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The stories after The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Entries 1-231) are still on one, singular timeline. The order is just mixed: for example, some entries from The Ferret Universe: The Desolation Vacuum may be taking place before or after some entries in The Ferret Universe: The Door to Paradise,  some entries in The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Entries 231+) may be taking place before or after some entries in The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld, etc.

The numerical order of entries within each collection is also on a continuous, forward timeline. For example, entry 3 always takes place after entry 2, entry 100 takes place after entry 99, etc.

Additionally, while any of the above stories can be read in any order, the recommended order of reading is as follows:

	The Ferret Universe: The Original 

	The Ferret Universe: Prequel 

	The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Official Compilation: Entries 1-105) 

	The Ferret Universe: Shadowed Descendant (Official Compilation: Entries 106-256) 

	The Ferret Universe: The Desolation Vacuum (Official Compilation: Entries 1-70) 

	The Ferret Universe: The Door to Paradise (Official Compilation: Entries 1-100) 

	The Ferret Universe: Box of the Synthesized Ones (Official Compilation: Entries 1-95)

	The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld (Official Compilation: Entries 1-200)

	Rise of the Infected: Entries 1-25

	Any collections of entries 


*  The Ferret Council of HorizonWorld is a separate franchise from The Ferret Universe, but features characters from The Ferret Universe. This is considered a “Companion Series” to The Ferret Universe, since the ferrets from The Ferret Universe are still a major focus in this franchise. 

** Rise of the Infected is a separate franchise from The Ferret Universe, but characters from The Ferret Universe appear in this franchise. However, this is NOT considered a “Companion Series” to The Ferret Universe, since the ferrets from The Ferret Universe make minor appearances, and this franchise’s major focus is on other characters.
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WORLDLINE REFERENCES
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The Time-Dependent Reality: the "Reality Worldline," where ferrets experience life and death. 




Original Status: the state in which the entire Universe of Ferretopia is made of galaxies, intergalactic space, and the Empty Beyond (unless otherwise stated, assume the entry is taking place in this Status)



Unoriginal Statuses: the state in which Universe of Ferretopia is made of a single type of habitat (e.g., the entire Universe is a seemingly never-ending hotel in Hotel Status, the entire Universe is a seemingly never-ending mountain in Mountain Status, etc.)



Main World: the part of Ferretopia that consists of galaxies, intergalactic space, and the Empty Beyond (only when Ferretopia is in Original Status)



Pocket Worlds: hidden places accessible through portals in the Main World (i.e., there are Pocket Worlds accessible through jars, closets, vacuums, washing machines, etc.)



Dreamscape Universe: the worldline that coincides with Reality on a separate plane, where thoughts and imagination can be witnessed and experienced.

The Time-Independent Reality: the “Reality Outside Time and Space,” a perfected Reality that has no beginning or end, with everything and everyone in perfected and ever-improving perfected forms.

The Null Realities: the "Would-be Worldlines,” which are alternative, hypothetical worldlines that do not truly exist as Reality (the versions of the ferrets in these worldlines are not truly alive, nor do they have a true existence). 
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Although the Void of Oblivion has been destroyed, its former presence caused a weakening in Spectrum Zero— the barrier that separates the Reality Worldline from the Would-Be Worldlines. As a result, strange, nonliving entities from the Would-Be Worldlines, known as the “Nulls,” have found their way into the Reality Worldline and are lurking through the Universe of Ferretopia. Each one threatens to bring back the Void of Oblivion in order to obliterate the Reality Worldline and replace it with the Would-Be Worldline each one came from.  

Lester, Lula, and Jedidiah are the only ferrets who are capable of defeating the Nulls. However, to activate their powers to defeat the Nulls and restore Spectrum Zero, they must consume the Iz Liquid—a substance that can only be summoned by Zaden, the “Shadowed Descendant” of Lester and Lula. Zaden is the only ferret who can help them save the Reality Worldline, even though his own life in the Worldline has been characterized by misfortune and misery.

And although it has been confirmed that the Reality Worldline will never be rewritten or replaced by a Would-Be Worldline, many ferrets struggle to maintain faith in such a truth as more Nulls run rampant in the Universe, enticing each one to desire the countless Would-Be Worldlines.  

NOTE: Each entry takes place after the preceding one, but all entries can be read alone and in any order. 

Additionally, be aware that the ending is already set: the Reality Worldline never gets replaced by any Would-be Worldline, Zaden helps Lester, Lula, and Jedidiah become successful in defeating the Nulls and restoring Spectrum Zero, and all ferrets all end up in the Place Beyond Time and Space as their authentically purified selves, just as is promised to them by the ferret spirits who are already dwelling there with the Power Beyond Time and Space (the challenge is that many ferrets in the Time-Dependent Reality Worldline struggle to maintain faith in this unchangeable ending that sounds too good to be true). 

These entries are therefore meant to be a series of events that capture special moments, lighthearted moments, heavy moments, themes, or character dynamics, rather than tell a single narrative. 
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THEY SPENT THE ENTIRE evening at the park, long after they were the only ones left. 

They had shared a soft, but passionate kiss below the half-moon. 

The next few months, Zaden found himself having some of the best moments of his life.
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ZADEN EMERGED FROM a white hole, having just left the Dreamscape Universe. He had just defeated another handful of Nulls that had tried to break into Forefounder Lester and Forefounder Lula’s Dream Rooms. 

He was pinching the spot between his eyes, trying to refrain from spiraling into fantasies about the Would-Be Worldlines of each of the Nulls he encountered. He knew his past would have panned out better in each of them. And though he did not have a forced hallucination from the Nulls, his own imagination was sometimes just as distracting. 

Zaden opened his eyes, looking glum and exhausted. His cheeks were covered in dark tears that had streamed from his eyelinered eyes. He lightly clenched his teeth, realizing he had no idea where he was at—the white hole Jedidiah had summoned to lead him back to this Time-Dependent Reality had taken him back to his mansion, but Zaden had instantly summoned a black hole to venture off elsewhere, deciding he needed to find somewhere else to clear his mind. 

He gazed around, realizing he was in a dark library—the only source of light came from flames that flickered from various portions of the bookshelves.

Zaden gave a small gasp as swirls of ashes danced around the area, morphing into various, abstract shapes. He recognized the movements—someone here was performing Elemental Artistry. 

He found himself following the strange swirls of ashes, feeling a wave of ominous intrigue. 

Soon, he began to hear an organ playing. The tunes were steady, sharp, and enigmatic. Zaden paused, slightly cowering back—there was something about the tunes that made him feel like he was in danger. Yet, he felt a wave of yearning curiosity to move forward. 

As he ventured around the shelves, following the dancing swirls of ashes, he entered a small space where a large organ was situated against the long, stark walls. He gazed in awe at the majestic instrument. The triple-layered keyboard was playing itself—each key that pressed down had thin slits of flames bursting upward on either side of the key. There were also charcoal fragments that hopped along the keys— the same happened to the keys they pressed. 

Charcoals were also settled on various portions of the organ surface, surrounded by small flames. The long organ pipes against the walls occasionally burst out black and orange flames.

