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Prologue ~                                                                                                 Tomorrow's Battle




 



 

223 B.C Qin State

 

Under a red veil, the sight of dark maroon surrounds the face of a beautiful girl. She was quietly waiting for the sound of footsteps to enter and escort her away to a place full of people. Outside whispering as they walked past the courtyard. Richly embellished, an ancient Chinese Wedding gown, red and decorated with golden thread precisely sewn to the occasion. Red banners and white wine. Dusted oak tables decorated with teapots and cups, flawless red curtains dropped from the ceiling followed by silk veils blowing in the gentle breeze rushing through the open doors. A dash of sun ray hit the pillars standing on each side of the throne chamber and cast a shadow behind them, interrupted by the silk veils watering the shape of the shadows. The glitter-like effect dazzled the polished floors and ran along the red carpet from the door to the golden throne that sat below the statue of Jade Dragon on the wall. Its eyes glow with the light overlay and the fake ruby on its forehead imitates the Dragon Gem. Jade Dragon’s eyes fell upon the eventful scenery.

The colour of luck glistened through the Palace of Qin Empire establishing the shot of a festive scene as the smiles on everyone’s faces gave hope to today. Children of the wealthy and the royal play together, chasing each other around, a game of tag and flying kites with the shape of birds and butterflies painted in all types of colours. Guests chat and laugh whilst they slowly enter the throne chamber of the King Courts past the sundial on the stoned path. They were all dressed in their best formal attire, greeted politely by the Palace maids with their well-training etiquettes.

 

     “Good afternoon sir,” greeted one of the maids, placing both hands on her one hip, slightly bending her knees.

     “Good afternoon,” he greeted back.

     “Everyone get ready, it’s about to start,” Princess Aiisha announced calmly to the little ones that soon stopped moving and sat still on their cushions by the tables lined up neatly on the side of the main path from the door to the throne.

 

Altogether, guests elegantly and politely made their way into the chamber and too sat themselves down at a free table. The men flicked their long skirts back a little and knelt on their cushions, neatened their creases after the ladies lifted their skirts and took their seats. The closest seats to the empty throne remained reserved for their home residence. No one dared to touch anything on their tabletops until these people arrived. The family of the yet-to-be-married couple. They would be the last to set foot on the platform in front of Jade Dragon. 

Silence fell upon the air. Finally, after an hour of free-roaming in the courtyards and the hall of the guarded chambers, the moment has come for us to welcome our home residence, the royal family of Qin States, the Ocean family. Confidently, a court official of the state in his royal blue hanfu and his special black hat for Officials stepped out closer to the side, took a deep breather and loudly announced:

 

     “The Ocean Family has arrived,” he remained in his position as each elder and frontline family member entered the Palace. 

 

Everyone stood up, bowed to greet them. Master Ocean and Cleo, first to lift his leg above the ledge beneath the doorway, his long robe trailing behind him a little bit. Brown and red it was, embroidered with a few patiently sewn patterns along the rim. Master Ocean at three-hundred and thirty years of age, being the wisest master in the whole of the Warring States, the one who’s only taken one disciple in his entire life. Master approached the closest table to the throne and knelt on his cushion with Cleo. in front of all the King’s concubines and the Crown’s prince’s concubines. Followed by Master, came Princess Aiisha and her husband, next came: the King’s four siblings, the first Princess Cella, the second Prince WanLee, third Prince Ammerald and fourth Prince LuLee. After was former Empress, the King’s mother and lastly amongst the beats of large bass drums:

 

     “The King has arrived,” the official slowly chanted, the only voice you can hear during the respectively silent moment. 

 

Many palace maids trailed his majesty as he walked along the carpet and parted to the side the moment he stepped on the stairs of the throne stage. Every soul in the hall of the Throne Chamber bowed to the floor.

 

     “Bai Jian your Majesty,” they all said in sync, paying their respects to both the King and the Jade Dragon statue behind him.

     “You may rise,” he relieved them with one hand gesture and sat down himself. 

 

There was a small break of silence as his Majesty looked at the official who left his position by the doorway and next to the King. When he was ready, he nodded. He unrolled the fabric scroll he received from a servant. His eyes and attention travelled through the doors into the sky waiting for his line. Royal guards lined outside and down the set of stairs past the sundial, we greet today’s two main characters. A shiny, clean carriage, pulled by two well-groomed horses surrounded by servants following two of our very familiar palace guards, Lee Hawk and Kayne Wen walking on each side of the best-dressed horse in the group, brown lush and black hair with a gold and maroon saddle shone a reflection from the sun. Riding the horse, the colour of luck as we established, holding a red paper flower the size of a bowling bowl, he rode until he reached the door where two Chiling statues stood. Chinese bass drums began to beat in a steady and slow tempo. Guards and servants waiting by the gates where the carriage parked knelt on the ground and bowed to the presence of the Crown Prince. Prince Emerald jumped off his horse carefully after handing Lee his paper flower and taking it back again once he got off. In the carriage, the girl with the red veil over her head. Her face mustn't stay hidden, The daughter of a wealthy family that Emerald’s father had introduced him to and agreed to his proposal after they had fallen in love. The couple of them, followed by assistance, ascended the stairs and into the hall, making a stop to face the King. The wedding started as they followed the rituals of a traditional Chinese wedding with the Official reading the characters from his scroll. The bow three times on the floor:

 

     “First bow to Heaven and Ervanna, thus their fate united,” he chanted as the couple bowed, “second bow to the King, may peace and harmony embrace them.” They bowed again. “And the third bow to each other, may they be blessed with fertility, together forever until death parts them.”

 

A drink of the cross wine and soon enough, they were officially husband and wife. The ceremony was over and the celebration had begun. Everyone was free to chat and free to eat as a line of maids strolled into the hall with a tray of food to serve. The halls were filled with noise.

 

Just after Cleo took a small bite out of the flower pudding, he felt an uneasy sensation running through him.

 

     “Everything alright?” Master said with concern and put down his cup, “was it the pudding?”

     “It’s not the food master…” Cleo looked at his master and got closer to him, whispering amongst the noise. He cupped his mouth, “I believe that the vessel just got stronger.”

 

Master understood what his next step would be, he relieved himself from his seat and bowed to King Ocean to say goodbye before heading off to his library. Cleo bowed too and bounced after Master making a departure from the festive crowd and into his underground library. Once he reached the Crown Court, he and Cleo both evaporated and reappeared in what we remember as the library of endless book scrolls from Master's 300 years of collection. With a raise of his hands, golden dust glittered from his skin as a moving image appeared in the spotless air. The sight of a gloomy black sphere kicking around like a baby in the womb. It changed shapes in the water as it kicked here and there.

 

     “It never used to move around like that Master, it’s getting stronger, in a month or so, it'll break…” Cleo paused with a sudden concern and the feeling of helplessness. 

     “It’ll break and once it breaks, there’s nothing we can do about it,” Master replied.

 

Soon, Dandle, one of Master’s celestial doves flew overhead and landed next to Cleo on Master’s desktop.

 

     “Well, Young Mistress Xoular is dead meat, dead meat if Tai Wei ever comes out of that thing,” babbled Dandle.

     “Shut your crow mouth - there won’t be such things happening,” Cleo flicked his furry hand and made Dandle jump, flapping his wings vigorously. 

     “Dead meat,” Dandle repeated.

 

Cleo gave the dove an annoyed glare, placed his hands together and maintained a bowing position to speak sensibly.

 

     “I’ve written a letter to Miss Xoular and hid it in her flute, hopefully, she would’ve seen it by now and hopefully, she’s been able to manage the situation, please Master be assured, she’ll be able to at least be able to protect the citizens from Tai Wei.”





 









Flame 1~                                           Return of King Silver



 

1st June 2016

Epping/ Firefly Forest, London, Earth, Milkyway Galaxy

 

Warm shadows cast through leaves and branches of the Epping forest of what the mutants of London call Firefly forest after thousands of fireflies emerge from their homes and light up a beautiful scene during the night. But to the humans, the forest is only known as Epping forest as no one has ever been brave enough to enter where not a single human soul of a commoner has made it out alive. Commoners without powers, without Auras. The entrance of the forest is triggered by vicious hosts and traps that have left many- many corpses after humans fail to succeed in trespass. Even with machines, bullets backfire and whatever they use to attack the forest to get through bounces back at them using their own weapons against them. Corpse flesh rots into skeletons quicker as special mutated mice feed on them under the strong Aura that guards the terrain to warn humans of how they would end up if they ever touch a single hair of Epping. They would become that pile of skeletons covered in ants and spiders. The majority of people that attempted the outing were men, brave and strong, clever men, that didn’t even pass the first set of traps before his soul left his body. Any flying drones with cameras attached would be shocked before they manage to pass the first set of trees. Even if you fly above the forest, all you can see is what looks like an ordinary pile of greens. People who've been prompted to enter from the sky are swallowed by its invisible barrier and face the exact same consequences as the people who’ve tried to enter by land.

 

Most of the Aura that guards Firefly forest belongs to an elder rising at two thousand six hundred and eighty-one years old, a mutant who’s lived through here and there and bared the appearance of a fifty-year-old British human which means he will live for a thousand more years if fate treats him well. His name is Crucial Eldermoor, just as wise as Master Ocean grew a white beard almost like Santa Claus and skin, the pigment of beaver brown, eyes white like paint, scars all over his arms and legs from historical battles including the Muman’s war in 1514, his most recent war. Ever since then, humans have thought of the population of mutants to be endangered thinking that they’ve won the war. Still, little do they know that they’ve all been hiding amongst Epping. The place humans fear the most. Eldermoor’s hair was tied back in a bun, wore grey shorts, boots and a green robe made out of leaves stitched together like glue. It touches the floor and drags as he walks with his carved wooden staff, the top as a shape of a low-poly spiral, embellished with a glistening opal jewel where the wood is carved inwards in the middle. The unique patterns on the gem reflected the sun rays emitting its colourful, pastel shapes onto the tree trunks every time Eldermoor walks where the sunlight shines through the leaves. 

 

Eldermoor stretched his path along the trail created by a gathering of mutants, all colours, all forms of mutants sat down on neatly lined stone benches all gazing in his direction, all in the presence of the sacred tree bigger than an oak tree. Humanoid foxes, bears, snakes, wolves, some unidentified mammals and amphibians.  Hundreds and hundreds of mutants gathered together on this special day and a musical band with drums and string instruments on each side of the crowd. Eldermoor stood up in the middle of the stage made of stone and moss and tapped the ground with his staff as a gentle wave of light rippled from it. He held his head up high and raised his call to the population of fellow mutants.

 

   “Mutants have been living in this world for centuries, we’re all evolved from many wild species of animals throughout hundreds and hundreds of years adapting to the world, building our unique powers. Long, long ago, humans and mutants have once been friends, living in harmony, helping each other and having fun with each other during the simpler times. Eventually, they became scared of us when our powers would sometimes malfunction and cause chaos in society when they all thought they were inferior to us. At first, we were forgiven for the uncontrollable mistakes but what happened too often was seen as a threat, a danger to the human race. Multiple protests were held to banish us from the city, all eyes of despise, all tears of fear, a war broke out in the year 1514 where Atlas Silver, the King of Mutants gathered and led his army to defend his people, unfortunately, humans outnumbered and vanquished us from the city when they discovered that a special metal called Sibrainium found underground was the key to containing their powers and lock us up like powerfulness prisoners in an underground mutant jail. The history of mutants in books throughout the human world stated falsely, identification of mutants who died during the war and those who have died in other battles after the war that lasted one year when they are still alive. Humans were relieved of mutants and those who survived, we conquered Epping Forest and claimed it as our home, renaming it Firefly Forest, restoring and protecting our kind. Atlas Silver mysteriously disappears after the war, we lost our king and freedom to live. Limited to the forest, we cherish our home as we are all safe, alive and well. Recently, in our modern times, we’ve lost trace of a few mutants who end up locked up in the Prison of Mutants, with no way to save them. We pray that one day they will be released as we will outlive them. Four of our strongest mutants captured, the Blackpool brothers, Quari and Crucian, Skylar Renning and Flax Galgomoor,” light glowed above him, “ladies and gentlemen, I, Eldermoor- stands here on this stage, proud to announce that after a very, very long time of healing, the return of Atlas Silver as King- the man has finally been restored and recovered from his 800 hundred years of vanishing and imprisonment by the humans and the humans. Our leader has returned, please- we welcome back… our long-lost King! Atlas Silver!!!”

 

Festive music occupied the air. Everyone applauded in excitement. Many of them had not seen Atlas in a very long time and many of the younger mutants have not met him at all. Atlas came home during the Christmas break but he was weak from the imprisonment, being passed around from place to place trapped within the ice and other unexplained events even he could not remember. Once he returned, he locked himself in a rehabilitation territory, a spa to recuperate his powers and strength for months until now, he had trained himself to be what he used to be 800 years ago with the help of Master Eldermoor. A mutant warrior that fears none. A cloak garnished with leaves of all patterns topped with shoulder armour of gold trailed after Atlas as he ascended the stone throne. His brown skin, covered with powerful scars, the colour of midnight blue flared under the sun rays, his white hair, silver eyes and pointy elf-like ears. Under his cloak, mighty muscles were stronger than before. Music continued to play until Atlas had made his seat to overlook his people. Silence. Everyone dismounted from their seats and bowed to the floor, hailing the return of their leader. 

 

     “May the fireflies hail and bless the one that stands before you,” Eldermoor bellowed.

     “May we hail and bless the one that stands before us,” the audience repeated in harmony.

     “Finally, our long-lost King returns,” Eldermoor continues as all the fireflies slowly storm in motion towards the throne. His scars began to glow.

     “May we bless our long-lost King’s return,” the crowd replied.

     “To set protection upon us all, we welcome back” he lifted his staff and lit the forest grounds as the fireflies hovered from above circling around Atlas.

     “To set protection upon us all, we welcome back.”

     “King Atlas Silver!”

     “King Atlas Silver,” their voices emitted a thundering echo amongst the trees through the buzzing of the fireflies.

