past Beth's shoulder.

“Hey, I have a question,” Dan interjected.

“Yes?” Willow replied

“What is your dog's name?” He asked, pointing at the picture above the fireplace.

Willow gave a small chuckle. The form of her smile created dimples on her cheeks. “That was Evender. He... he’s not around anymore.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“You’re fine. It happens...”

Bobby came back with who Beth assumed was Abby dressed in a light pink t-shirt and gray jean shorts. Beth’s mouth hung a gap and just stared at her out of disbelief. It was probably pretty weird or rude to do unless someone was in a fire or something but... The girl had blonde hair touching her shoulders and emerald green eyes. A silver hoop nose ring at the front of her nose and large white curvy wings. A single feather fell from her onto the floor as she walked over.

“Yes, she's part tree fairy,” Bobby answered looking at her confused face. Abby stared back at Her.

“You have purple eyes. “She awed, flapping her wings curiously creating some wind. Beth's shoulders slumped.

“Yeah, it's a rare genetic thing,” Beth replied.

Dan came over to the couch and sat next to Beth.

“You mean like mermaids?” Bobby asked.

“Could I be a mermaid?” Beth squealed with joy.

“Do your legs turn into a long tail when you go in the water?” Willow inquired.

“No,” Beth answered sorrowfully.

“A quarter? Who knows.”

Mark shifted on the couch.

“Oh hey, he’s awake,” Dan observed as Mark sat up and stared at Dan and Beth with a panicked expression

“Are you guys brothers?” Abby wondered.

“No, we just have the same-ish hair color.” Dan clarified.

Mark put the hood from his green hoodie up like he often did when he was nervous.

They tried to explain what had happened, afterward. Mark just looked more confused.

“Um, where's my drawing book? I had it with me...” Mark inquired quietly.

“Oh, it's on the side table right by you.” Abby pointed. Mark grabbed his drawing book and hugged it tightly. Beth didn’t wanna mention that his markers were gone. It was sort of like a security blanket a kid would have.

“Are we in a different country?” Dan wondered.

“Currently the Kingdom of Goldenfern,” Abby answered.

“Wait, so you have different countries? How are you not like seen?” Beth asked.

“The Kingdoms, Realms, and Queendoms have border magic around our Island. We’re on the main Island. Also, some of the ocean is-because-merfolk.” Willow explained. “Pacific I think is what you call it? We call it the Great Caeruleum.”

“Yeah! We Have like a giant clear bubble that goes around the places near mortal territory or whatever.” Bobby added.

“Also we are in the middle of the ocean, So if anybody would happen to come to our Islands they would automatically turn away or go around it,” Abby explained. “Well, the sea actually...”

The large white front door swung open. A blonde and gray-haired white woman in her mid-fifties to late forties stepped inside. She wore a pink blouse and flowy brown pants with brown loafers.

“Oh, they're awake!” She Cheered, smiling at them with an expression of overwhelming kindness.

Her brown eyes had circles under them and freckles. She wore a pink t-shirt, blue mom jeans, and black sneakers.

There was something so friendly and welcoming about her that it made Beth uneasy.

“Hello,” Beth waved cautiously.

“This is our mom, May.” Bobby clarified.

“I hope they explained why we kidnapped you...” May glanced at her children.

“No, Mom, why would we do that?” Abby sassed.

“I was just checking. Also, we can probably find your parents.” May gleamed.

“Ou- our parents?” Dan questioned.

Beth put her hand in her pocket feeling her mom's letter.

“Yes, parents...” May nodded. “You are magical, they should be here... Unless they are somehow in the mortal world too.”

Mark looked a little paler than usual and that’s saying something because he was pretty pasty, to begin with.

“Do you know your last names?” Bobby wondered.

Beth’s heart sank a little. Out of all of them, she should have known it.

“Beth was around three when she was abandoned
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