Then Zaden tensed. He watched as the swirls of ashes made their way around a dark, lithe figure hovering above the organ pipes. 

Valladonna... his heart skipped a beat as he stared at the black ferret.

She was gazing ahead with her blunt, stoic-yet-sharp gaze. Her tail was swishing and her torso was making slight, slithery movements, using Elemental Artistry to cause the organ to play itself and the ashes to dance around in sync with the music. 

Then she paused. She shifted her eyes to Zaden. Zaden quickly looked down—her sharp, stern gaze always made him feel like he would be turned to stone if he locked eyes with her. 

Yet, she had been his first crush. He still felt a sense of giddiness that made him want to stare at her just for a little more. He lifted his gaze, then gasped. She was gone. 

The organ was still playing itself—but the tunes had calmed. There was less of a sense of dangerousness to them. 

Zaden stood there, uncertain what to do. 

He was oblivious to Valladonna’s approaching presence behind him. She emerged from the shadows, a few inches above him, gazing down at him with her unblinking, sharp gaze.  

Zaden slightly widened his eyes, suspecting a presence behind him. His heart raced and he slowly looked over his shoulder, shifting his gaze up to stare into her eyes. 

“Uh...!” Zaden flinched back—the moment he locked eyes with her this close, he felt as if his entire spine had been pricked by a line of needles. The sensation quickly went away as soon as he lowered his eyes to stare at the ground between them. 

Her hand gently grabbed his chin. 

Zaden tensed, feeling a mixed surge of shock and elation. Valladonna slowly lifted his head, gazing at him with her stoic expression. This time, as they locked gazes, he felt no ominous dread or discomfort. They held each others’ gazes for a moment. Then Valladonna flicked her ears, causing the X-shaped cut below his eye to heal, as well as the dark streaks down his cheeks to clear. 

She released his chin, then slightly raised her own chin while keeping her gaze on him. “Get out.” Her voice was quiet and crisp, but nonthreatening. There was almost no tone to her voice. 

Zaden gave a slight nod. “Sorry...” he flicked his tail, summoning a black hole, and turned to disappear inside it. 

Valladonna hovered there, her unblinking eyes watching as his black hole faded away. 

The next morning, Zaden was hovering toward a grove of blue trees where Lester and Lula were waiting. The two Forefounders stopped their bantering as they noticed him coming their way. 

“Hey!” Lester gave Zaden a surprised smirk. “I thought you said you didn’t wanna come.”

Zaden lifted his gaze. His melancholic frown morphed into a mild sideways smile. “Eh, I change my mind,” he muttered in his quiet, drawling voice. 

The three ferrets ventured to an ash-covered playground full of hovering, charred playground equipment. Ashballs and swirling wisps of black smoke filled the air. Zaden, Lester, and Lula engaged in Cosmic Warrior Training at the site.  
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ZADEN WAS IN THE DREAMSCAPE Universe beside the Dream Rooms of Lester and Lula. He watched as the last of the Iz Liquid he had summoned dissolved with the rest of the Nulls. 

He shed another dark tear, then turned to hover toward the black hole in the distance. The black ferret emerged from a white hole in the Galaxy Prime Palace. He gazed down the hall—Supreme Warrior Jedidiah was still talking to Galactic King Ian. 

Zaden gazed at the young King, feeling a heaviness in his heart. He turned and hovered down the halls, then stopped as he approached a portrait on the wall, displaying Ian and his siblings. Felix was beside him, giving his calm, elated smile, while Ian displayed his unintentionally smug smile. Accompanying them were the other three siblings that their own parents had killed: Rodney, and twins Emma and Emmy. 

Zaden felt a heaviness in his heart as he gazed at the three deceased siblings. His eyes were fixed on Emma— or rather, Frieda, as she had later changed her name. She was the only one of the three who had dyed her snout, spine, tail, and paws black. The most distinctive part was the black dye over her eyes—there were three streaks of black dye smearing diagonally across each eye. It appeared as if she had been slashed with three claws across both eyes, and the blood had been black rather than red. 

In addition to having changed her name to Frieda, she had dyed her fur as an act of rebellion— Clarence and Clara had been abusive parents to all their children, except for Ian, whom they deemed their “perfect son.” Ian was obedient, dutiful, and proper. He never questioned his parents’ overly strict expectations for royal behavior and etiquette in the Palace. 

On the other hand, Felix was free-spirited, imaginative, and scatterbrained. Rodney and Emmy were hotheaded and adventurous. And Frieda was... 

Zaden flicked his whiskers. Frieda was quiet, standoffish, and dispassionate. Nothing in life excited her. She was often seen with a dull face, looking bored and detached. Just like she did in her picture. 

The only times she felt emotion for anything was when she was angry with Clarence and Clara for striking her with lightning bolts whenever she didn’t comb her fur thoroughly enough, whenever she was smacked and berated for leaving her room a mess, or whenever she was smacked and cursed at when she refused to smile in photos for the public. Clarence and Clara had treated Felix, Rodney, and Emmy the same way—they struck them with lightning bolts, screaming vulgar language at them, yelling about how unworthy they were to be called children of the Galactic King and Queen. When Clarence and Clara weren’t screaming at them, they were speaking to them in uppish, condescending tones. They would hold their heads high, wearing judgmental, scornful glares on their faces while pointing out every flaw about them. 

While Felix remained his happy, carefree self, unbothered by their cruel parents, Rodney, Frieda, and Emmy became more and more rebellious. Rodney, who was quiet but hotheaded, began ditching the Palace to go skateboarding in random areas across the planet. Emmy would accompany him on a bike she had summoned for herself. 

Frieda had dyed her fur black over her eyes, snout, spine, tail, and paws, and had declared her current name. She would accompany Rodney and Emmy whenever they ditched the Palace, but she never had as much fun as they did. No matter how many parties they attended, no matter how many skateboarding rinks they visited, no matter how many wild sites they explored, Frieda was always seen with a dull look on her face, mumbling about how boring and lame everything was—just like she often did at the Palace. 

Then she began listening to Zaden’s music. For the first time in her life, she had felt moved by something. For the first time in her life, she had shed tears. For the first time in her life, she had smiled with hope. 

She began attending his concerts—she was always the only ferret in the crowd of millions who would not be screaming and shouting, but standing in a secluded corner, leaning by a rotten tree that she had summoned to ensure no one in the crowd got in her space. She would watch him perform with a slight, sideways smile, feeling moved, feeling saddened, feeling uplifted. 

Zaden gazed at the black-faced white ferret, clenching his teeth as he began to immerse himself in the memory of the first time he had officially met her. 

It had been after one of his concerts on an ever-present half-moon. He had performed all night, and dawn was approaching. After the crowd had cleared, Zaden emerged from behind the stage (he had developed a habit of having the Synthetic bodies of his “band members” interact with his fans while he stayed hidden from the overwhelming crowd). He gazed around, ensuring no one was around, then hovered forward. He stopped, stifling a gasp as he saw the thin form of a ferret leaning against a rotting tree. 

Galactic Princess Frieda... Zaden gazed at her with a dazed look of surprise. 