     “Long live the King!” Eldermoor chanted one last time before the light vanished and fireflies descended leaving the afternoon aroma clear. The king has been hailed.

 

After the ceremony, Cyris exits the gathering and congratulates Atlas on his return.

 

     “Congrats congrats, I’ll be calling you your Majesty now,” he greeted.

     “Thank you,” Atlas replied. “What have you been up to lately?” He took off his cloak.

     “But I have to be honest, I’ve been using my human form to explore the city quite a bit, Eldermoor…”

     “You what!?!” Eldermoor raised his staff, “after what happened in Nottingham, when can you start doing what mutants your age are supposed to do-”

     “I know you’ll get mad but…” Cyris blocked his face in fear of Eldermoor hitting him.

     “B- B-B, there are no buts.”

     “Master, calm down,” said Atlas.

     “...but there’s something quite concerning about the water in the River Thames.”

     “What’s strange?” Atlas questioned.

     “I don’t know, it just looks strange, it looks evil.”

     “No matter how strange boy, it has nothing to do with us, we are to stay away from humans as much as we can,” Eldermoor clarified.

     “But the River Thames is connected to our river, it could affect us.”

     “The boy has a point,” Atlas agreed.

     “But even so, what can we do about it, we don’t even know what it is.”

     “We do have a few people in mind,” Cyris suggested referring to a few human friends that he knows, “whatever it is, we have to get rid of it to protect our home.”

     “No. No, you mustn’t leave this forest again, I’ve had enough of your adventures halfway across England,” Eldermoor ordered.

     “But-”

     “Every time you step out of the barrier, headlines go crazy and this time your face has been seen, it’s bad enough that you caused trouble anonymously.”

     “But this time-”

     “The borderline is no.”

     “But Master.”

     “You may not go and find your human friends because we have nothing to do with the outside world- you went out there, followed a human girl to Nottingham and yes you may have met some good humans that took you and Atlas home to us but what if you met someone who wasn’t as kind as they were? You do remember what happened to your parents?”

  

Eldermoor did not expect an answer to that question when he realized that he might’ve just upset the poor boy.

 

     “She’s not bad you know, a good spirit,” Atlas commented.

     “You are not helping your majesty.”

     “Sorry.”

     “Fine,” Cyris said calmly and slowly walked away.

 

Atlas did not participate in taking Cyris back to the history of his parents and empathically watched him walk out of the hall to his treehouse. Instead of climbing the rope ladder provided, he hopped from tree to tree to the treetops. In his room, a sturdy wooden planked floor covered by an old piece of brown carpet, shelves of dusty books and gadgets he’s collected from the outside world, a mirror and a wooden frame standing on its own with a photo of his younger self with two grown-ups of whom he showed resemblance to. His parents. He stepped along the creaky floors and threw himself onto his bed, landing on his tummy. His duvet sank under his weight. And his pastel green jacket folded over showing his blue back. He reached back to flick his jacket down to cover his back and stayed in bed, upset about Eldermoor having to bring the subject of his parents into the matter. 

 

     “The poor kid, you know, you shouldn't have mentioned it Elder,” Atlas said.

     “If the boy keeps going into the outside world, more and more of our young ones will think it’s an okay thing to do- you and him causing such a scene in Nottingham City will not help any matters. You need to remind everyone that we are not to step foot out of the forest… it’s for everyone’s safety.”

     “Yes, Master.”

     





















Flame 2~                                                                           Landing Chaos



1st June 2016

Epping/ Firefly Forest, London, Earth, Milkyway Galaxy

 

 

Butterflies, the colour of sunset flew along the countryside, past the cities and borderline, butterflies fluttered through the fresh air of a town southeast of England. A place where it’s less busy on the road, with fewer crowds roaming the street, a centre full of trees and grass fields. No red buses but blue Stagecoach buses, single and double-deckers driving along the road. Number fifty-nine was occupied with secondary school students engaging in friendly conversations. Causing a commotion, making a handful of chatter, some were moderately talking about work, some throwing a squishy ball across to their friends and some were quiet and shy in the corner reading books or staring out the window. But it did not annoy the bus driver too much as it all happened upstairs but soon, as he drove into the school driving through Pillar High after a long queue of cars, he was expecting a lot more noise as they all tumbled down the stairs ready for the long school day. Pillar High, a public school located in Ashford, the majority of the fourteen hundred students this year were pure white British people, unlike London where all sorts of cultured people roam like it was a world festival. Every morning, the drive-through and parking lot outside the canteen would pack up like a brick wall. Cars fill in and out, dropping the children off and teachers who turn the other way for the staff car park. They take a different course when the buses stop in front of them. Vehicles enter from the left and exit from on the other side where automatic green gates stand for the cars and students who walk in. There was a teacher in her business wear patrolling outside the gates making sure that students cross the road safely. 

 

Everything was peaceful in the school, but ever since Tao Shi attacked the schools of Ashford, parents have been extra cautious when they send their children off to school with concerns of a foreshadowing disaster. Some don’t even let them go to school. But luckily, ever since that day, nothing like it has ever occurred ever again. What has been strange to see was fireflies flying around the town during the night, a hovering spec of light isn’t very hard to miss in the dark and their main location was this building in Bockhanger Court not too far from the school’s main road. A flat over shops where there lives a girl. And this girl was on her way to school. Whilst the air still bared the morning chills and breeze, wheels landed on the concrete ground and zoomed across the deserted zebra crossing as Venas whizzed past the neighbourhood with the houses burning in the corner of her eye on the left and the grassy field on the right. When she skated on ice in Nottingham to deal with the snakes, she found it was indeed an enjoyable experience to skate. She would take advantage of her powers to freeze the ground or sometimes, she gets Markcas to do it since it’s easier for him. Her energetic trip to school had always been on wheels since that day. Nothing like a good morning exercise. Following the course of taking a sharp turn to the right came along the main road, busy but slow, traffic-jammed like every morning. Just as Venas saw that the cars were clear on one spot of the road with just one car yet far from approaching, she swiftly crossed the road. Markcas was in that nearly approaching car and even though it was just a figure from afar, he could immediately recognise her. When the teacher was busy with another student, Venas skimmed past her cautious of the students around her and made for the back of one of the school’s buildings, the English department as it was the closest to the gate. With a flick of her fingers, all the cameras behind the building were blocked. It was eight thirty-five. To save her some time when she came out the other side of the building, she was no longer wearing her skates anymore but boring black shoes to fit the dress code. It’s like nothing even happened.

 

Eight forty-five was tutor time for fifteen minutes before the nine o'clock start. Venas and Markcas were in different tutor groups in different areas of the school grounds as the school consisted of different buildings for each subject area. Venas settled in the DT department for her tutor and Markcas settled in the English department. She was shy when it came to school, just moving here not long ago and it made it very hard for her to make friends. One factor that bothered her was being the only Chinese girl in her year, there were two other Asian boys but they rarely talked to each other. They were Nepalese, Ashford had lots of Nepalese people roaming around. Her main issue was that everyone already had their own friend group and fitting in was a challenge. At this stage of her life, she didn’t know what exactly happened after secondary school therefore being in education for her was just learning things blindly and making it through. One part of her told herself that she never liked it here and longs to return to London. Right now, all she could do was sit in the corner of the room filling up her exercise book, never raising her hand to speak and listen to the teacher. Because of her quietness whilst other students chat and mess around, her exercise books always needed to be recharged with the amount that she writes. During lunchtime, she would always be seated with the group her class buddy Charlotte and her friendship circle was half the boys who play football and half the girls that take dance and cheerleading and Venas was rather none of them.

 

On another note, it was like her personality from when she was in Ervanna and Nottingham had been pulled out of her body leaving behind an inexperienced and unsocial trait. It seemed that she was much happier serving her patriotic mindset rather than being in school.

 

     “Did you hear the news last night?” One of the boys leaned over the edge of the table.

     “What news, the one about the water in London looking dirty?” replied another.

     “Yeah that one about something back under the water but every time someone goes into the river, they never come back out,” he said.

     “My mum cancelled our trip to London just because of that,” one of the girls complained.

     “Last time it was schools getting attacked for no bloody reason, this time it’s this murderous river- imagine all the skulls down there.”

     “I rather not.”

     “The world’s gonna end soon.” 

     “Don’t say that, the world’s not gonna end.”

     “Well England’s gonna end if this stuff keeps happening,” one commented, he took a bite of his sandwich and continued, “that incident in Nottingham was wild but I wish I could see it on camera.”

     “Yeah, they only caught it after, heard none of the cameras were working.”

     “Do you think the mutants have magic powers? Like the Epping forest where no one ever comes out of it alive, the river must have something to do with it,” he whispered to the group.

     “You have a point, does it sound like it? Imagine having powers, this whole time, I thought it was just in stories and stuff.”

 

Venas being in the middle of this conversation was very silently engaged with every word her classmates were saying. Monster and magic, it was no surprise that after all this time, people still discuss the topic like it was fresh news. But the hotter the news the harder it would be to let it die.

 

After school, she decided to not wait for Markcas and walk home alone. Sometimes, he would walk with her until separated into different branches of roads. Emotionlessly, she gazed at her feet and then at the sky. Her mind flicked through a lot of o pages. Chapter by chapter, the pages stopped and landed on the letter that Cleo had given her. 

If the embryo is in London then… how does Cleo know about it, she said in her head. If no one comes out of the water alive that must mean that Tai Wei’s embryo either sucks their soul or properly eats them alive, she keeps thinking. But what is she supposed to do, go to London? Suddenly a hand reached out for her shoulder and broke her concentration from her thoughts setting her eyes on Markcas had caught up to her.

 

     “For a small girl, you walk fast,” he huffed.

     “You only notice that now? I’ll take that as a compliment,” she replied.

     “You… look like you’re thinking hard about something, usually you’d hear whenever I sneak up on you,” he noticed. 

     “Oh, I…” she wasn’t exactly sure if she could tell him about the letter, “everyone’s talking about the River.”

     “The River? You’re into the gossip too? You usually don’t like gossip, you say, the girls take so long in the changing rooms because they gossip too much, why worry about other people’s lives when you should be focusing on your own?” 

     “But, this concerns demons,” she justified,

     “How’d you know?”

     “Just… things,” she didn’t know how to lie. She wasn’t sure about how much he knew about mutants in England. 

     

Markcas took a breath in and grinned like he knew she had something that she couldn’t tell him. He noticed she would always have secrets she didn’t want to tell him like she was used to keeping them to herself, also these days that she’s been acting very secretively. But there was one thing that he wanted to ask her but he didn’t quite know where to start. A few blocks of walking with lots of other students on their way home too emitting plenty of noise across the main streets. His eyes wandered around, staring at the trees on the side of the road dangling over the footpath. They rolled back and forth, he glanced at Venas from the corner of his eye and realized that other than being together in moments of danger and when they were stuck on another planet, they had never hung out before returning to Terra. 

 

     “Today’s the 2nd of June,” he started. 

 

Venas looked in his direction but not straight at him and waited for him to finish his sentence. 

 

     “Four days before my birthday.”

     “... the 6th of June?” she calculated. 

     “Yeah, the 6th of June,” he confirmed.

     “Happy early Birthday,” she said and continued walking.





Markcas felt like he was left hanging after she had kept walking since he was expecting more than just a “Happy Birthday”.

 

     “I was about to say ever since we came back to Earth, we’ve never actually hung out before,” he confronted.

     “You want to hang out?”

     “Yeah, I do.”

     “I don’t know what my mum would say,” she said. 

     “You can just tell her you’re going out with some girls,” he suggested. 

     “You hang out with your friends all the time, you have more freedom, she hadn’t said anything when I went missing for so many months because I used a memory casting spell on her when I was in Ervanna, I used a wall portal, to  add memories of me into her mind during the time when I was away.”

     “Then you can use it again.”

     “If I use it too much, it’s not good for the mind. Using it once or twice would be harmless but too much will harm her. If it were cast on a child then there’d be no harm as a child’s mind is simple and inexperienced but my mum is in her 40s. Her mind is fulfilled, it could cause memory gaps.” she explained informatively.

     “That sounds impressive, we can go to the movies, my birthday’s a Monday but my family wants to have dinner so how are you with Tuesday?”

     “But I just said…”

     “If you walk, I can meet you by the park, if your mum decides to drive you there, I can meet you inside Cineworld,” he planned promptly.

 

Venas didn’t think it was too bad of a plan.

 

     “What movie do you want to watch?” she asked.

     “Do you like Marvel?”

     “Very,” she answered.

     “Have you watched Civil War?”

     “Not yet, it only came out in April.”

     “Let's go watch it then,” he grinned in conclusion as Venas agreed just before they approached the T road. They said bye and parted for the day.

 

Once Venas stepped foot in the takeaway kitchen, she received a spec of news from her mother’s words. A piece of information she thought she’d never hear. She was informed that her sister, Lian Yi was due to arrive in the Uk tomorrow and she needed Venas to collect her from the airport and by herself too straight after school. Markcas had set the time of their meet-up for six o’clock and the plane was due to land at roughly four.

 

But the day following, her mum had excused her from school half an hour earlier due to a change of plans and getting her on the train in time for the pickup. She managed to rush but to be honest here, with her celestial magic, it would’ve been an easier journey but this is Earth and rarely for situations like this does she ever use them.

 

Venas has one sister, Lian Yi, now eleven, and one brother, Yuan Qi who’s eight, both younger than her, she thinks nothing of them as being close to her like family due to being separated from Lian Yi for four years and Yuan Qi for five years. When Venas was eleven, her family fell apart due to her father’s greed. One day, when Venas was seven, her father was late home and her mother was enraged as this had happened many times and money would always be lost from the bank. She was so enraged, that she put all her anger out on Venas and kicked her out of the house to go find him. She wept a tear thinking exactly where to go. It was a small town and she stood outside the casino window when the security guard refused her entry. She just stared through the window and there he was as he stood by a machine holding money in his hands. That day, he had lost two hundred euros with one swift of a button. He took notice of his daughter by the window but decided to take the back door as his exit. Little Venas knew the town top to bottom as she had always been out with her bike and exploring the area, she immediately knew where that back door led to. She wiped her tears with her sleeves and ran around the buildings attached to the casino until she found the path to the back and caught him. He didn’t think she would find him and couldn’t care less that she was crying but acted as if he cared, he hoarded the money in his pocket, only a little portion left of what he lost tonight. One year later, her brother had been born, but now that her father had his wishes granted of bearing a son as if it was ancient China, his wishes to raise him didn’t exist. Two years later, her mother couldn’t stand it anymore, there was no way this family would survive if the gambling issue continued and she knew he was out there with other women late at night at the bars. She filed the papers and took her children to England, having to send Venas’s younger siblings to China to live with their aunty. Yuan Qi was collected first before they left for England and Lian Yi was able to stay with her and her mother for a few more months, renting rooms around London before finding a home to stay. But at least they still had a car. From then on, whilst Venas was still awake and the rest were fast asleep, her slumber followed her tears. Her Oracle necklace would glow every time she cried herself to sleep. One night she cried again and this time, she noticed the glow that grew more eye-blinding. She swept her tears away but not for the last time and set her eyes upon a newborn creature that laid on her bed once the glow dimmed its volume. It was sleeping, curled up in her wings and a scaly tail. Venas felt as though she was in a dream had she not pitched herself, had it not hurt. Once she touched its scaly coat with her finger, its eyes slowly revealed glistening red eyes. On this day, Petal was born. 

 

The marriage of her parents wasn’t the most healthy of marriages. Her parents come from a section of China that follows the tradition of “having sons is better than daughters'' more than in other parts of China. Princes can become Kings but princesses could not, men bring home the wife but daughters leave the family once married and stay at home to manage the house. But her mother didn’t care whether her children were girls or boys since she contributed to all the pain and hardship of giving birth to them. The reason the three siblings became separated was due to this family situation as her mother decided to take all her children with her but having to raise the younger ones by herself when she’s occupied with work wasn’t even therefore, Venas’s Aunty took them in and since she lived in China, that would be the sense of not seeing them for so many years and for those years, Venas had always felt like the only child. But it’s been long enough for her to not feel those memories anymore. 

 

The train to St. Pancras closed at its destination. Venas dropped her ticket under her seat and just as she got back up from retrieving it, fire flamed in her eyes through her contacts and her red eyes shined through. Ever since she came back from Ervanna, she had to wear brown contacts to mask the unnatural colour of her eyes. A scream made her think it was the same train ride from Christmas break. But the screams came from outside of the train and not inside as it reached the station. Slowly as the platform grew closer, everyone questioned some flying black rags on the platform. Everyone stood up restricting the view to what was outside, Venas could not see anything but black fumes in the air as the train gradually parked in the station.

 

     “What are those things?!?” 

     “They better turn the train around?”

     “I’m not going out in that!”

 

Their deafening calls muffled from inside the train were enough to terrify the people. Venas jumped from a thump on the window by a flying skeleton in black rags leaving a luminous trail of black fumes as it flew over the train.

Living corpses, she confirmed in her mind and stared out the window for any more that flew past. Everyone mumbled and cried, rummaging into the front carriages as the doors opened. Once they slid open, the train unpacked immediately and the station became a haunted mess.

What are they doing, why are they opening the door, don’t they know how dangerous that is, she said to herself but it was already too late. Each ticket gate stayed open, no one had time to grab their tickets and slot them through the slit and take it out again. Some people who don’t seem to know what they’re down, go down the escalators to the underground when they should be running out the doors of the station where you can see King’s Cross on the other side of the road. 

Those things that were chasing them were living corpses screeching and storming through the frightened crowd. Their rotted bones and skulls ripped, black rags and deteriorated teeth. Most of the crowd were unharmed, but those who were stopped by their obsidian flames tasted the muddy flavour of having their souls ripped out of their powerless bodies and left on the pavement to burn from their skin to the bones. Their targets were mostly teenagers and commonly were boys. Most of them in their school uniforms. A few of them screamed echoes that coat the station. Ten of them flying here and ten of them flying there matching their target to teenage boys. Finally, Venas slid on the white mask she wore as Wildfire and Petal in her Oracle changed Venas’s clothing as she freed herself from the crowd. As usual, all the cameras in the surveillance system were disabled on her command. All the screens in the control room of the station blacked out and shut down. It was always during the night, the first time they emerged during the day was at the airport. Their appearance under the rags lit a flame in her eyes. The moment one of them set their eyes sockets at her, her shoulders trembled, she wasn’t sure if anyone would see her using a bit of magic. The nature of her aura flames into her hands and sparked through the air sending her tumbling to the slippery station floor. She lost sight of the flying corpses and set her eyes on another one, spotting Oracles embedded in the middle of their foreheads. Every time she tried to stand up, a new corpse distracted her and knocked her to the floor. They stormed above her blowing winds across her head, roaring like dinosaurs and were soon burnt to ashes one after the other until they learned that crossing Venas meant the end of their dead bodies. After they followed each other out of the station the rest of them dropped to the ground stripped of their Oracles as they become loose. She fell back to the ground unsettled by her pulse and did not let her calm down from the fright. She was just as frightened as the people who ran away but if she ran away, she thought who would be able to drive them away. No one, since not a single person is in sight but scared workers who called the police, hiding in various places. Now the whole station grew silent as the only thing that she could hear was her anxious pulse. Before she left, she picked all the Oracles from their bone pile and made her way to Heathrow and arrived at the airport in a different outfit as shifting between clothes helps her stay hidden from the evidence whether or not any cameras were able to catch her in events of using magic. Purple jean jacket, white jeans, a white t-shirt and grey trainers. She unravelled past the crowd and finally reached the main building of Heathrow airport, took out her jacket pocket, clicked the button to check the time and raised her head upon the time board displayed adjacent to the pick-up point. Bags were thrown all over the floors, and luggage carts and people took up space across the whole airport. Some waiting for taxis, some waiting for the next plane to land. Lian Yi’s plane was due to land in fifteen minutes. It was already in the view from the large windows casting natural light into the building. 

 

Lian Yi, who was excited to be in the UK, packed her things away and prepared herself for the landing as the plane attendant announced for every passenger to sit down tightly and buckle their seatbelts.

 

     “Please ensure that your seatbelt is tightened securely and correctly, please put away all your belongings. We are preparing for landing, thank you.”

 

Aunty Ma, a friend of Venas’s mum who sat next to Lian Yi, helped her click her seatbelt after she came back from the toilet and patiently waited for their flight to land. The flight seemed like a peaceful flight until the pilot noticed something usually in the sky in broad daylight. Just as he initiated the sequence of reaching the ground safely, black cloud-like essence stormed past his eyes. He dare not think anything of it as it might have been his eyes being foiled behind the windows but there it was away. It flew past in the other direction so suddenly, that he dangerously left his seat and the plane slightly rocked to the left. 

 

     “Captain, what’s wrong,” the second pilot burst in through the doors when he felt the instability of the aircraft. 

     “Quick get the controls!” The captain was still on the ground.

 

From the ground, the plane looked stable but from the inside, the pilots struggled immensely to keep it steady. As the second pilot unexpectedly took the seat and drove, there again another spark of black fumes thumped into the window leaving the plane to act like a boat. It was then people from below could see the course of the plane was unusual. The image of living corpses blinded his vision with their fumes seeping through the seams of glass. He smacked a button that triggered the red lights on the plane activating emergency mode before the black fumes steamed into his eyes and punched him into his death.  

 

     “This is the captain of the control room, can you hear me,” he said into the radio, “we have a man down” he reported.

 

More and more corpses emerged from the clouds above and coated the entire plane. It rocked to the left drastically and tilted to the right moments after. People rummaged through their things trying to undo their seat belts under the pressure or being in the middle of an invasion. They jumped from their seats and when the flight attendant announced for everyone to stay calm, words were not working.

 

     “What’s happening?!”

     “Are we gonna crash?”

     “Please everyone, can you sit back down,” the pilot attendants rushed out of their seats to warn passengers if they stand up and don't stay still, it will put them in more danger.  

 

Then a tannoy came through from the pilot, the one who was still conscious. 

 

     “Attention all passengers, this is your captain speaking, please remind seating at all times… ” the pilot was shaking but he attempted to keep it professional and calm as this has never happened before therefore not knowing what to say, “... I will assure you we will land safely, please do not move around as it interrupts with the balance of the plane.”

 

Not a single person stayed calm. The captain immediately radioed the airport and tried to keep the plane in the air as stable as possible before he drove it closer to the ground for landing. To some luck, many of the corpses become shredded bones as they clatter through the engines below the wings. Live reports build upon the airport control centre, and outside the building struggling to define the chaotic change in the event. Ground controls send through a pile of instructors for what can be a safe landing if done right. And if it wasn’t enough, the incident was on full display from below.

 

     “Do I do something? I can’t do anything about this one, it’s up in the air- I can but everyone's watching.” Venas separated herself from the busy eyes stuck upon the scene in fear. Shaken

     “Captain, it’s too late to land on your original route, we’re gonna have to take a different route,” across the muffled radios, the airport control team quickly demanded an arrangement for the captain to make emergency landings at a different location.

     “Copy that, but we h-h-have to hurry, I don't think I can hold on much longer!” 

 

He sped the plane pocketing every piece of communicated instructions and muffling through the speakers. Like the pilot, no one on the plane was calm, how could they be calm? 

 

Tension steamed within the airport entrance when the sound of ear-bleeding sirens flashed onto the street. White cars printed in yellow and blue checkered patterns stormed past the entrance and continued straight into the location of the altered landing. One after the other, soon came to a unique sports car with four rings racing behind them, a white vehicle with black windows, black seats, a digital set of keys and bottoms immersing the steering wheel and a blue and white robot as the passenger. The robot analyzed the area’s very space and the person inside the building and spotted someone with a highly developed analyzing system. 

 

     “Armsward to sergeant Richard, we’ll need the airforce for this to get people off the plane if anything goes wrong,” he radioed

     “Copy that, they’re on their way, we’re heading straight for the runway, meet us there.”

     “Dr Armsward, Miss Xoular is in that airport,” Cyber reported.

     “Say what now?” Armsward was too focused on the road, he needed Cyber to repeat.

     “I said, Venas Xoular is in that building we just passed.”

     “Really? We could use it with her hands,” he abruptly took a right turn, a private entrance granted to workers. “If it really is Venas in that building, I need you to get her to come here without drawing any attention,” he pushed the brakes firmly behind where the police cars had stopped as his car shielded him with his robotic armour before stepping out of the vehicle.

 

Cyber took his own route, climbing into the back of the car, and opening the boot from the inside. From the boot, he released a small drone bot, with a round golf ball-sized body and wings like an aeroplane. The programme inside the mini bot was connected to a coding system in Armsward's laptop which he used to give it instructions. 

 

     “Find Venas Xoular,” the bot repeated, “and bring her here without drawing attention.”

 

It flew away with its camera as eyes connected to the laptop whilst Armsward stepped closer to the runway as the plane approached, shaking its way towards the runway. There was a thump on top of the plane’s body that released the captain from the stress of the shakiness but the pilot behind, suddenly opened his eyes after an Oracle appeared on his forehead, there was no sign of white in his eyes but black all over. Suddenly, one by one, all the corpses became silent and the plane became more steady as it lowered bit by bit. 

 

     “Come on… I can do this… just- just don’t look back- I’m not gonna fall, I am not going to fall,” Venas said to herself, her feet magically stuck to the plane as she felt one suddenly move can send her skydiving off the plane, “just focus on the monsters, easier said than done when you’re fifty thousand feet in the sky,” she exaggerated before executed a corpse who tried it’s lucky with knocking her over. She burned each one as they rained their bones to the ground. 

 

The captain fell too focused on the runway and the system controls that he missed his colleague walking out the door and into the body where passengers could see him. He stared at them with his haunted black eyes and unhatched the main door to the plan. Immediately, all the flight attendants rushed over in fear.

 

     “What’re you doing, you mustn’t open the door,” she warned.

 

He didn’t reply in speech, instead, he blasted her with a force of black flames, the same way as the other living corpse killed. She thumped onto the floor, burning from the skin on her face, her chest, her arms to the bone and charred into death. Aunty Ma covered Lain Yi’s eyes. The pilot glanced at the other flight attendants with the look of “who would like to be next?” no one moved, they froze in horror. With one blast of sparks, the door flew off its hinges and skydived into the air. The wind stormed into the plane disruptively. Everyone shuffled to the back of the plane, pulling themselves away from the force of the wind that wanted to take them with it like the lady on the floor who was slid out the open doorway and dropped to the ground. 

 

     “Armsward, something just fell out of the plane,” radioed one of the police.

     “It… it looks like a woman… and a man is climbing the plane,” another police officer pointed.

     “The plane door’s open… and there’s two people on top of the plane.”

     

 

The flight attendant splat on the runway. Armsward walked over to take a look and the face he made under his helmet expressed disgust and concerns at the same time. 

 

     “This is Armsward speaking,” he switched on his communicator, “this one’s obviously dead but the markings on her body are the exact same as the victims from the nights before, I believe if we get this plane to land safely, we will find the culprit.”

 

He then switched her radio signals and connected to Venas through the small android Cyber activated, it was in her pocket.

 

     “Xoular, whoever is on the top of the plane with you, we need him alive.”

     “I think he’s the pilot,” her words fought with a strong gust.

 

Venas burned all the corpses like the way they burned all their victims until the undead pilot appeared in front of her, setting his eyes upon her masked face and her black hair ruffling in the wind. She left him unharmed when the oracle on his forehead reflected into her eyes.

 

     “He’s already dead Sir!”

     “What! What do you mean he’s dead?!?”

     “I’ll explain it when we get down!”