The Galactic Princess was there, unclothed (whenever she and her siblings snuck away from the Palace, they were always nude). She was talking on the phone with a dull look on her face. She had become friends with several ferrets after constantly running into them at all the parties she, Galactic Prince Rodney, and Galactic Princess Emmy had snuck to. But now, she was starting to decide whether or not to consider them friends anymore— like usual, she was feeling bored, detached, and unimpressed with these ferrets.

Her voice was as dull as her expression as she spoke to one of her friends on the phone.

“Ugh... that sounds boring as shiz,” Frieda rolled her eyes. She let the other ferret continue chatting. She blinked slowly and looked at her nails—she had polished them black and had allowed them to grow quite long, refusing to cut them as delicately as Clara had screamed at her to. Then she rolled her eyes again. “Mm... fine, whatever. See you there. Maybe.” She hung up and lazily leaned off the tree, dragging her feet as she walked away. 

Zaden watched her go, a look of intrigue in his eyes. So she has been attending my concerts.

He had seen this rotting tree each time he had a concert. Each time, he thought he had caught a glimpse of a ferret standing there and he had almost wondered if it was her.

The next day, he was visiting another planet, having just met with one of his sponsors at the planet’s Capital City. At twilight, he had decided to stop by the Capital Park of that planet to rehearse his next song. 

He ventured across the park, trying to find an empty place. As usual, he had shrouded himself in an Invisibility Cloud so that he wouldn’t be seen by any fans. When he had found a quiet spot by a silver pond, he allowed the Mist’s effects to wear off. He was just about to summon his guitar, but paused, noticing a rotting tree across the pond. Frieda was leaning against it, crossing her arms with the typical dull, detached look on her face. She was turned aside to him as she flicked her ears, causing rocks to materialize and skip across the pond. 

Zaden gazed at her, feeling an enamored fluttering in his heart. He hovered a few inches in her direction, then stopped, his intrigued gaze morphing into a look of sadness and guilt. This was the daughter of the Prime Galaxy King and Queen. His gaze fell to the ground, feeling a strong wave of unworthiness. He turned to hover away. 

He hadn’t realized it, but Frieda had blinked slowly, feeling like she wasn’t alone. She slowly turned her head and noticed Zaden disappeared around a grove of trees. 

Zaden had found another empty spot in the park to rehearse—he was sitting on a tall, brick wall, overlooking the vast park beneath the twilight sky. When he had finished rehearsing his song, he hovered off the wall, about to summon a black hole. He gasped, however, almost dropping his guitar. He realized Frieda had been lying at the bottom of the brick wall below him. She was lying on her side, her elbow against the grass while her cheek rested against her fist. She was not smiling, but there was still an unusual look of peace as she stared across the horizon. 

Then she lifted her eyes to gaze up at Zaden hovering several meters above her, gazing down at her with the look of surprise in his eye. 

Frieda blinked slowly and cracked a small, sideways smile. 

Zaden gazed down at her, feeling his heart swell. He returned her gaze. 

Frieda got up and hovered away, her dull, detached expression returning as she disappeared into a black hole. 

Zaden watched with yearning as the black hole faded. He was about to lose himself in another romantic fantasy, but he stopped himself. No... don’t... 

Ever since he had ghosted Drizelle, he had been trying not to use romantic fantasies as his outlet for peace and comfort anymore. He hadn’t even thought of Drizelle for a long time, and he was not thinking of her now. 

Even more—ever since he and Miriana had met and had their spontaneous makeout sessions, he had felt no urge to seek out romantic fantasies as an outlet. Miriana had been gone for a while, as she was staying in Galaxy M for the rest of the year for her modeling career, but Zaden had still been doing well at refraining himself from obsessively fantasizing about every attractive female he looked at. 

Zaden clenched his teeth as he gazed at the spot Frieda had been lying. He quickly looked away. He still fell easily for attractive females, and he had his moments when he would spiral into innocent fantasies about them, but he had been cautious about how immersed he got—he didn’t want to use them as outlets anymore. He especially didn’t want to use the daughter of the Prime Galaxy Royals as an outlet. 

He flicked his tail, summoning a black hole, and disappeared into it. 

A few days later, the same course of events happened on another planet— Zaden had finished another meeting with his sponsors, and had ventured to the planet’s Capital Park to rehearse. He approached a lake, about to summon his guitar, then noticed a rotting tree off to his side. Frieda was standing there, not noticing him as she crossed her arms and stared across the lake with a dull gaze, flicking her ears to summon rocks that skipped across it. 

Zaden felt a yearning in his heart again. But the more he considered venturing over to her, the more ashamed and unworthy he felt. When he turned to venture around a grove of trees, Frieda had turned, noticing him again. 

When he had found a brick wall to sit and rehearse, it wasn’t until he finished and was about to head home that he realized she had been lying at the bottom of the brick wall. Her dull gaze was, once again, replaced by that unusual look of peace and contentment. She gazed up at him, and gave him a small smile. This time, she seemed a little amused. Zaden felt his heart swell, and he returned it, also looking amused. 

He watched as she disappeared into a black hole. 

About a week later, the same pattern of events happened on a different planet. 

After Zaden had hovered off the brick wall, he gazed down, and there he saw Frieda, lying on her side, looking at peace. She gazed up and gave him a small smile. There was fondness in her eyes. He returned it, with equal fondness. 

Then Frieda got up to summon her black hole. 

“Wait...” 

Frieda paused as she heard his quiet, drawling voice. She turned to see Zaden hovering up to her. 

She gazed at him with her indifferent gaze. There was an ever so subtle flicker of giddiness that coursed through her— a feeling she had never experienced before.  

Zaden gazed at her, unblinking. “I was... gonna stick around for a bit. Do you want to— um, I mean, if you don’t have anywhere to be— like... if you’d like to... uh...” he clenched his teeth, feeling his cheeks heat with embarrassment. His gaze fell to the ground, then he met her eyes again. “Um... there’s a spot by the lake that I sometimes visit. Wanna come?” 

Frieda gazed at him in silence for a moment, still looking indifferent. But that tiny flicker of giddiness had gotten slightly stronger. She gave a slight shrug. “Whatever. Sure.” 

Soon, they were hovering around the lake of the park. At first, they hovered side by side in silence. But neither felt awkward. Both had looks of peace in their eyes as they gazed across the lake, watching the winged Mutant Ferrets soar or swim across the surface. 

Then they stopped beside a lilac tree. They began talking in quiet voices. It was just a light, simple conversation. 

Then they were walking again. It had gotten darker now. 

They began talking some more. Sometimes one of them cracked a small, short laugh. 

Soon, they were nearing the exit of the park. They turned to gaze at each other’s eyes. 

“I’ll... probably rehearse here again tomorrow,” said Zaden.

Frieda’s gaze was unreadable again. She gave a slight nod. “Kay.” 

She turned and flicked her tail, summoning a black hole that took her back to the Palace. 

Zaden watched as her black hole disappeared, feeling a strong yearning for her to return to his side. He also wondered if she wanted to see him again. 

The next day, Zaden was filled with relief and excitement as he approached the brick wall and noticed that Frieda was already at her usual spot at the bottom. She was sitting with her back against the wall, a dull look in her eyes as she flicked her ears, causing rocks, flowers, and twigs to form around her and turn to dust. She stopped as she shifted her gaze at him. 

A small smile cracked on her face. “Hey, Ink Tears.” Her dull, toneless voice had a slight edge of playfulness it is. 

Zaden gave a subtle smirk. “Hey, Deadvoice.” 

He sat on the brick wall and began to rehearse. When he was finished, he gazed down to see that Frieda was now gazing ahead, looking peaceful and somewhat content. 

They were soon hovering by the lake again. They spent the entire evening, talking. They had light chats. Then deep conversations. Then more deep conversations. 

Soon, they were gazing at each other, feeling like they had both known each other their whole lives. 

After that night, the two ferrets began spending time together more frequently, not just at the Central Park, but at any site where they could enjoy the quiet solitude in each others’ presence. 

One night, Zaden had formally asked her out. They had their first date at the first Central Park where he had made his first Ominous Lamenter music video—which was also the first video Frieda had seen. They spent the entire evening at the park, long after they were the only ones left. 

They had shared a soft, but passionate kiss below the half-moon. 

The next few months, Zaden found himself having some of the best moments of his life. Comparable to the precious moments he had spent with Drizelle. 

Only this time, everything felt much more surreal. Zaden was not only with a ferret he loved, but he was also in a much better place, mentally and emotionally. There were moments when he would almost wonder if this was all a pleasant dream, that it would only be a matter of time before he would wake up and all of this would be over, having never truly happened. 

But each day he woke up, he felt full of vigor. Everything felt truly real, truly wonderful. 

He was still his quiet, sensitive, melancholy self. But deep down, he was happy. He was grateful. Just like how he had been ever since he had made progress with his music. But this time, there was more to be happy for. More to be grateful for. 

As for Frieda, she, too, had never felt so swept away. She was still her quiet, blunt-faced, unexpressive self. But she was full of joy inside. Her siblings could also see it—though she never smiled, they noticed the glow in her eyes and the lack of dullness on her face. 

For about four months, Zaden and Frieda kept their relationship secret—no one but her other two siblings knew that they were dating. 

Several months later, Zaden was invited by V-Galaxy King Ulrich to perform on his Prime Planet. His performance there had one of the largest audiences in his life. Frieda, Rodney, and Emmy had attended the concert—Rodney and Emmy had also become Zaden fans, having paid more attention to his music after seeing how happy Frieda had been after she had started dating him. 

After the concert, Rodney and Emmy had made friends with Galactic King Ulrich and Ulrich’s fiancé at the time, Jeneveer. The four ferrets had gone out to party at a bar. Rodney had told the V-Galaxy King all about Clarence and Clara’s abusiveness and how he and Emmy wanted to run away from the Palace for good. 

Ulrich had also always hated Galactic King Clarence and Galactic Queen Clara. He offered to let Rodney, Emmy, and Frieda stay at one of the mansions in an Estate on his Prime Planet—he said would keep it secluded from their parents, shrouding it in a cloud that would make it undetectable. He even said he would make a special mansion on the Estate for Zaden and Frieda. 

When Frieda had told Zaden about Ulrich’s promise, Zaden had been overjoyed. After Ulrich had given them and her siblings a tour of the Estate, Zaden had silently made plans to propose to Frieda on the night they moved into their new home. 

On the night that Frieda and her siblings planned to leave, Clarence and Clara had been screaming at them, shooting lightning bolts at them for failing to comb their fur properly. 

Then their parents went on to bring up every random flaw they found in the three ferrets, shout condescending, scathing remarks at them, spitting vulgar words and striking them with more lightning bolts.

The three siblings decided they were going to leave earlier than planned. When Clarence and Clara had left for a banquet, Frieda, Emmy, and Rodney recorded a derogatory video for their parents. They cussed at their cruel parents, telling them that they were running away and leaving for good. 

Then Frieda had called Zaden, telling him that they were leaving early to Ulrich’s Estate. 

Zaden had a sponsorship meeting to attend—he said he would meet her there later. 

Then Rodney tried calling Galactic King Ulrich. 

Ulrich was not answering his Z-Phone. 

It was then that the siblings noticed the breaking headlines on their Z-Phones. Ulrich’s fiancé, Jeneveer, had broken off their engagement, and when she had left his planet, she was killed in a comet shower. 

The three siblings were distraught for the V Galaxy King. They decided they would not bother him with their calls and decided they would take themselves to the Estate. 

Since the siblings’ Elemental Powers were not as strong as Ulrich, they had to summon multiple black holes throughout the Universe before they would reach the V Galaxy. 

It hadn’t been long until Clarence and Clara found them emerging from a white hole in the intergalactic space—Clarence and Clara had returned home and had seen the video they left for them. They had been using the Speedverse Orbs to search the entire Universe for them. 

The moment had been a blur. 

Clarence and Clara had arrived with PowerBlock Orbs. Frieda, Emmy, and Rodney were stripped of their Elemental Powers. Their parents summoned the White Flames and burned them. 

When the three ferrets had been burned to ashes, Clarence and Clara put out the Flames. They had then summoned a black hole to leave— in their state of proud, self-righteous triumph, however, they had accidentally left their Speedverse Orbs and Powerblock Prisms behind. 

The two items were getting sucked into their lingering black hole—however, instead of getting fully sucked in, they merged. The merging of the three sources resulted the burst of energy— it had the sucking power of the black hole and the erasing effects of the Powerblock Prism. Meanwhile, fueling power of the Speedverse Orb resulted in a strange, space-time effect that caused anything that was sucked in to be erased from spatial and time-dependent existence.  

The Void of Oblivion had been created. 

Clarence and Clara never knew they were responsible for the Void. But they had spread a lie to the Universe about how a ferret known as the “Soul Bandit” had been brought into existence because of its connection to Void of Oblivion.

They had convinced the Universe that the Soul Bandit had killed their three children. 

Since the two Galactic Royals had manipulated many ferrets across the Universe into believing that everything that came out of their mouths were true, many were convinced by their story. 

After hearing about Frieda’s death, Zaden had spent an entire week, weeping in his bed. Then he spent another week, lying on his bed, staring at the ceiling with a dull gaze. His face was smeared with his eyeliner from all his tears. 

Then, he lifted himself out of his bed for the first time in the past two weeks. He stared out the window with a hollow, smeary-eyed gaze. 

He had fallen for many female ferrets before. He had fantasized about a vivid love story with each of them too many times to count. 

But of all the females he had crushed on and fantasized, Frieda was the only one he had ever became official with. 

He had missed his chance with his first crush, Valladonna. 

He had missed his many chances with Drizelle. 

He had never gotten the guts to speak to the many females he had fallen for at any moment in his life.

His tendency for low self-esteem, hopelessness, and past struggles with algophobia had made him too hesitant and wishy-washy about acting on many things he had dreamed of doing.

Even after recovering from his trauma in Larsson’s Closet, even after he had improved his character and outlook on life, he still failed miserably.  

Zaden felt his heart ache even more as he now thought of Drizelle. He had many chances to ask her out, but he had missed them, and now he had lost her. 