 

The plane finally touched the runway as the wheels gradually slowed down. With a swift moment of Venas’s hands, she popped the oracle out of the pilot's head and lifted him with a levitation cast, landing him on the ground in front of Armsward. He took a closer look, at the dent on his forehead with veins of blood, his young, wrinkled skin after not even an hour of being dead and his messy uniform. After five minutes of driving on the runway, the plane made a safe landing. Anxiety turned to relief. The flight was over. Venas, who remained where she was, felt the most relief than anyone else on-site, hands on her forehead, she brushed back her hair and fell knees on the surface to catch her breath, there wasn’t much she had done but collect oracles from the corpses to let them die again. 

 

Settled and calm, the stairs were wheeled by trucks connected to the doorways as the passengers finally unboarded and headed into the airport. Venas bravely jumped down and tumbled on the concrete, walking past Aunty Ma and Lian Yi on her way to talk to Armsward. Lian Yi slid the handle out from her carry on and when she looked up, she saw Venas from the side with her white mask on her face. Venas was too fixated on the current event, she didn’t think to look for Lian Yi, even if she did, she wouldn’t be able to take her home right now. She promptly waved hello to Armsward, with deep breaths in and out with her hands stuck to her knees. Yes, it’s not every day you get to experience walking on top of a moving plane.

 

     “You did well,” he praised.

     “If by well- you mean…” she took a breath in, “nearly slipping off the plane and seeing the light- then thank you.”

     “We can skip the hellos- long time no sees- what in the flying heavens was that- you said that this man was dead when I just saw with my own two eyes that he was walking on top of that plane like a living man?!?” he stated his views pointing his finger at the sky.

 

Venas glanced down at the pilot, the dead pilot with the dent in his head and didn’t know where to start. That’s right, Armsward knew nothing about these hungry demons that kill for Oracles. What would her explanation sound like to him if she opened up? It would sound outrageous. She handed Armsward the jewel. He examined what seemed to be an ordinary jewel and held it against the light to see if it made any difference. He didn’t think that Venas giving him a jewel would be part of answering his question

 

     “This is what kept him alive after he died,” 

     “This? You’re telling me that this kept him alive?”

 

She simply nodded the truth.

 

     “And… those flying black skeletons are living corpses, what they all have in common is having this one of these on their forehead after they die.”

 

The police naturally questioned Armsward about who Venas was and wanted to interview her for investigation but he excused her.

 

     “She’s my apprentice,” he lied, “whenever I need help, she’s there to assist.”

     “Ah I see, very brave young lady,” the officer praised. 

 

Armsward turned to Venas to have one last word with her.

 

     “Since you’re here already I may as well tell you now- you may already be aware that many people are dying from the attacks of what I know now, living corpses- before, they’re always attacked at night time so we never went to the bottom of who they were or what they were- I know there’s probably something else that you’re not telling me since you knew exactly what these things were and how to kill them.”

 

He reached his hand into the pocket of her jacket and popped out the little flying robot that Cyber sent out.

 

     “I want you to keep this, his name is Gadget, I’ll contact you whenever things in London get worse.”

     “Me, why me?”

     “Miss Xoular, you’ve stopped an entire building from collapsing and controlled a blue serpent monster that froze the whole city. I think you are far more than capable… you must be here to collect someone unless you predicted that we were having a plane attack.”

     “I am,” she suddenly forgot that she had a little sister to take home, “my little sister, I need to take her home, I’ll see you later.”

    “I’ll be in touch with you through Gadget,” Armsward waved.

    “Okay.”

 

To a place where no cameras were present, with a flick of her hands, her clothes changed once and she rushed to the pick-up point to find Aunty Ma and Lian Yi who both appeared from the automatic glass doors with their bags. She had black like her sister, short and split into two tails, large, brown beady eyes, she would always eat fish eyes every time there was a whole fish served at dinner. Venas intended to put what just happened behind and pull on a warm smile. They said their hellos and when her eyes met her sister, she didn’t know what to say or how to react. What do you do when meeting a relative after four years of no contact? To ease the awkwardness, she searched for her luggage that may or may not have been jumbled up recklessly in the plane, eyes on the conveyor belts as it travelled around, taking suitcases for a steady ride. It was a black irregular-shaped bag like something that came out of a murder scene. Wrapped with a string like a piece of pork belly.

What in the world is this? Venas thought. It was full of items that her aunty in China had packed for her and it was expectedly overweight. She took Lian Yi with her to the underground saying her goodbyes to Aunty Ma and soon made it home, her arms sore from carrying her sister’s bag.

 

     “You’re here, not hurt anywhere are you, I saw it on the news and realized that it was your flight,” her mum said to Lian as if Venas was invisible but it was expected, Venas knew a lot of people were watching her back there but she was masked.

 

She carried the bag up the stairs one last time and settled into her room which also became Lian Yi’s room. Venas always shared a bedroom with her mum but when Lian Yi finally arrived, Mum moved to another room which they use as storage. The room also had a bed. She had done some cleaning and went straight back to work leaving the two girls upstairs. 

It was soon five-fifty on the clock as she ate food from the hunger she gained within the many hours of being out. Who wouldn’t get hungry after a fight scene with deadly corpses on top of a moving plane? She started reading a comic When Lian Yi unpacked her things to reveal a set of Chinese comics. She flicked through the pictures as Lian started giving her a few snacks she bought out from China, perfect for her rumbling tummy. Nothing important really crossed her mind until she looked at the clock in the living room and suddenly remembered that she was meant to be somewhere at six o’clock when six o’clock was right now.

 

     “No no no, how can I forget, she put the snacks in her pockets, grabbed her phone, popped her shoes back on and rushed out the door after telling Lian Yi if she needed anything, just go downstairs to the takeaway where mum was working and gave her the spare keys. “I’m going to watch a movie so tell her I’ll be back in two or so hours.”

     “Okay,” she replied.

 

Markcas was waiting outside the ticket desk for Venas but there was no sign of her anywhere for the ten minutes of waiting. It was already six o’clock and he assumed that she was in a traffic jam or something. The cinema at Eureka Park was rather big, with a mirrored ceiling, sparkly black floors that reflect and large screens on many corners of the main hall. Most of them screened trailers but one of the screens is today’s biggest topic of discussion. The chaotic landing of a flight from Amsterdam to England with a reporter sat at his desk talking about something that Markcas had no idea of since the audio was muted. But behind the report was wonky footage of the plane from inside the airport. Subheading displaying: Plane landing at Heathrow attacked by monsters killed off by a mysterious girl said to be Wildfire by rumours.

 

     “Wildfire? She’s wearing the same white mask,” Markcas said to himself.

 

But he didn’t think much of it and after waiting for another ten minutes, he had a feeling Venas was not going to come so he scanned his ticket and took his seat right before Venas took her entrance into the cinema. She skimmed the hall for a trace of Markcas but it didn’t look like he waited for too long. Constantly, she scanned her surroundings for him until she reached the ticket desktop and scanned the digital ticket that Markcas had given her at school. Inside was a dark corridor lit with dimmed lights and decoration of the featured movies screening within the cinema. Large letters glowing in front of screen 6 spelt out “Civil War”. The room was so dark when the screen of the trailers turned black that when she sat down, she did not see Markcas, well she saw a figure but his face was not as visible until the screen exploded in a series of bright and colourful lights. She caught herself gazing at Markcas face to face. The trailer played sparkling fireworks, crackling that soon stopped in ten seconds. 

 

     “H- hi,” she whispered.

     “You’re here,” he whispered back and smiled.

 

She sat down with him and they both enjoyed the movie together as they planned. 

 

     

 









Flame 3 ~      Missing



 

The Summer filtered a month away. Markcas arrived home from school, he chucked his bag into the corner of his room and hooked his blazer behind his door before he refreshed himself. He bounced to his desk and looked up at the sword displayed on the wall. Sealed to prevent anyone’s accidental discovery that it was no toy. His friends would ask, “why do you have a sword in your room?” or “where did you get it, can I see?” 

There was a unique addition to the cover that would always make him smile whenever he looked at it. A jade embellished tassel with blue strings. A gift from Venas when they came out of the cinema. He flicked the pages of his textbook to complete his homework but distractions kept wandering into his head luring him away from his paper. Meanwhile, Venas had skimmed through her papers and finished all the work set by her science teacher before it was time for her to hop into her Mum’s car and collect Lian Yi from school. Every weekday, it would be the same routine: Venas going to school, coming home at two-thirty and going to collect Lian Yi at three-thirty. Lately, communicating with Lian Yi as a big sister wasn’t some simple task she could master overnight. It has only been one month since she came to England and Venas was already so close to losing her patience with her. In her mind, she’s always saying “I’m the older sister, I must be sensible,” but simultaneously, she thinks that their personalities are the complete opposite and coming from a Chinese household raised in China, Venas finds her very hard to tolerate. She’s rude, lazy, hates sport or anything to do with being active and her habits didn’t flow with what Venas call “normal”. But she means things that are seen as normal in England and nothing from China seemed normal in England. And one more thing… little sisters are always copycats, she would copy things Venas would do and things that her mum buys for her when they shop and Lian Yi would want one too. She would sit in her bed and play with her tablet until Venas went to sleep. It’s not something to catch up on at first but once this happens every day, you can see how annoying it would become especially when Lian Yi refused to turn off the lights. Lian Yi was closer to the lights so it was more convenient. Venas even asked her nicely to turn off the lights but Lian Yi would refuse every night until Venas found the need to shout, “Why? It’s a simple task, I asked you to turn off the lights because you’re closer to it!” Lian Yi would still refuse, start crying and say, “Why are you so mean to me like that?” Venas would reply with a rhetorical, “What?” She gave in and tucked into bed thinking that she should just turn the lights off herself with her magic and it doesn’t even matter if it scared Lian Yi because all she wanted was a dark atmosphere to sleep in. Once Venas fell asleep, Lian was still awake with her large, bulging eyes staring at the books she laid on her bedside as mum walked in.

 

     “Why are the lights still turned on?” she asked quietly assuming Venas was already asleep.

     “Because she wouldn’t turn it off,” Lian Yi whined.

     “Alright, just go to sleep, it’s getting late.” She switched off the lights and gently closed the door. 

 

Venas always attempts to fall asleep first every night so that she can have a better slumber before Lian Yi starts to snore. She found out that Lian Yi snores a week into sharing her room. She is more grateful that they only share a room and not the same bed. But some nights, her snores would grow until she woke poor Venas up in the middle of the night. No matter how loud it gets, Petal was never able to hear it when she sleeps inside her Oracle that Venas puts by her pillow. She looked at Oracle.

 

     “Gosh, I wish I was in there.” She covered her ears with her pillows but the results stayed the same. Another thought ran into her mind, “so this is what it’s like having a little sister, people were right able evil little devils.”

 

At times, she had switched the lights off with her magic and it did scare the living lights out of Lian Yi when it happened not once but three nights in a row and eventually taught her a little lesson about what would happen if she doesn’t switch them off herself, a ghost would do it for her as she thought in her head. Ghosts aren’t real but her little mind thought they might be real now.

 

One day, she sat on an empty curry bucket at the back of the takeaway kitchen eating a quick dinner that her mum cooked up after getting home from school. Her mum would always be standing at the fryer, placing handfuls of raw prawn crackers into the bubbling oil. 3, 2, 1, they rise to the surface and expand into crunchy white crackers left aside with the rest to cool down. She left the rest to the other chefs in the kitchen when she glanced at the clock above the door frame. Venas took her mum’s car keys and hopped in waiting for her mum to come out. When her Mum turned the engine on, the air conditioner immediately switched on to cool down the stuffy air. The monitor on the car indicated that today was twenty-three degrees. For the past two weeks, England has entered summer mode but it wasn’t as enjoyable when Venas was at school where buildings were black and had no air-conditioning. Her school uniform did not help with the stuffiness therefore she would get changed straight after coming home.

 

The school playground was fun and colourful, there was one for the older children and one made for toddlers by the back doors of the year one and year two classrooms. The building curved around the playground and the classroom doors were aligned from the oldest to the youngest. Lian Yi was in year six, her classroom being at the far end. Although today was a little bit different from the rest. When almost all the other children had left with their parents, Venas found that it was odd not having Lian Yi in sight by now, maybe she was in the toilet or she’s lost something and she was looking for it right now or maybe she got hurt and is being treated right now. To avoid the image of tumbling wheat rolling across the playground, Venas entered her sister’s classroom and saw Lian Yi’s teacher, Mrs Mory and principal, Mrs Ward arched over the small table where Lian Yi sat. Lian Yi had her head wrapped in her arms flat on the table. Instead of asking, Venas waited for the teachers to explain to her what was happening.

 

     “Venas you’re here,” said Mrs Ward.

     “Hi,” she smiled.

     “We have a bit of an issue here, Lian Yi’s been like this for two hours.”

     “Like?”

     “She never speaks in class but this time, we don’t know what's wrong with her, she’s not replying to us or telling us what she wants, the other girls also tried to talk to her but she still isn’t talking,” Mrs Ward explained promptly.

     “Two hours?” Venas repeated.

     “Yes, two hours, she hasn’t been participating in class- we’ve been using flash cards to try and communicate with her, we asked her if she needed the toilet, or if she’s hungry but she’s not saying anything.”

 

She showed Venas the flashcards from a little folder with illustrations on each of them with the matching English word underneath them. 

 

     “We understand that English is not her first language which is why we have these flashcards for her - we’re trying our best to communicate with her but if this goes on, we can’t really do anything about it, is it Cantonese that you speak or Mandarin?” 

     “We speak Mandarin?”

She asked Venas to have a word with Lian Yi in their native language to find out why she’s not been responding to the teachers.

 

     “Why aren’t you saying anything to the teachers, they’ve told me you’ve been like this for two hours?” 

 

But Lian Yi looked at her big sister with a frown and glared at the floor with disrespect.

 

     “You can tell me, the teachers won’t blame you, they won’t be mad, remember they’re not as strict as the teachers back home,” she encouraged. 

    “They w- l-m-g-t-t-t,” she muttered miserably.

    “They what?”

    “They won’t let m- l-g- t-t-t.”