And now, he had lost Frieda. A ferret who had become more than just a romantic fantasy to him. A ferret who he had actually experienced a real relationship with.  

Without realizing it, Zaden was summoning a black hole. He emerged from a white hole, a short distance from a spiraling vortex of ice and fire. The vortex reflected on his dull eye. 

Zaden stared at it for another moment, hearing the melancholic tunes from Larsson’s Closet ringing in his ears again. The old, usual feelings of self-loathing and hopelessness reawakened.  

He was a failure. Not only with his love life, but with life in general. From the day he was born, his life had been one traumatic experience after another. From being orphaned, to being raised by neglectful adoptive parents in a hostile, abusive household, to his many struggles with algophobia and low self-esteem... to the trauma in Larsson’s Closet...

He had eventually recovered from all his past traumas, and he had learned to be a braver, more stronghearted ferret— but none of it seemed to matter now. Frieda, the ferret he had shared many precious moments with—not only in his fantasies, but also in reality—was gone. He was left traumatized and miserable again, and he felt no point in staying strong. 

Zaden began to drift toward the spiraling vortex of ice and fire, ready to end his pathetic, miserable failure of a life. 

He was oblivious to the two glowing figures in the distance. 

Lester and Lula—in their spiritual forms—were hovering together, both of them looking unusually solemn as they spoke in hushed voices. They still hadn’t made sense of the deaths of Rodney, Emma, and Emmy—at this time they had not yet been revealed the truth. 

Then they turned and stared ahead with looks of horror.  

They became blurs as they charged at Zaden— Zaden thought he had heard their voices, but before he could decide to turn, a huge cloud had swept over him and everything went black. 

Zaden had been taken to Jedidiah’s mansion. His unconscious body was rested on a bed in one of Jedidiah’s guest rooms. 

Jedidiah and the two Forefounders were gazing down at him with somberness. He was still alive, but barely. He looked just as wasted away as he had been after they had found him in Larsson’s Closet. 

Lester and Lula exchanged glances. The last time they had checked on him, they had seen him with Frieda, leaving a five-star restaurant. Both had unusual glows on their faces. 

When the two Forefounders visited the Time-Independent Reality again, they were able to witness what Zaden had been through. After much contemplation and discussion, they realized what they must do. 

When Zaden woke up, he knew he was in a dream—because it was not just any dream. 

He was in a Dreamshift. The black ferret was hovering in midspace, surrounded by golden clouds. His melancholic, exhausted frown began to soften. There was an unexplainable presence here. He saw no other ferret in this space. Yet he did not feel alone. He felt like there was some kind of living presence here— more alive than ever. It was a presence that filled him with joy and energy that could last forever. More joy and more energy than he had ever felt in the Time-Dependent Reality. 

He began to hover forward, feeling as if a huge weight had been lifted off his chest. Even as he thought about Frieda, he felt a strange surge of hope. 

He slowed as he noticed Lester and Lula flying over to him in winged, spiritual forms. Lester was giving him his confident smirk, Lula was giving him her calm smile. 

Soon, he was following them. The space around them began to change. He was soon hovering across a luscious meadow. By this time, he had already figured that he was in a Dreamshift, and Forefounders Lester and Lula were taking him through the Time-Independent Reality. 

His heart skipped a beat as he saw a brick wall ahead. A white winged ferret with three black-dyed streaks smeared diagonally across each eye, as well as black dye over her snout, spine, tail, and paws, was sitting at the bottom. She was gazing ahead with a pensive, peaceful gaze. And she now had a pair of beautiful white wings. As she turned to notice Zaden approaching, a small smile cracked on her face. 

“Hey, Ink Tears,” her voice was dull like usual, but with a playful, lifelike edge. 

“Deadvoice...” Zaden’s voice was distant. 

Soon, they were hovering up to each other. They stared at each other with fondness. Then they nudged noses and embraced each other.

Zaden felt double the euphoria—as a spiritual form, Frieda’s body also instilled a vaguely yet vividly soothing sensation upon contact. It made Zaden want to embrace her forever, until that vague sensation of comfort grew more and more vivid.  

When they slowly released each other, Frieda gazed at him with a subtle look of concern in her eyes. 

“Zaden...” her toneless voice had an edge of sincerity. “Please. Take care of yourself. Kay?”

Zaden’s small smile faltered. Of course, as a spiritual body, she was able to gaze down at any time or space in the Time-Dependent Reality that was allowed to her. She must’ve seen him almost give himself up to the vortex of fire and ice.

He blinked as Frieda flicked the hanging tuft of fur that hung over his eyes. “I mean it, Ink Tears. It’s freakin’ amazing here... but take care of yourself while you’re still over there. Kay?”

Zaden gave a quiet sigh, gazing at the grass between them. “Yeah. I will.”

Frieda gently placed a hand on his cheek. 

Zaden lifted his gaze, staring at her eyes. Her gaze was still nonchalant, but there was a flicker of fondness and energy in her eyes. She cracked a small smile again. 

Zaden gazed at her, feeling a new, heartwarming surge. It was always wonderful to see her smile in the Time-Dependent Reality. It was all the more wonderful to see her smile here. 

And as he soared through the space with her, she never looked more alive.  

He felt like he could soar with her here forever. 

Then all was fading away. 

Zaden opened his eyes, on the bed in Jedidiah’s mansion. Moments later, he was on the balcony with Jedidiah, Lester, and Lula. He was gazing across the morning sky with a melancholic, pensive gaze. 

“Will she get to visit me?” Zaden muttered, his voice distant. “You know... in spiritual form? Like you guys are doing?”

Lester and Lula had somber gazes. They exchanged glances, then Lester spoke in a solemn tone. “You know... we can’t really control when and how long we can be in this Time-Dependent Reality in our spiritual bodies.”

Lula gave a slow nod. “Sometimes our spiritual bodies gain the ability to materialize here, sometimes they don’t.”

Zaden’s whiskers twitched. He took a moment before responding. “What about Dreamshifts? Will you guys get to take me to see her again in my dreams?”

Lester took a moment before responding. “If we are able to, then of course.”

Jedidiah was gazing ahead with a pensive frown. “It’s important to cherish every good experience in the limited time ye have here in this Time-Dependent Reality. But it’s equally important not to get too attached to any such limited, temporal thing here. We all need to remember... the Time-Independent Reality will have unlimited goodness for all of us to experience, once we are ready for it.”

Zaden turned to the blackfooted ferret. He wondered if he was thinking of Gwyneth—by this time, she had fallen under her severe illness, and Jedidiah had been trying and failing many times to heal her. 

As Zaden pondered on his words, however, he felt a wave of peace. He turned to gaze ahead, forming a subtle smile as he replayed the moments he had seen Frieda in her glowing, lifelike spiritual form in the Time-Independent Reality. 
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ZADEN BROKE OUT OF the memory, his face covered with dark tears. They were tears of joy, however. 

He was glad he could think about her and feel at peace, knowing she was at peace. 