    “Sis, you’re gonna have to say that again, just a bit louder.”

    “I said they won’t let me go to the toilet,” she crossed her arms.

    “What, but they showed you a flashcard with the picture of a toilet on it and asked you if you needed the toilet, look,” she swept through the cards on the table, “see, this one right here… toilet- they asked you, do you want the toilet with this card.” 

   “No they didn’t,” she denied and started crying.

   “What- no- don’t cry, you’re making it look as if I said something to upset you.”

   “Is everything alright?” Mrs Ward jumped in.

   “Umm, she said that you wouldn’t let her… go to the toilet- which I know you have, I was trying to tell her that you did.”

   “We did use the flashcards, I don’t know what we did for her not to understand her, and the thing is, if she really needed it, she should’ve stood up to go.”

     “I know there aren’t any teachers that speak mandarin, are there any other Chinese students in the school?” Venas asked.

     “We do have one but unfortunately she’s in year two, still learning her English like Lian Yi is, well if she needs the toilet then, she is more than welcome to go any time to avoid this from happening again.”

     “Did you hear that, you can go,” Venas said in Mandarin

 

Lian Yi then got out of her seat and walked slowly to the toilet. 

 

     “I’m… so sorry about this,” Venas apologized sincerely. 

     “No, not at all but has she always been like this or is it just the new school she’s not coping with?”

     “Umm, this is actually… quite normal, I’ll just take her home and let mum talk to her.”

     “We think it may be a mental issue rather than a language barrier because she knows what toilet is in English and we showed her a picture of a toilet… the reason we’re saying this is because, throughout the day, she doesn’t seem very happy and when we have activities, she neer takes part, say for example the during P.E. She always sits out, not being very interactive and when other students tell her to join them, she rejects them. It might be a good idea to discuss this with your mum if possible,” she suggested kindly with genuine concerns for Lian Yi’s wellbeing.

    “We’ll chat with her later, again I’m so sorry about this, my mum is in a bit of a hurry so I’ll have to go now, Lian Yi, come on, I got your stuff- say goodbye to the teachers,” she said in English because she knows that Lian Yi is capable of understanding simple English but she did not say bye or wave at all and stormed out the classroom first.

     “I’m sorry for the trouble,” she said one last time and ran after her sister who went straight for the car without saying a word to Venas. She dropped Lian Yi’s things in the back seat and jumped into the front seat.

     “What took you so long?” Her mother questioned impatiently as she was in a tiny bit of a hurry. Venas glanced at the clock displayed on the car's monitor whilst clicking in her seatbelt. It has been half an hour when a pickup should only take five minutes. Venas briefly explained everything in the span of a minute and she was not very happy about it. In fact, her mum raised her voice and raged her inner thoughts at Lian Yi who sat behind her of how stupid she was not to get up and go to the toilet and even not understand the simple word in the first place. It’s not like schools in China don’t teach English because they do, therefore she should know the basics but in denial, Lian Yi talked back to her mother, something that Venas would never do because it causes a longer lecture. She didn’t have time for this, as soon as she parked the car, she made a route for the kitchen to prepare the takeaway food whilst Lian Yi dried her endless tears with her wet sleeves then with a tissue Venas handed her. Without a word, Lian Yi abruptly threw the tissue on the concrete floors before slamming the door behind her. Venas did not want to talk to her or cheer her up, she doesn’t like to be around people who spread negative emotions as Lian Yi did. She’d rather be in a positive mood every day to benefit her well-being. But what could she do? Her bond with Lian Yi wasn’t very strong as only felt like she met her last month so she avoided going into her room all-day and went outside for the fresh summer air.

 

     “Really, she said that?” Markcas repeated, playing with the grass he was sitting on.

     “She implied my sister might need therapy, basically, yes,” Venas fiddled with the daisies she sat next to. She and Markcas relaxed on the field of grass near the cinema, it was on top of a hill behind Eureka park and there were plenty of butterflies fluttering around searching for bright colours to land on.

     “Maybe it’ll actually help, even if she doesn’t it would help her open up a bit more.”

     “Really? My mum doesn’t believe in therapy, it’s probably expensive too, I mean I don’t know anything about therapy, when this guy at school told me he had depression, I thought he was talking about emotions but now I know,” she confessed.

     “It’s a really strong topic, there’s not too much to worry about, you’ll be fine, maybe she needs a bit more time to familiarize herself with England and the new school.”

     “She’s coming to Pillar in September,” she added.

     “Oh right, year six, last year, Oscar’s only two years below me.”

     “What’s he like, annoying?”

     “Not just annoying, I do question him sometimes… but mentally, he’s fine- goes out playing football with his friend quite often,” Markcas laid on his side amongst a thick patch of grass and noticed how it’s not damaged from lots of people threading on it, “I don’t remember there being this much grass… and since when do we have butterflies like those flying around?” 

     “It’s my comfort spell.”

     “Comfort spell?”

 

He paused as the old and rusty playground was gradually transforming into a brand new and all the colours on the swings and slides were renewed. On the left, was a forest-like path that led towards their school, all the muddy was set aside leaving the concrete nice and spotless and butterflies of all colours fluttered from newly bloomed flowers that were never there before. Purple, red, pink blue and green, all the leaves, free from caterpillar bits and other bugs. The trees too, green new juicy green leaves behind them. Robins and magpies started flying in, a comforting spell indeed and summer it felt like. In the middle of July, never had anyone seen Ashford so fresh and enchanting. 

 

     “They’ll stay there until they start to die and wither,” her voice became withered itself, it’s like dealing with her sister’s problems reminded her of what life was like when she was younger and those were not happy memories. After discovering her powers to create magic, she created this comfort spell, to cheer herself up, to have something soothing to look at. She adored butterflies, there was more of that than all the birds. Markcas gazed at her backside as he laid down on the grass.

 

Summer holidays soon came up on the calendar and it was the last day of school. After this, Venas would have to say goodbye to Ashford for a little while and head off to London where she’ll collaborate on investigations with Armsward. It’ll be like a mission, a piece of experience to take away from the summer. Venas sat down in the canteen ready to have some lunch when she realized she recklessly left her Oracle behind, she virtually searched her room whilst she was still at school by sending Gadget to fly home and search for it under photo identification and voice order. It was never like Venas to forget her Oracle, she had never left it at home before. A surge of panic rushed through her mind as she was eager for the school day to end right here right now.

 

     “Come on, where are you…” she ensured and searched through her bag, every pocket, every corner, her blazer pockets, her trouser pockets, she researched her bag again just in case she missed it but it wasn’t there. 

 

The frightening thing is that she doesn’t know what would happen to her if she was away from her Oracle for too long. Would it do anything to her or was she overthinking? The only thing that ran through her mind right now was that Petal is that Oracle and if it’s scratched or damaged in any way, Venas’s life will be in danger. Gadget soared into her room, flipped over her pillow, under the bed, scanned behind the bed, shelves, wardrobe, on her desktop and dived into her other bags. Suddenly, he rolled on the table and tucked his wings into his body, holding in his imaginary breath when he heard Venas’s mum walk in, opening the window and leaving soon after. 

 

     “I thought I heard something,” she said to herself.

 

Gadget buzzed his metal wings around the living room and the kitchen and even checked in the fridge- found that it cooled down his heated circuits. Five more minutes, he thought but he kept searching until there was nowhere else he could look and returned to school ten minutes later shaking his little body. She panicked even more when she remembered one more important piece of information. Once her Oracle leaves her side, the protection spell on it breaks and will be detectable with a dark crystal, roughly but not fully finding out who the holder of the jewel is. “What do I do?” Firstly, she hunted the school for the only person she can share the problem with. He was outside the canteen where he usually was every lunchtime with his group of friends so it wasn’t hard to find him. 

     “What’s wrong?” he felt a tug on his sleeve.

 

She gestured with her eyes that she wanted to talk to him.

 

     “I’ll see you guys in a bit,” he said to the guys who had different interpretations of why Venas pulled him out of the chat.

     

     “Markcas!” 

     “Yes, I’m here.”

     “I may have a yet small but big problem… I can’t find my Oracle,” she spoke quietly amongst the canteen chatters.

     “You can’t find your what? You lost it!?! Wait, when- when did you last see it?”

     “It was on my bed in the morning, I always put it under my pillow every night.”

     “Well, it might’ve slipped under the bed.”

     “I’ve checked.”

     “If you had it last night then it mustn’t be far, you’d be in trouble if you dropped it, your life depends on that thing,” and Markcas was not exaggerating. Her life and his life both depend on their Oracles, if they’re shattered, they’d fall to their deaths.

     “I don’t know what to do,” Venas did feel like crying her worries out.

     “Don’t, don’t panic.”

     “But that’s all I’m doing,” she squeezed his arm tighter.

     “You’ve checked all your pockets?”

     “I’ve checked!”

     “Bag?”

     “Yes, Markcas I’ve checked everywhere!”

     “Trace your steps- what about you sister?”

     “Yeah, what about her?”

     “Does she happen to like jewellery?”

     “I don’t know, maybe.”

     “Little girls love jewellery, she probably thinks it’s a toy and took it with her to school,” he thought. His thoughts did remind Venas of a moment at home when Lian asked her mum if she could buy her a necklace like the one Venas wears every day. But when she said she didn’t know where the necklace was from Lian Yi asked if she could just have Venas’s one but Venas refused to even let Lian Yi touch it. It didn’t matter how angry her mum was, she would never let Lian Yi take it as it would endanger her life. But to them, it was just some necklace you can probably buy in the stores, little do they know, it wasn’t. Venas explained to Markcas what happened.

     “You’re right, she might actually have it.”

     “Your sister having it is both a good thing and a bad thing.”

     “She has a half-day so she’s probably home by now.” 

     “We’re able to leave early today you know, there isn’t much to do here so we can just go look for it, how about after the assembly after lunch?”

     “Okay… umm.”

     “I know it’s tough but in the meantime, you need to calm down, do you keep the Jade Dragon sword in there or is it just Petal?” He suddenly mentioned thinking it was a very important question.

     “I haven’t touched it in ages but no, even if it was in there, no one can take it out but me.”

     “Forget I asked, just calm down, come on,” he took her shaking hand and headed for the assembly hall for the end-of-year talk.

 

His friends, settled in their seats, spotted Markcas coming in through the crowd with Venas chained after him looking nervous and not calm at all. Throughout the entire assembly, she did not pay attention. She fiddled with her blazer and set her eyes anywhere but the projector above the stage. She struggled to stay patient for the thirty-minute assembly that stretched to what might as well have been two hours. But her hopes were drowned when she arrived home not seeing Lian Yi in her room or anywhere in the flat or the takeaway and Mum wasn’t there either. She asked the other chefs where Mum was and they said she wasn’t bad at picking Lian Yi up from school. She looked at the clock and thought it’s been an hour since her half-day, she should’ve been back by now. Markcas was waiting outside and raised his head when Venas came out with her phone stuck to her ear.

 

     “Mum, where are you?”

     “I’m at your sister’s school,” she replied with a sobbing tone to her voice, “we can’t find her anywhere.”

     “What do you mean you can’t find her anywhere?”

Markcas didn’t like the sound of this, Venas pulled her phone from her ear and covered the speaker with her hand.

 

     “Mum says she’s missing.”

 

Plenty of children were still wandering the school grounds playing with their friends under their parents’ supervision. One even bumped into the legs of the police who was trying so hard not to run any of them over whilst on his way into the year six’s classroom to join his colleague who was already engaged with Venas’s Mother and Lian Yi’s teachers discussing when they last saw her and whether or not she left the building today. Standard investigation questions tumbled out of the officer's mouth one by one as his answers ended up on a file for a missing child. Usually, you would need twenty-four hours before filing a missing person but the police were here now as they quickly discovered that it wasn’t as simple as the word “Missing”.It didn’t matter how annoying Lian Yi was, Venas still wanted to participate in a thorough search for her lost sister. And Markcas listened in on the adults’ conversation with one earphone each connected to her laptop on a bench by the park where butterflies would often perch on the wooden bench table. Venas connected an app to Gadget on her device to hear what the police were talking about as Gadget perched between the bookshelves in the classroom. On the screen of Venas’s laptop visualized Gadget’s point of view from a rather high angle. 

 

     “Gadget will be able to record anything he sees so we can keep it as evidence,” she said as she clicked the red square at the bottom of the screen. It displayed: Initiating record function. 

 

There were lots of words initiated within this tight conversation that Venas may or may not have had some difficulties keeping up with the context. Her mum started to sob and the teachers handed her a tissue. 

 

     “Now they’re talking about the CCTV, wouldn’t that be the first thing they’d check?” Venas turned on her mic which was attached to Markcas’s side. She lent towards him as he felt his hair tingle. “Gadget, follow them.” 

 

Without a sound, Gadget trailed behind them into the corridor and soared into the gap of the closing door as they entered the control room where a line of screens monitored over the seats. The adults conversed quietly trying to find the correct footage.

 

     “What’re they saying?” Markcas questioned.

     “They’re looking for footage.”

    

     “Check camera CC11 to CC17, the playground,” said one of the CCTV managers. “CC3, the reception, that’s when she gets to school.”

     “She’s right there and the corridor cameras?” Officer requested as he noted down all the times of where Lian Yi was and the exact time: “Eight forty-five, she enters the school gates… up until lunch time, she’s still in the building at twelve fifteen until she goes into the toilet… moving forwards into the footage, she never came out of the toilet,” he summarized.

 

Venas became more engaged. They flipped through every second of today’s recordings revealing no evidence of Lian Yi ever walking out of the bathroom. The Officers then investigated the toilets.

 

     “Mum would always say she spends too much time in the toilet but this is a bit much,” Venas said.

     “But she's not even in there,” Markcas pointed.

     “Wait, Gadget, fly back now, we’ll look at the footage closely from here,” she said into the mic. She then realized how close she was to Markcas when she needed to use the mic. “Sorry,” she unplugged her earphone and left it hanging whilst the other one was still in his ear. 