It had taken a long time for him to get to this point— before, just the mere thought of Frieda would make him break down and become immersed in an almost-inescapable state of emotional turmoil. Thus, for a long time after Frieda’s death, Zaden had trained himself to refrain from thinking about her very long, so as to avoid falling into such an agonizing state of misery. 

However, as time passed, Zaden had gotten better at regulating his grief whenever he allowed himself to think about her. He still mourned over her unfortunate death, but he no longer felt consumed by his sorrow. Deep down, he was at peace, knowing she was thriving in a place so unexplainably wonderful. He was glad that he had now reached a point where he could think about her and feel that peace. 

“Hey. Ink Tears.”

Zaden stiffened, his eyes slightly widening. He turned to see a glowing, white figure with three black streaks smearing down each eye, as well as a black-dyed snout, spine, tail, and paws. Frieda was leaning against the wall with that lazy, unimpressed look on her face, her head tilted back and her arms crossed. 

As Zaden met her gaze, Frieda blinked slowly and gave him a lazy, sideways smile. “Dude... maybe when I get bored with diagonal streaks, I’ll extend the black dye down my eyes like that,” there was amusement in her slurred, dulled voice as her eyes scanned the messy smears down his cheeks.

Zaden stared at her, looking dazed and surprised. Frieda’s spiritual body hadn’t been given the ability to visit him until a short time after the Void had been destroyed. And it had been a while since she had last been given the ability to visit him—it was always spontaneous for spiritual bodies to gain abilities to visit and leave the Time-Dependent Reality. 

Zaden gave a mild smile and hovered up to her. “Did Agatha and Lula invite you to another girls’ night?”

Frieda yawned—Zaden felt a surge of amusement as he recalled how she had developed a habit of yawning at random times, no matter how bored or how excited she got, no matter how tired or energized she was. 

“Yeah,” she said, blinking slowly and turning to the side. “I might stay longer this time. If I don’t get bored.”

“Heh. You never get bored with them. Just like how you never get bored, partying with Lester, Drizelle, Sherwin, and Erwin.”

She lazily turned her head to him, tilting it slightly, as if she wanted to fall asleep, standing there. Her tired gaze morphed into a weak grimace. “Eheh. I get bored with all of them if I don’t have soundplugs playing your sad-ass music in my ears.”

Zaden stifled a laugh. Then he hovered a few inches closer to her. He gently held her chin, slightly tilting her head back up to an upright position. He was gazing at her with yearning, intrigue, and relief. He couldn’t begin to express how happy he was to see her. 

They stared into each others’ eyes, then touched noses. They held their noses against each other for a long time. Then Zaden gazed at her with an uplifted flicker in his eyes. “You still wanna visit Prime Central Park tonight?”

Frieda blinked slowly at him, fixing him with a blunt half-smile. “Sure, whatever. See ya later.”

She hovered past him, brushing her soft, glowing fur beside him. 

Zaden felt swept away in a gave of euphoria—he could feel the ethereal softness of her fur through his hoodie. He looked over his shoulder, watching as she dematerialized. 

For a moment, he replayed the moment she had brushed past him. The contact was vague, yet vivid. He felt like snuggling against her until that vague sensation of comfort grew more and more vivid.

Then Zaden turned and stifled a gasp as he saw Ian and Jedidiah hovering a short distance to his side. Ian was staring at the spot where Frieda had disappeared, his face looking slightly surprised. 

Then a warm smile came over the young King’s face. He turned to Zaden. “In case she spontaneously disappears before I can see her again... tell her I said hi.”

Zaden blinked. Then he gave a small nod. “Of course.”  
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Zaden tumbled out of a white hole into a dark, narrow hallway. He gave a pained grunt as he landed on his chin. Nokio had another Spontaneous Powerburst, creating a sporadic black hole in a random portion of the Universe— the black hole happened to appear beside Zaden and whisked him away to a random part of the Universe. 

The black ferret lifted his head and gazed around, narrowing his eyes with curiosity and trepidation. The hallway appeared somewhat distorted— there were abrupt turns and various portions of the walls caving inward and outward.

Zaden gasped as swirls of ashes whisked around him—they were morphing into distorted forms of ferrets. Someone’s performing Elemental Artistry...

He flinched as ominous, foreboding pipe-organ tunes reverberated through the air— they were mixed with faint, echoing snarls and growls. 

Zaden tensed, stifling a whimper as the distorted ash-forms of ferrets swirled around him—they were now forming fierce scowls on their faces with flashing red and yellow dots as eyes. 

Zaden hurried forward, maneuvering around the ashy forms. As he swirled his way through the hall, the ashy ferret forms swirled after him, some materializing ahead of him and hissing. One of them spat ashes his way. 

“Ugh...!” Zaden widened his eyes and ducked—the ashes crashed against the distorted, outward lump of wall behind him. The ashes morphed into blood that began to dribble onto the floor behind him. Zaden cast a dreaded glance over his shoulder at the blood—it was real blood. 

No ferret could summon real blood out of nowhere—the only way real blood could travel in space like this was if a ferret transferred it out of a dead body, or from their own body. 

Before Zaden could detect whose blood that was, the walls on both sides of him began to ooze dark-red blood. Zaden clenched his teeth, his fur bristling with unease as some of the blood hardened and morphed into charcoal—the charcoal pieces hovered off the walls and swirled around, coalescing together and forming more forms of ferrets. 

Zaden watched with a disturbed, yet intrigued gaze as the charcoal-formed ferrets began to crackle and morph colors. Soon, there were four forms of ferrets—a brown one, a white one, a gray-white one, and a sable one hovering in midair, snarling and scowling at him. Their colors slowly glowed from the hidden sparks within the crackling charcoals. 

Zaden slowly swayed his torso and tail, engaging in Elemental Artistry to make them swirl away, so that he was able to hover through the halls and find his way out of here. 

He approached a door at the end of the hallway—it was cracked open. He gazed at it with a trepid gaze, then hovered over and gently opened it. The room was dimly lit by several torches on the wall—the walls here were plastered in dried, dark-red blood. 

Zaden flinched, giving a quick gasp of horror. At his feet lay a dark, lithe body of a ferret—a real ferret. 

“V-Valladonna...” Zaden’s quiet, drawling voice trembled. 

The black ferret was lying on her side with an arm outstretched and the side of her head resting against it. Her eyes were open and staring ahead with a dull, unblinking gaze—blood was trickling from her eyes. 

Zaden was hit with shock and confusion. The enigmatic, foreboding organ tunes were still reverberating through the air, slowly loudening. 

A gust of ashes blew out from the vent of the room, heading toward him— they formed small forms of ferrets screeching and hissing at him. 

“Agh...!” Zaden jerked back, shutting the door before they could splash against his face. He hovered there, staring at the door and panting for a moment. Then he flinched—a warm hand rested on his shoulder. He slowly looked over his shoulder and felt his heart skip a beat. 

Valladonna was hovering several inches above him, staring ahead with her blunt, unblinking expression. Blood still spilled from her eyes—she flicked her ears to clear them. 

Zaden gazed at the ferret who had been his first crush. He felt a strong, mixed wave of fascination, relief, and nervousness. 

Valladonna spoke in her quiet, almost-toneless voice. “You’re intruding again.”