Is that all you have to say? He thought and unplugged his earphone, setting them on the table. 

     “They’ve already been in there for another hour looking at the CCTV, we have enough to look at from what Gadget recorded, when he gets here, can you plug this into him?'' She handed him  a white miniature cable attached to a power bank.

     “What is it?”

     “He needs to charge- I haven’t charged him since last week,” she said observing the Gadget’s recordings whilst Markcas gives the mini power bank a closer look.

    “It shows here that no one suspect entered the building during these hours,” she mumbled.

 

She rewinded the video back and forth, picking up a few pieces of detail that may be important, one being a red shiny thing in Lian Yi’s hand when she was at her table during lunchtime. 

 

     “You see that she did take my Oracle,” she tapped Markcas on the shoulder. “She couldn’t have escaped through the window, they were all high up.”

     “Or maybe the Oracle turned her invisible so we can’t see her,” Markcas suggested recklessly. Venas stared at him with an are-you-serious look. 

     “You’d have to know a spell to make you invisible- Oracles don’t perform spells by themselves.”

     “Oh, right.”

     “I’ve seen in scrolls that a dark crystal, the one that Tao Shi has… well, can help you detect who owns the oracle that they’re searching for, but the image it shows is not clear. Oracles of people who practice magic, they put a protection spell on them, you know to prevent them from being hunted down. My Oracle has been away from me for way too long so the protection spell probably faded.”

     “Oh, I haven’t done one,” Markcas realized.

     “I did one on me just in case, that’s how Tao Shi broke into Ashford and found me.”

     “How do you know this? Now the attack makes more sense.”

     “I read a lot of books and scrolls when I was in Ervanna, instead of finding how to get home, I found a lot of other stuff too.”

     “We never did find out how we got back but I do remember how I got to Ervanna in the first place,” he confessed.

     “How?”

     “It was Kasey, he pushed me into one so he must’ve been the one that made it,” he pointed.

     “Kasey, I think I remember you saying.”

 

A range of concepts dived in and out of her head brainstorming useful, more realistic answers and throwing out the bad ones. Setting examples of what might’ve happened in the toilet after Lian Yi went in. Venas ensured that when she walked in, she was still wearing her precious Oracle. Although it was very difficult to spot from the awkward camera angle, Lian Yi was wearing the necklace. After Gadget returned, an idea sparked as she kept scrolling back and forth on the video. Markcas carefully removed the silicon cover on Gadget’s back and clicked him to the power bank. He struggled to assist Venas who soon buried her head under her arms on the table as a butterfly landed on her hair. Orange, bright as the flames in her eyes and black to the pupil spotted with white patterns.

 

     “I can’t believe she has my Oracle and we don’t know where she is,”

     “We’ll figure something out, maybe the Police will find her soon,” Markcas reassured.

     “Unless they manage to find evidence, I doubt this is a problem police can solve, they can’t do anything, especially if it involves the Oracle,” she blabbed.

     “And where there’s Oracles, there’s magic,” he trailed.

 

A burst of Silence filtered the air. The remainder of her last final thoughts stored itself away as the next topic of discussion made its way to the front and reminded Venas that she had something else to do today. Just as that happened, Gadget beeped.

 

     “Reminder, train at five thirty-sixty- train at five thirty-sixty to St. Pancras International,” he repeated 3 times.

     “That scared the soul out of me- St. Pancras? What’d you need to do in London?” Markcas questioned curious, hands to his heart.

     “Ummmm… Summer camp,” she lied, “I need to go soon, I told Mum I’m off to do work experience for the summer,” she briefly explained. 

     “Oh okay, take it easy,” he said.

 

But Markcas did tell her that if she needs his help, he is open to being of assistance with the sister's situation. Venas did feel awful for needing to leave whilst Mum was worried sick about her sister’s absence. She had packed yesterday and her bag was in her pocket using the shrinking spell that she’s used before on her previous train trips. In her possession always included the collection of Oracles, when her eye laid them, a spark flew over her head bringing an idea into view. The idea was effective but terrible at the same time as it involved making a dark crystal of her own. If she really did create a dark crystal, it’d be able to track her Oracle but the guilt of even thinking about it haunted her. Shadow magic like this would be like breaking the law of magic.  
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27th July 2016

Armsward Industrial Technology, London

 

Through the automatic glass doors past a line of security guards in black, armed with radios, a stunning hall raised with natural sunlight as it enters the building through giant windows to the reception table reflected on the shiny and glittery floors. It led to a line of gates as a crazy storm of workers who entered swiped their employee identity cards on the scanners and walked through. The elevators they stepped into group by group extended ten floors high, on every floor, artificial intelligence roamed the company from smart furniture to model robots in testing. More androids like Gadget flew from lab to lab and a few like Cyber walked from here to there. Along with tens of Cyber, plenty of employees filled the corridors and didn’t have time to have lunch as some had half-bitten sandwiches by their desktops and next to their stacks of unfinished assignments.

     “As we proceed, we see these altered mechanisms used to hold the structure of the android together, they act as a skeleton to keep these pieces here in place…”

     “Moving on, model C01 needs reinforcing, it’s not strong enough to last…”

     “You need to put this on record, everything needs to be stored in a file…”

     “Ma’am, where can I get the blueprint of this project here?” A younger robotics engineer asked her supervisor in the middle of a jammed science lab rushing with mechanical projects and developing models.

     “You will need to ask Dr Armsward for those, we don’t have them since it’s a rather new project.”

     “Okay,” she made her way past a lab of robots, some half-built, some with just their skeletons and some coated with shiny white metal ready for testing.

 

 SWISH as she passed at least fourteen doors to get to Armsward’s office on the top floor. Out of a sci-fi movie, his office door responded in speech.

 

     “Hello, how may I help,” in a robotic tone.

     “Uh hi- yes- I’m here for the blueprints for the um- new assignment on our first mechanical pets, they uh haven’t been given to us yet,” she answered nervously.

     “Come in,” shouted Armsward from her desk as the door released and slid open by itself.

 

The first tithing in view… a soft ray of light gleaming through the windows that filled the whole room. Large windows, polished, reflective grey floors edged by Flawless creme walls lined with lines of metal files and shelves on the right and on the left, a round coffee table surrounded by three comfy grey couches. On the table was an empty teacup and a plate of bread crust. On the couch, a remote control connected to a monitor that emerges from the ceiling tiles is set with advanced mechanisms. Although something did look fishy about a piece of wall, a rectangle patch, smoother than the rest of the wall around it. Cyber unblinded his eyes and stepped out of his charging stand next to Armsward’s desk whilst he was occupied. 

 

     “Blueprints of advanced motor vehicles,” he read on the cabinet labels, “Blueprints of electric fan designs, hard drives, gadgets, computer technology, educational androids, smartphones, lights… ah, found it,” he said to himself and politely handed it over to her.

     “Thank you, I must be off now.”

 

Cyber watched her leave as the doors shut slowly. He tilted his head like a puppy and turned around and walked back to Armsward’s table.

 

     “Doctor.”

     “Yes?”

     “What is… a pet?”

     “A pet…” he finished typing his sentence on his word document, “... is a non-human friend.”

     “A non-human friend?” he processed slowly, “so am I a pet?”

     “I mean a domestic animal people like to have for their company when people are lonely and they get bored, they like having their pets around,” he said with his eyes stuck to the many monitors on his desk

     “Understood.”

 

The doors slid open as Cyber aimlessly strolled along the corridors and wandered around the labs where other androids like him are being manufactured. Like a child, he peeped over the counter, trying to see what everyone is up to with their busy lives. CLITTER CLATTER

 

     “Hi Cyber,” said one of the engineers. 

     “Hello… what is…”

     “Sorry Cyber, a bit busy right now, needs to get this just right,” she said whilst placing her eye straight on the interiors of her mechanical projects to fix the wiring.

     “Hello,” he said to another engineer who wasn’t as busy as the last one, chewing a piece of his ham sandwich whilst reading a book named “The Life of an Android”. 

     “Hey, Cyber.”

     “Do you have a pet?”

     “A pet? Yes, I do,” he continued to keep his eyes on the book.

     “Where is it, what is it?”

     “She’s a corgi, she’s at home right now or on a walk with my wife, either one,” he then took a sip of coffee.

    “What is a corgi?”

    “It’s a breed of dog.”

    “Are all pets dogs?” he continued to ask.

    “Not all, they can be cats, hamsters, birds, some people have snakes, even lizards.”

    “Understood,” he had collected enough answers to fulfill his curiosity but wanted more answers as always.

 

Cyber has come a long way under Armsward’s mechanical development to make him act more like a human than an android that asks everyone he sees survey questions. Armsward would describe it as “a working progress”. He made his way to the exit of the institution to find a pet as he told himself. How to find a pet? To his luck, there were plenty of dog walkers on the streets outside the main gate enclosing the building like a mansion. Hello, he said to almost every human who walked past until he found one sitting on a bench looking at her phone. She held a leash attached to a golden retriever walking for her owner to stand up again and start walking. 

 

     “Hello, what is your name?”

 

He waited for a response from the dog.

 

    “Her name’s Coffee,” said the owner.

    “Do pets not talk?”

    “No, animals can’t talk.”

    “Oh, noted… can I?” he reached his hand out to pet him.

    “Yes, go ahead.”

 

His metal hand stroked against Coffee’s soft coat, a nice cold touch on a hot day like today. 

 

     “Cute dog, oh.. oh no,” Coffee pounced on Cyber and began to stick her tongue on his smooth metallic face, “no-no, it’s okay.” 

 

Along the same street, Venas had been wandering the streets of West London a while before she began looking at her phone for Armsward Industrial Technology. In her hand, was a drink she bought from a cute bubble tea shop just around the corner to keep herself cool from the long journey

 

     “Can’t believe it would’ve taken me two hours to get here if I took the transport,” she rubbed her forehead with the back of her hand and brushed back her bangs. 

 

Clutters of cars and motorcycles jammed the main street where she needed to cross. Her tea was all gone by the time she set her eyes upon a skyscraper willed with windows and reflections shining from the sun. What is the living heaven, the- it’s so fancy, she said to herself as she rested on a clear view of the company building. She spotted Cyber far from the gates still petting Coffee like he was having the time of his life. Cyber looked up and noticed her too, his screen vision processed and recognised who she was. He jotted up to his feet as Coffee and her owner finally left for the rest of their walk.

 

     “Hello, Miss Xoular,” he looked up.

     “H-hi, what- why- why you out here and not in the office?”

     “I wanted to find a pet.”

     “A pet?”

     “Do you have a pet?”

     “I uh, I don’t-” Is this one of his survey questions? She thought.

     “Oh, you must get quite lonely.”

     “You have no idea,” she pulled a face, “imma get you inside, come on.”

 

Armsward finally left his office to grab a cup of coffee when he realized that calling Cyber was not going to help the beans get ground any faster. He scanned the labs on the floor between his employees saying hi to him and going in and out of rooms on a back-stretching walk but there was no trace of him anywhere. 

 

     “Spark, find Cyber,” he sipped his coffee. 

     “I believe I have what you’re looking for,” Venas caught Spark stopping in his tracks from wasting his fuel 

 

     “You look just like Gadget, you must have loads of these.”

     “Cyber found,” Spark announced.

     “Xoular, how did you get… I do have a few, Spark requires more tweaking, they’re rather robots than androids,” he cleared his throat, “since you’re here, Cyber can take you to my office and you can have a sit-down, it must've been a long train ride for you, I will be there shortly,” he then left.

 

 It was natural for Venas to wander her eyes along with the lab windows, curious about what everyone was building, more androids, she supposed. Her feet felt relaxed after sitting down at the coffee table. As hot as it was outside, the interior was nice and cool to prevent androids from overheating and causing malfunctions. Cyber places plenty of newspapers on the coffee table for Venas to read.

 

     “Doctor Armsward’s reading these all the time, maybe you’d be interested in reading them too,” he offered, “would you like coffee or tea, we have orange juice if you don’t want the intake of caffeine?” 

      “I- I'll take the orange juice thank you.”

      “I’ll be right back.”

      “Strange… androids do tend to learn, maybe he’s gotten sick of the survey questions,” she flicked open a magazine, with the cover to star Connor Armward talking about his success in the industry, latest inventions and android software foreshadowing his own mobile brand in the future. Suddenly, a stream of glitter sparked from her fingertips.

 

     “Ouch!!" The sparks soon spread and caused an immediate fire settling on the newspaper, “oh, no-no-no-no-no, fire,” before the smoke reached the fire detectors, she dismissed it with a spell but her celestial core made her sting throbbing in her palm. “That'll get worse the longer I go without my Oracle," she remembered from her training in ninchanted, she was not ready for her magic to go rogue. Silently spread through the room, apart from Gadget rolling around on the coffee table that Venas nearly burnt down, the thumping of heartbeats drummed in her ears. Although these heartbeats did not sound like they came from your average human heart. She listened carefully as there was no one else in the room but that idea altered as she discovered it was coming from the walls. Inside the walls like there was a secret closet somewhere. She put her hand on the creme walls and the heartbeat thumped louder. Gadget and his confused little robot mind watched Venas as she searched the walls. Suddenly, she touched a part of the wall that was turned into a screen, it took her fingerprint and the off-coloured patch unfogged into opaque glass- a disturbing string of shivers ran along her spine shocking her conscious as she stepped back in terror. A face and a dismantled body inside the capsule- a face similar to that of a human. Arms, legs, torso, wires connected in and out of its joints, partly coated with smooth skin and partly left exposed to the air, a heart beating on its left chest like a human, pumping liquids around its body just like how a human heart would work, “what in the…'' the glass went from opaque to open, it stepped out of its position and started walking towards her. Very little ran through her mind of what she was meant to do but the first thing Venas did was trip over against the couch and crashed into the floor before stuttering, “d-don’t come any closer, no stop,” it stared at her soullessly as she shuffled on the tiles and blazed out her sword with it’s covers still on but still ready to fight like it was the Warring States. 

 

     “Cyber, deactivate Souldra systems,” Armsward ordered and popped his mug on the table just when the android’s fingers brushed the tip of her nose.

     “Deactivating system,” Cyber repeating. 

 

The crippling sensation in her back shivered once more, she could no longer hear the android’s mechanical heartbeats but she could hear her own along with Armsward’s as he stepped closer and closer. 

 

     “I’m so sorry about that, I made sure it was deactivated when I put it away,” He rushed and carefully fixed his creation up and popped it back into the capsule.

     “With all due respect Sir- it’s as if you're building an entire android army to the looks of it,” she interpreted. She stood up and dusted her clothes. 

     “This is one of my bigger projects that I'm taking my time on and…” he picked his mug up and noticed the burnt newspaper on the table. Venas saw his eyes observing the paper and tried to explain how she unintentionally set it on fire. Her eyes couldn’t help it but switch between Armsward and the android in the capsule. Why, just why, this man is insane,  she thought. But in the end, he understood the vanishing sister story and insight on the living dead that London has been crawling with lately during the nightfalls.  

     “Do you know anything about ice hockey?” He reached the desk side drawers to grab a thin blue folder with the title “London Hurricane,” written on the front and another one that says, “Crime 202.”

     “Pardon?”

     “Ice hockey.”

     “No, not much,” she answered honestly.

     “There’s a player in the London Hurricanes, the captain is Jacob Lanheart- I have lots to do at the moment, many evening meetings to catch up to, I was actually expecting you to come tomorrow.”

     “Tomorrow? When did you say tomorrow?”

     “I didn’t?,” he shuffled his folders, “That was my bad.”

     “And Jacob?” she was left wondering why Armswards mentioned him.

     “He’s one of our investigators, I’ll give you a call, you take these folders- the address is in there, directions to Alexandra Palace- they have a game at seven,” he looked at his pricey watch, “it’s six now, it only takes what-”

     “Game?”

     “- Twenty minutes to get there from here and take Gadget with you, if you want, I can give you Cyber too-”

     “Wait, why would I need Cyber?”

     “- This is his engineering license to allow him to be in public- I’ll give Jacob a quick call later to say that you’re coming and I‘ll give the coach a call too- oh and after that- I’ve arranged you to stay at his house with Mrs Lanheart, don’t worry, she’s a really nice lady. Okay, I’ll have time to talk to you tomorrow afternoon and we’ll go through things with Jacob… how are you with cameras?

     “Cameras, okay, I can do bits and bits, but-” 

     “Good, here’s this, good timing cause our photographer called in sick today, you can give it a shot,” he finished and handed her a black bag of what she assumed was a very heavy camera. And before Venas knew it, she found herself standing outside the gates of the building oblivious to what she was meant to be doing. She started walking towards the nearest underground station, and Cyber followed.

 

     “He didn’t explain why I’m staying at a random person’s house.”

     “Jacob Lanheart, nineteen years old, captain of one of England's top ice hockey teams below the GB team, London Hurricane also known as the Golden Hurricane due to their surprising trick shots hit to the buzzer in every game,” Cyber read out from his memory.

      “That still doesn’t-”

      “The Lanheart family and Dr Armsward are great allies, they have been in each other's company for many many years, he also sponsors London Hurricanes and funds for the team therefore he is like the behind-the-scenes of their reputation and their growth- let me carry those for you,” he held the folders for him as they entered the crowded station.

     “Do you have an Oyster?”

     “Well yeah I do, I came from here,” she took the blue card out of her jacket and tapped it on the double gates for Cyber to go in after her. 

 

It was twenty minutes later when Armsward remembered to make a call to Jocab and his coach. In between his meetings, he quickly made the call and rushed to the next room that needed him. Jacob’s phone was on top of his hockey bag in the changing room as it rang a calm ringtone. One of his teammates noticed it straight away as he popped his bag down next to his.

 

     “Hey Captain, your phone's ringing!” he shouted as he had no idea where Jacob was. 

     “Coming!” he shouted back from the toilet dressed in his black padding and vapor Bauer skates, his black hair was almost wet like he'd been sweating from the heat of the changing room. 

     “Hey Doctor, what's up, my games about to start soon?” he answered as he stepped outside to have somewhere more peaceful to talk.

     “Just calling to let you know we have a visitor coming to watch you play.”

     “Visitor? I’m not expecting anyone

     “Venas Xoular, she’s on her way now, I have a meeting in two minutes, she has the folders and Cyber’s with her, you know what to do after the game when you see her, she may not look it but she can do more than you think and also.” 

     “Okay, I'll keep an eye on here, what do we do about the photography issue, you still haven’t gone back to me on that, is anyone coming to do it?”

     “She’s gonna do it,” rushed and closed the door behind him to start his meeting. “I have a meeting now, good luck with the game kid.” he hung up immediately.

     “Hey captain, be ready in ten,” one of his teammates, Max Cherry said as he switched from one changing room to the other.

 

Jacob popped his phone away, grabbed his visor, gloves and his gumshields, lastly picked up a bag of pucks and made his way to the rink of Alexandra Palace and set his things on the benches. It wasn’t time for the teams to come out yet but he was on the eye for Venas

 

     “This place looks like an actual palace,” Venas was fascinated by the well-designed architecture of Alexandra Palace from the exterior. The floors inside were vibrant from the sunlight shining through the ceiling glass arched over the interior. 

     “I think you may need videos too,” Cyber mentioned as Venas trailed behind him through the entrance to the rink where frost boiled the air around them.

     “So, I got my laptop with me, Gadget can be above the rink to take the videos, can’t do videos and photos at the same time?”

     “I will help you…” 

     

Venas turned to Cyber to hear him finish his sentence but he was no longer by her side.

 

     “Hi, you must be Venas, it’s great to finally meet you,” Jacob appeared from behind her with Cyber with him, he clutched his glove between his armpits to take his hand out.

     “J… acob?” She guessed as she was hesitant to take his handshake, he took her hand and welcomed her with a handshake.

     “I’m Jacob Lanheart,” he confirmed, “I see you’ve got a camera, Doctor did mention it literally five minutes ago but what do you want to be, if you go around the rink, you’ll have the net in the way, so I don’t mind if you go between the players' benches,” he looked around the rink, “which one you want, between the benches means have to stay there until each period ends,” he informed.

     “I’ll go there then since there’s no glass.”

     “Okay,” she went along. 

     “Here’s where our DJ stands, here’s the table uh… just do your best, no pressure.”

     “Okay.”

     “If you get cold, you can switch his heater mode on,” he informed and quickly returned to the changing rooms.  

 

Prior to the match, Venas stayed in her little corner to set up Gadget for filming to catch up with the time. The crowd behind her began to build up like fireflies in the forest, people making gossip and idle chatter through the rumble of the zamboni driving on the ice as the driver released hot water from his tank and into the rough tattered ice. Lights flickered with many testing colours and designs for five seconds. Gadget drifted to the centre of the rink and hovered above until Venas gave him more details to obey. Cyber tapped her on the shoulder and informed her of the team members finally making their entrance from the far side of the ice centre. All the lights switched off leaving the soft sunset rays gleaming in from the windows that warped on one side of the rink. Specs of dust floated around the rays that led to the rink doors, they part rapidly as the sharp snap of blades cut through the freshly resurfaced ice. Three men dressed in black and white stripes, visors and hockey skates. Another cut on the ice, came the away team all the way from Nottingham, their jerseys, black and orange, white stripes. The crowd opened up with applause, boos and screams after the lights went crazy like a disco and smoke spraying from the rink doors. Vena then looked at the sheets in the first folder of the players and their numbers with a bunch of other details.

 

     “What am I supposed to do with this?”

     “Good evening, London hurricane fans and Nottingham Flames fans, you’re here live on the Golden Buzz, I am Jake your commentator for tonight-” his voice hovering over the entire rink, “- and I will be your host for tonight’s game in London Alexandra Palace, sending on the rink, we welcome to the ice, Nottingham Flames!” Tapping the surface with their hockey sticks gliding through the smoke with their upbeat entrance to the scene. Jake called out the lineups of the team, each player one by one before our stars finally made their iconic entrance under the banging music and moving spotlights.

 

     “Gadget, stay right there, you’re in the perfect position,” Venas hit record and turned around with her camera already set up with a large, heavy white lens, aiming her viewfinder for the first player to appear in his black and gold jersey printed with white patterns.

     “Here we welcome onto the ice, London Hurricane line up we have, number one, Jacob Lanheart- three, Max Cherry- four, Josh Barrel- twelve, Jack Clay- sixteen, Lukcas Lanheart-  seventeen, Tommy Star-  eighteen, Muhan Kimly-  twenty-two, Farron Lockwood- twenty-six, Arron Yale- twenty-nine, Finnley Yu- thirty, Lee Han- thirty-one, Almas Bakton- sixty, Louis Heart and seventy-seven, Jasper Cathal,” he took a quick breath in, “we will be starting shortly after the national anthem, thank you all for joining us today,” he finished and put his mic to rest for a couple of minutes as both team line up on the red line with one goalie stood by the goal nets. The lights calmed down and as soon as the smoke dissolved, the anthem played through the booming speakers. During a long minute of being stationary, many of the players in Hurricane noticed the new media girl. Instead of observing the players in person, Venas looked at them through the eyes of Gadget as he panned across the entire rink and past every player, noticing that one of them was mysteriously keeping his eye on her in low profile. Lukcas kept looking until the line scattered and the sound of tapping and banging filled the air. Five stayed on the ice and the rest returned to the benches as the match was underway.

 

     “Number sixteen… Lukcas Lanheart, his reputation is known as the King of Ice for his speed and tight accuracy,” she checked the list and noticed he used the same family name as Jacob. She double-checked. “They must be brothers, that explains why their heartbeats were different to the rest of them,” she muttered quietly. “The rest of them had human heartbeats, these two on the other hand,” she flipped through the papers before she realized she needed to be looking at the camera and not the documents.

 

     “London Hurricane lineups, we had Jacob, Lukcas, Finnley, Louis, Tommy with Almas in the goal starting us off.”

     “Hey, who’s the new media girl, captain?” Finnley commented, “looking cute,” he grinned.

     “Keep your eye on the puck,” Jacob said, grasping his pusher tightly between his gloves.

     “Yes sir,” he teased as he coincidentally took the puck in his grasp and burst his power across the white field and boosted it into the corner of the net.

     “AND HE SCORES!!! FINNLEY YU WITH HURRICANES FIRST GOAL IN AND IT’S ONLY BEEN ONE MINUTES IN!” Jake cried through his mic the moment screams and cheers were sent from the crowd.

 

Each of the players on the ice skated to the side past Venas for team high fives and fist bumps in prompt celebration. They played as players moved back and forth from the benches, two hopped back in and two mounted the barriers and rapidly chased the Flames who had the puck in control- one goal, two goals for Flames and two more for Hurricane picking up into almost a tie if Flame manages to get just one extra goal in before the end of the second period and throughout, Jacob and his teammate were up and about non-stop. Venas barely noticed most of the players by face as she snapped away without being aware of who was in the photo. The snapping sound of the puck against the pushers when they shot played on repeat one after the other. Gadget hovered overhead and followed wherever the black circle ended up.

 

     “Lukcas!” Called Finnley as he then shot it towards Louis but he missed the goal by a bit and swiftly took a power turn behind the net and straight back on the bench with Lukcas switching their positions with Jacob and Jack. CLICK-CLICK

     “Almas, you need water?!?” Max yelled across the rink whilst the players on the ice attacked the other side. Almas, armed like he was ready to fight a crocodile raised his hand saying yes and was ready for Max to slide the bottle on the ice. Unintentionally, it drove into the net between his legs,

     “Ayyyy!” The whole team on the bench just caught a glimpse and cheered for the unofficial goal. 

 

Lukcas sat down on the bench whilst everyone else leant and had his coach roar instructions overhead, blasting his words through their ears, “TO THE LEFT- TO THE LEFT- TO THE LEFT!!!” Lukcas stared at the water bottles lined up behind him, took off his gloves and gulped his water like a waterfall. Without looking, Venas already knew that it was Lukcas sitting right on the other side of the gate where she sat in the DJ booth. He peeked over to see what Venas was doing after noticing that she switched from standing up, taking photos and sitting back down to do whatever she was doing on her laptop and found it fascinating right now, she was by the barrier with her eye on Gadget and her view finding. Then he turned to his teammates- shivers jumped to his skin from the sudden presence of Cyber.

 

     “OH MY GOD- you scare the crap out of me,” he looked over and saw Venas giggle, it might have been at him.

     “Hello Lukcas, sorry to startle you, please rate your game from one to ten,” Cyber surveyed.

     “I thought you were over the survey questions.” Cyber continued to stare at Lukcas until he gave him a satisfying answer.

     “Well, we’re winning so far- so eight.”

     “Good to know, good luck with the game.” He opened the door to join Venas in the booth.

 

Scraping along the ice, thick whistles and zooming shots, the scoreboard fighting with itself and the ice flicking in the air. BANG BANG BANG the team kicked the barrier cheering each other at the last minute.

     “GO-GO-GO!!!” Their coach, Tomson roared. “You have this in the bag boys!” Lukcas jumped on again and charged straight for the puck. Five seconds appeared in the corner of his eye as he made a bee-line for the net- swung his pusher into the air and boosted it and gained Hurricanes one more point dashing onto the scoreboard… 

 

       



 

 

     “AND THEY’VE DONE IT AGAIN!!! AT THE ALEXANDRA PALACE, A BRILLIANT PERFORMANCE FROM START TO FINISH- LUKCAS LANHEART,  THE KING OF ICE SCORES AT THE SOUND OF THE BUZZER EARNING THE HURRICANES ANOTHER SPECTACULAR WIN SEVEN GOALS TO FOUR AGAINST THE NOTTINGHAM FLAMES…” Jake’s voice exploded with the crowd like an itchy sneeze waiting to come out. Fans bolted from their seats and clapped until their hands hurt, some banging on the barrier. Altogether, the Hurricanes leapt over the barrier and charged towards Lukcas at the sound of the final buzzer for a brotherly group hug, rubbing his head and shaking him around. Whilst everyone was busy hyping up the scenery, Venas packed her things with a swift wave of her hand but soon felt another throbbing sensation in her palms telling her that her magic was getting weaker and weaker every time she used it. She made for the exit of the rink to sit at one of the benches  

 

     “You look like you are in pain,” Cyber noticed.