Zaden blinked. Then his gaze fell to the ground between them. “I’m sorry...” he muttered in his quiet, drawling voice. Though she was biologically reversed to the same young adult age that he was biologically reversed to, something about her cold, detached-yet-stern expression made him feel like he was about to be reprimanded by an older, merciless teacher. 

Zaden turned to hover around her, feeling her eyes shift and follow him from the side of her thin face. As he ventured several feet down the hall, a sudden burst of flames and charcoal shot downward from the ceiling—Zaden yowled in surprise and fell back, landing on his back and wincing in pain. 

The flames and charcoals disappeared. Zaden lay there, gazing up with a disturbed gaze. Ugh, starblasts... he felt too scared to make another move in this place. Although he knew he could easily counter anything here with his own powers of Elemental Artistry, he felt unwilling to do it against Valladonna’s. 

Zaden stiffened as he felt Valladonna hands gently grab his cheeks from behind. She was kneeling down behind him, staring over his head with her detached, sharp gaze. 

“Pardon me,” she said flatly. “I’m a little out of it today.”

Zaden blinked. He wanted to immerse himself in the warm feel of her thin hands against his face. When she drew her hands back and stood up, Zaden also stood up, gazing ahead with a dazed expression. 

“A little out of it?” He muttered. He widened his eyes as Valladonna slowly pulled his shoulders back so that his head fell against her chest while her arm wrapped around his thin chest. 

Zaden clenched his teeth, staring ahead with a trepid gaze. His heart was racing with both elation and unease. Then he was overwhelmed with intrigue and euphoria as Valladonna began caressing his head with her thin, sharp fingernails. She also brushed her fingers down the hanging tuft of fur that covered his right eye. 

“I was thinking about my unborn brother again,” said Valladonna, staring ahead with her expressionless gaze. “I always pictured him to look like you. Before I even knew what you looked like.”

Zaden blinked slowly, feeling soothed from her caressing fingers. Then he snapped back to focus. “Really...? That’s... interesting.”

Valladonna slowed her fingers while keeping her other arm around his chest, holding him lightly against her. “When I was a child, still living in that house next door to yours, my mother was expecting another kit. But he died in the womb. Something happened, and her womb was no longer hospitable.”

Zaden felt an aching in his heart. He felt the effects of his oversensitive empathy and a dark tear began to smear from the corner of his eye. 

Valladonna went on, “After news of my brother’s death in my mother’s womb, I began to feel like I was being watched. I began to entertain the idea that perhaps his spirit was lingering around, watching me, wanting to be with me, wanting to play with me. But I also sensed sadness in him. Fear. Self-doubt. An intense struggle with self-esteem.”

Zaden swallowed. “Exactly how I had felt at the time...” When he was a kit at that time, he had struggled with algophobia, an extreme fear of physical pain, which made it hard for him to ever want to leave the house and do anything he fantasized about doing. 

It was exactly how he had felt when he used to watch Valladona from the window of his room. As a kit, he would gaze out his window and hope to see her in the house next door—each time he did, he would watch her, admiring her. He would fantasize about talking and playing with her in their neighborhood, or running around in the park with her. 

But then he would spiral into depressing, mournful states whenever his fear of pain kept him from ever showing his face to her—he always feared that other ferrets may accidentally hurt him if they used their Elemental Powers around him, just like his adoptive parents did. 

But Zaden would still watch Valladonna from his windows whenever she would play alone outside with her plastic ferret dolls, or alone in her room with her ragdoll ferrets. He would long to play with her, long to have her notice him. But every time she would almost look his way, he would hide before he was seen—his algophobia would kick in and make him too scared to ever expose himself. It also didn’t help that, aside from his algophobia, he was just an inherently shy kit and had a tendency to doubt himself and be critical with himself. Besides his algophobia keeping him from venturing near another ferret, he was often highly self-critical, feeling like he was too much of a wimpy, cowardly loser that no female ferret would ever want to be around.  

Zaden broke out of his reflection as Valladonna went on, “Yes, of course—it was you who was watching me, not the spirit of my unborn brother. But I was just a silly little kit with a weird imagination at the time. Whenever I felt like I was being watched, I wanted to believe it was my unborn brother’s spirit watching me. I really wanted to have a little brother.  

“Plus, I didn’t even know you were my neighbor, as I had never even seen you. Your adoptive parents were always screaming and yelling at each other— my parents and I often heard lots of yowling and crashing in your house. We never knew they had adopted a kit in there. So whenever I felt like I was being watched, it was easy for my weird imagination to decide that it was my unborn brother’s spirit watching me.” The corner of Valladonna’s mouth twitched as if she almost smiled. She began caressing Zaden’s hair again. “It’s no wonder I pictured him to look like you, even before I knew you, even before I knew what you looked like.”

Zaden gave a short, half-hearted chuckle. “Oh starblasts...” he drawled. “Sorry that my creepy, pathetic behavior made you believe the wrong thing about your brother.”

“Hm,” Valladonna’s mild smile morphed back to her somewhat-stoic, somewhat-stern expression. Then after a silent moment, her mild smile returned, and she went on, “Whenever I felt like I was being watched, I felt like whoever it was that was watching me was struggling with much sadness, fear, and self-deprecation. That they felt very isolated and hopeless. But I also felt like they also wanted to someday... break free from all that. It made me think that the unborn spirit of my brother was not going to give up—that he was determined to someday make it into this world and be born again. 

“It made me yearn to connect with him even more. Eventually began talking like I had an imaginary friend—like I was talking to my unborn brother.” She blinked, pausing, then went on. “Then when my parents and I moved away, I no longer felt like I was being watched. I began to feel rather sad. I felt like my brother’s spirit had given up on trying to find his way back into this world. I begged my parents to try and bring him back. I told them weird things about how my brother’s spirit had been watching me, wanting to play with me, wanting to someday live in the world in a physical body. My parents were concerned that I had taken things too far with this ‘imaginary friend’ of mine.”

Though her tone and expression did not change, Zaden could tell she was feeling rather distraught again—the walls were beginning to ooze dark-red blood, which hardened into charcoal. 

Zaden clenched his teeth and slowly turned around. He rested a hand on her thin shoulder. “Please... don’t,” he muttered. Seeing the ferret’s own blood on the wall made him feel like he, too, was losing his own blood. 

Valladonna stared ahead with her unchanged expression. However, the walls stopped oozing her blood. 

Zaden then spoke in a careful tone. “I met your brother in the Time-Independent Reality. He’s doing great. I encouraged him to visit you in a Dreamshift or in spiritual form soon. He said he would do it... as soon as his spiritual body had the ability to.”

Valladonna shifted her eyes to him. “I had a Dreamshift with him last night. I felt overjoyed. Then I woke up, missing him. I wanted him to visit me in spiritual form. Like Gwyneth does. Like Lester and Lula do. But he had told me that he wasn’t given the ability to transfer his spiritual body into this Time-Dependent Reality— he wasn’t given a mission like Gwyneth was, so there was no use for his spiritual body to gain the ability as frequently. Gwyneth—her spiritual body gains the ability to travel here more frequently because of the effect her performances have on keeping ferrets attuned and appreciative of this Reality, so that they don’t desire the Would-Be Worldlines. Lester and Lula can stay longer because of their special abilities as Ferret Forefounders. As for the spiritual bodies of other ferrets... even though they may gain the ability to come here just to see their loved ones, it is not likely that it would happen as frequently as for Gwyneth, Lester, and Lula.

“Anyway, I was quite sad when I woke up this morning. I spent a bit more time engaging in Elemental Artistry to calm myself down. It helped, but up to a certain point.” She flicked her tail, clearing the blood on the walls, as well as the ashes and charcoal scattered over the floor. 

Zaden gave her a somber look. “I’m sorry.”

Valladonna’s jaw twitched a slight smile. “Don’t worry bout me.” She said flatly. “I got over it. Just like I did a long time ago. I’ll look forward for his next visit whenever he’s ready.”

Zaden gazed at the ground, feeling another dark tear smear from the corner of his eye. “I... I feel partially responsible. If I hadn’t watched you in hiding like that, you wouldn’t have felt like you were being watched... you wouldn’t have gotten your hopes up.”

“Don’t blame yourself. It’s not your fault at all,” Valladonna’s voice was blunt, yet sincere. “Like I said, I’ve always had a weird imagination. As a matter of fact... I was already having moments when I would believe that my brother’s spirit might be watching me, even before I felt like I was being watched. I already had moments when I’d talk to an imaginary friend that I pretended was my unborn brother. 

“But then I chose to take it too far, begging my parents to give birth again. They soon encouraged me to stop pretending like I had an imaginary friend that was my brother. But I refused. My emotional turmoil was off the walls. I was often quiet and reserved, but I had sporadic tantrums and breakdowns, especially whenever I was begging my parents to bring my brother back and give me a playmate. 

“When I started to feel like I was being watched, I actually started to calm down. I felt like someone was watching me, caring about me, wanting to play with me. I felt like there was hope that I could have a playmate. And since I already had a prior obsession with having my unborn brother get another chance to come to life again, it was easy for me to hope that whoever was watching me was my unborn brother. I was still locked in my obsessive delusion, but at least I stopped throwing tantrums. I didn’t start the tantrums again until I moved away and no longer felt like I was being watched. I returned to intense moments of talking to an imaginary friend that was my unborn brother when we moved out. 

“But prior to the moment my family and I moved out... it had actually helped that you had been there watching me, hoping to someday want to play with me. Even though I didn’t know it was you, the feeling of being watched by someone who wanted to break free, by someone who was potentially interested in playing with me... it soothed me. It made me less willing to talk to my imaginary friend that was my brother, it made me less willing to throw tantrums whenever my parents reminded me that he was gone.”

She turned to Zaden with her stoic expression and spoke with a slight edge of playfulness in her flat tone. “Your mistake was not the part about watching me, but the part about never showing your face to me and playing with me.” 

Zaden lifted his gaze to meet hers. He felt a wave of relief and gratitude. He cracked a small smile. “Heh. Yeah... sorry about that. I guess I’m here now.”

Valladonna gave a slight tilt of her head, maintaining her stoic gaze, though there was now a flicker of fondness in her eyes. “When I grew into my teen years, I was still quiet and reserved. But I had moments when I would feel such intense longing for that unborn brother of mine. My childhood obsession grew stronger as I got older. I developed strange behaviors as a teen—whenever I engaged in Elemental Artistry, I would form dancing shapes of ferrets from ashes and pretend they were various forms of my brother. I would summon forms of trees and pretend we were playing hide and seek in a dark, mysterious forest. I would feel somewhat happy... though it was an obsessive kind of happiness. I became more obsessed with the idea that I could unite with my brother. I had many moments when I would contemplate about killing myself, so that I could truly unite with my unborn brother in spiritual form.”

Zaden swallowed, feeling a chill through his spine. 

Valladonna went on, “Then I started listening to your music online—back when your identity was still anonymous under the name, Ominous Lamenter. The ominous, melancholic tones were perfect for the scenes and environments I would summon whenever I engaged in Elemental Artistry—especially whenever I was engaging in the Artistry to feel more connected with my brother. 

“However, there was something else about your music that drew me. I realized that the ominous, gloomy tunes of your songs somehow made me feel at peace. Instead of feeling the ulterior, obsessive desperation to be with my unborn brother, I would feel at peace about him. 

“I also felt a similar feeling that I had experienced as a child, when I used to feel like I was being watched—I felt connected to whoever it was behind that anonymous name singing those songs. And every time I saw you perform or listen to your music, I’d feel more at ease, knowing that my unborn brother is in a much better place. Thanks to continuously listening to your songs, I eventually grew out of my childhood obsession to unite with my unborn brother. I learned how to let go without forgetting, I learned how to mourn the dead and the unborn without becoming obsessed. Thank you. 

“Had I not learned to calm down and move on from that unhealthy childhood obsession, I would not have been able to have the thriving relationship I have with Erwin—we were very much in love when we met, and we could’ve easily destroyed each other if we didn’t learn how to regulate the passionate within us. Thank you for instilling peace in us with your music—they are melancholic, but not depressing. They have depressive tunes, but they are not discouraging.”

Zaden was immersed with awe to have the cold, detached-yet-stern ferret speak such words of gratitude to him. He gazed at her, feeling grateful that she was the accomplished ferret that she was, surrounded by ferrets that she deeply cared for. He gave a slight nod. “Glad it helped.”

Valladonna stared at him with her blunt expression for another moment. She blinked and spoke again. “Erwin and I will be attending your concert tonight. So will our children.”

Zaden tensed. “So Lazarai, Dmitri, and Emberly are coming too?”

“Don’t worry. We’ll keep Emberly under control.”

Zaden stifled a laugh. 
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ZADEN WAS IN THE MIDDLE of a Dreamshift. He followed Forefounders Lester and Lula in their winged spiritual forms through golden, billowing clouds until he found himself walking along a meadow covered in golden grass. 

He gazed around, feeling the surge of endless energy he always felt whenever he stepped into the Time-Independent Reality. There was an unexplainable, living presence here that filled him with joy and energy that could last forever. 

Then he gazed ahead, suddenly feeling a new surge of awe. There were five white, winged ferrets up ahead, beside a willow tree. One of the five ferrets had three black dye streaks smearing diagonally each eye, as well as black dye over her snout, spine, tail, and paws. 

Frieda... Zaden’s heart skipped a beat as he saw her hugging the two ferrets he never wanted to see again. 

Clarence and Clara almost looked unrecognizable without their prideful, prim smiles and the judgmental looks in their eyes. The two ferrets were hugging Frieda, Rodney, and Emmy. The two ferrets’ eyes were full of sincere warmth—Zaden almost thought they were different ferrets. 

As Clara released Frieda, she gazed at her daughter with a gentle smile and murmured something to her. Zaden was unable to hear from this distance, and he was too astonished to hyperextend his hearing. 

He watched as Frieda’s blunt gaze twitched a slight smile as she nodded at her mother. 

As Rodney and Emmy flew off, Frieda turned to gaze in Zaden’s
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