     “A tiny bit, it’s a bit cold out there.” But the cafe didn’t warm her up straight away.

     “Here, hold my hand, I’ll turn on heater mode.”

     “Thanks.” Soon the pain in her hands faded.

 

     “Hey Lukcas, good job out there, you head home first tonight.”

     “Thanks… why? Aren’t you coming home tonight?”

     “I am, just got something else to do first, already told mum about it.”

     “Okay then.” 

Jacob rushed to his bag, slid off his armour and skates, unravelled the tape from his shins and changed fairly quickly into a black jean jacket, jeans and a white t-shirt.

     “You’re in a rush, slow down and celebrate,” Louis wrapped his arm around Jacob’s shoulder.

     “Celebrate our fifth win this month?”

     “Still worth a toast.”

     “You guys can celebrate, I have something to do later but…” he pointed, “don’t go out crazy with the drinks, get some early sleep,” he popped his shoes on and grabbed his bag and his two hockey sticks.

     “Not this again.”  

     “Training on Friday, another match on Sunday, no slacking- I’ll see you guys on Friday- nine O’ clock instead of ten.”

     “Alright, thanks cap,” everyone said as Jacob left the door to close on itself. 

 

Venas soon found her eyes gazing at Jacob with the thought of his possible secret of not being a human. He told her to take out the folder Armsward had given her. He looked at it.

 

     “Not the Hurricane’s documents, the other one, you can hand the photos to me whilst you’re at it too,” he said.

     “Oh um… here.”

     “Yeah this one, here’s the thing,” he flipped it open on the right page first try like he knows what was inside, “As Armsward showed you explained anything from this?”

     “Uh, no not really, he seemed a bit busy.”

     “He is quite busy… headlines show that we’ve been having lots of serious attacks during the night and the victims are usually teenage boys for some reason and elderly men but lately elderly all stay at home to avoid the incident,” he pointed at the paper

     “But why.”

     “That’s just it, we don’t know why- and it’s so dark we can’t see who they are, they also flee really fast…” he leaned over the table and whispered, “they’re definitely not human and I think they can fly.”

     “They do sound like they can fly…”

     “I don’t know if this is important but every time we investigate the bodies, there’s always a bunch of spiders crawling around them like ones we’ve never seen before and they don’t match up to many species.”

     “Spiders?” Why did that ring an uncertain bell in her brain, the topic of spiders reminded her of someone very specific? “So to be clear, Armsward wants me to battle them with you?” She flipped through the documents as if she was reading them word by word. 

     “Because you have these skills, we could do with someone like you,” he praised Lukcas then walked past and spotted his brother with Venas and kept the corner of his eye on her as he strolled along with his empty water bottle. Venas looked up mysteriously as she somehow sensed a source of energy when he passed by but when she looked back, he had already gone.

     “Is everything okay?”

     “Yeah… so what was it you wanted me to do?”

     “We’re gonna attempt to catch one of them tonight.”

     “Catch one? Do you want it alive?”

     “Alive or dead, can be either, Armsward has told me that you know what they are so you know best what to do right?”

     “So he has told you, umm, I’ve only ever killed them, the rest fly away,” they admitted to taking the jewels that were on their heads and not knowing what to do with them as they can be made into a dark crystal as she explained. But if he knew she could kill the living corpses, does that mean he knew she has magic and does he know that she’s Wildfire? She wasn’t sure if Armsward had told him or not. She saw a piece of newspaper on the table someone had left behind.






 



 



 



 

 

She looked at the screen and wondered if a living corpse was the one that went into the toilets and took Lian Yi away because she had her Oracle.

 

     “We’ll head to Picadilly,” Jacob broke her thoughts.

     “Huh?”

     “That’s where most of the attacks happen and it’s also where I live, Armsward said you’re staying with us…”

     “And you’re taking that with you?” She eyes his hockey bag.

     “Oh, Nah, I’ll drop it off by my bro and we’ll get the underground, the cars not gonna fit us all with our hockey stuff…  sound good?” He out of his seat and swung

     “Yeah, sounds good,” she said with shivers. 

 

Venas stood outside where the warmth radiated and waited by the stairs with just Gadget by her side. Jacob had told her that it wasn’t convenient for Cyber to come along therefore goes home with Lukcas who just walked past her down the stairs with Jacob’s hockey bag and jumped into the shiny grey car. The two of them were very aware of each other’s presence but the car drove away before they even made contact. She felt a tiny burn in her eyes like when she was at the train station. 

     

 

     









     

 

     

















Flame 5 ~                                       Invasion of Living Corpses



Jacob took her to the calm street of Piccadilly Circus, a place where she used to go and wander. Daylight dimmed into darkness as all the street lights switched on over each road leaving Picadilly’s Ocean Dep Screen being the brightest object on the street but no living corpse would decide to attack anyone in this location. Along the streets of Leicester Square, the shadows faded into complete darkness, launching the fear of ragged undead rising from the ground or the buildings, skies, wherever they emerge from. 

Is using my aura the same as using magic? She questioned herself. Gadget whizzed behind her and bumped into her back as it was quite dim and a part of the square did look a bit haunted. In the centre, trees overcast a statue fountain surrounded by benches and grassy patches. The paths from the fountain led to black gates, shut to the late-night hours. All the cinemas edged on one side which led to the underground station of Leicester Square between Cineworld and Odeon. Through the entrance and down the stairs, ominous black smoke faded into the floors. A train on the dark-blue line, the Piccadilly line, blue, white and red- ran into a head as the headlights lured in closer and closer. What the driver witnessed, a rotted skull with black rags dug into the window with the force of the train's speed. He thumped to the walls behind him from the power of the wind exploding past the shattered window. 

 

     “M-m- monste-”

 

Lights frittered and exploded, a chance for living corpses screeching horrifically into his face. Black fumes oozing out of its bony jaws pulled his soul out of him as his body began to burn rapidly from his flesh to the bones. Sizzling meat, a black charred body knocked through the door into the train carriage as he smashed it open, dropping on the floor like a martial arts dummy. Once he flew in, the screams of the passengers hit the roof, scraping the ceiling as more and more living corpses emerged from the opening, minutes away from crashing into the train ahead. Unlike overground railway trains, the carriages were not connected by a door, as far as the passengers could run was at the end of the carriage to have the same faith as the driver. One by one, they devoured souls leaving their corpses to char, leaving the train that crashed into the second carriage forcefully, separating them as they travelled down. The train was right beneath Venas and Jacob as she sensed the feeling of power roaming under her feet. A source of ominous magic. She heard slight attractions of screams and stopped Jacob from walking further.

 

     “What is it?”

She paused… “they’re underground, have they ever attacked the underground before?”

     “No.”

     “They have now- we can spill between stations, it’s coming from Leicester Square,” she suggested quickly.  

     “I’ll go Leicester, I'll go to Picadilly- go.”

 

Venas slid on her white mask and dashed into the underground of Piccadilly Circus without warning and startled the commoners as they passed through the exit. She tapped her oyster on a yellow circle and rushed and glided down the escalator like she was flying. There was no sign of any screams but soon, her senses trailed the presence on the platform where a train had just stopped. It was the train behind that wasn’t too far behind. People left the train but more were still on. The concern for their safety stormed through, she entered the train though there weren’t many people on board as it was late at night during the end of shift hours.

 

     “Sorry to bother you Sir- but you have to get out of the train!!!” she alerted.

     “What? What are you talking about?”

     “And how would you know that?” said the lady across from him as the train paused on the platform for a little while. “Just a kid playing your pranks,” she said.

 

But Venas’s patience for this was running low. Time ticked. The doors beeped when she stepped out and heard the train from behind getting closer and closer. They won’t listen, I’m gonna be one spell closer to having no magic, she said to herself and clenched her open plan to stop the impact of the crash but it still crashed. It jolted the whole train forward sending the people inside into the glass barriers at the end of the seats and on the floor. Their terrified expressions had them scrambling on the floor regretting their decisions to not listen, whilst watching Venas forcefully opening the doors with her magic before a hurricane of living corpses flew onto the platform from the arch of darkness. The horrific look in her eyes weakened her grasp of magic. Their rotted skeleton faces haunted her mind when they emerged. As soon as these doors flew open, everyone sprinted out although Venas wasn’t able to stop all of them from devouring their souls as her power was limited when her palm began throbbing and shaking with agony. They screamed and rumbled up the escalators but she did not let the skeletons pass and burned them one by one with her aura, a burst of fire that didn’t seem to make her feel more pain. Their Oracles dropped onto the floor with a satisfying “DING” 

 

     “No you don’t,” she blasted some that nearly made it to the exit and it seemed like the more she killed, the more would fly out of the darkness. “This must be where they come from, if anything, someone’s manipulating them from inside the tunnels. She fell to her knees like all her energy ran out surrounding herself with flames and closed her eyes but all she could see was their rotted skulls screaming at her face like a thriller scene then burning into charred bodies like their victims. The darkness in her eyes darkened, even more, setting shivers along her spine with the fear of something sneaking up behind her. Fire was all she could see when she opened her eyes. Pitch black and misty, spots of glowing from each Oracle on the platform like cat eyes on the motorway. It was hard to hear anything else other than her heart stomping into heaven whilst there was a continuous mob of living corpses storming into Leicester square taking more souls and charring more bodies as they thump on the platform floors. 

 

     “I finally caught you,” Jacob muttered. Commoners stamped past him, sprinting and scrambling up the escalators from the apocalypse of undead. People bumped into his shoulders running in the opposite direction as him. His skin formed flaps and folded in on themselves like purple waves across his face and the rest of his body. He threw his jacket at the one storming towards him and it started moving on its own accord, slapping and strangling them until their bones popped apart and rolled on the floor. Things around the station started moving on their own too. Signs, benches, barriers and train parts clashed and crushed the skeletons into bits with a “DING” chasing after Jacob, who hasn’t turned himself into a mutant for a long time, still felt he was familiar with his power. His telekinesis grew strong as his mind did all the work following the gesture of his fingers, the wave of his hands. Darkness spread from the flickering bulbs, pitch black and empty. Cries were nowhere to be heard but screeches from the trains having one control and crashed into one another. It cleared the tunnel as more emerged.

 

     “There’s so many of them,” he muttered. He heard the ruffling of their rags through the darkness, there weren't just five or six but ten or eleven. Oracles glowing was all his eyes allowed him to see but easily, things around him took care of each corpse but were incapable of bringing one down alive. He had these weird glowing jewels to clean up. Traces of bones withered and sprinkled into the ceiling when he shone his phone torch on the platform. “They evaporated?” 

 

In the overground, Venas headed towards Leicester Square to find Jacob who may or not be fighting skeletons at this very moment. Counting the victims killed on the train and noticed that they were all men of many ages. None of the women were harmed in any way.

 

     “Who’s releasing these creatures? It’s strange that their targets are only men?” She gazed, her reflection in the Oracle she was holding, “could I use these as my own Oracle for now?” Silence faded with petrified cries and screams coming from the station of both Leicester Square and Charing on the other side of the road. People ran for their dear lives hoping no monster was chasing them and passed Venas on the way. She surged into the station.

 

     “Sorry, ma’am, you mustn’t go in!” Warned a worker and grabbed her arm. Speechlessly, she went against his warning and sprinted down the stairs where workers scrambled around, getting people out as fast as they could.

     “They’re here!!!” one cried.

     “QUICK QUICK QUICK, GET OUT OF THERE!!!! Screamed another. 

 

Without notice, Venas swiftly jumped over the ticket gates as if she flew and scurried down the escalator s. Suddenly, she saw a spider crawling into the walls like it was normal for spiders to emerge into the bricks in this world.

 

     “Spiders,” again it crawled out bringing more of its friends with it. The precedence of Oracles from the undead became more distinct but as the light blew, a shadow rose on the wall from the platform entrance. The shadow of a boy that she’d never expect to see ever again after coming back to Terra. Even in the shadows, she could recognise his features. A thread of flames shot from her palms in response to hesitation and her inability to see through the dimness of her environment, the flames lit up his face as it missed and burned into the wall behind him.

 

     “Long time no see,” he smirked.

     “Kasey,” a slight impression of hate annoyance in her tone.

 

A stampede of arachnids squirmed out of his grasp and flew out like a fishing net putting the escalators out of service. Venas jotted forwards and burned the spiders she was about to land on tumbling on the filthy floor 

     “Looking for someone?” 

     “Clearly,” stepping off the escalator, a burst of fire burnt a path for her, crinkling all the spiders into ashes. Hand in hand, he stopped her from the past, the burn in her eyes lit as he forcefully pulled her back- she kicked off the wall and attacked him in combat, one block after the other not letting her through the darkness. Her breath thickened and her bpm increased. “Out of my way!” she said, “take your corpses elsewhere and leave London alone, no- leave everything alone.”

     “They aren’t my puppets,” he said under his cold black mask.

     “I don’t believe you,” moving back and forth, fist in hand with their stuttering conversation. Her confidence rolled down a hill when a loud BANG hit the platforms. A scared thought of a gun or another train crash. Kasey didn’t seem to know what the noise was either. With Venas’s last swing of her arm, he grabbed it and pulled her close to say in her ear.

     “The spiders are in the basement.” and disappeared amongst his murky shadow. 

     “What?” all the spiders crinkled into an illusional pitch in the darkness. “Jacob,” she realized and rummaged down the stairs where she could not see without the use of her flames to witness a jacket flying by itself like a ghost that released her internal scream- a terrified shiver and a fall to the dusty floors. This was a bad idea, she thought. Heartbeats filled her ears, someone was there as a purple hand reached out and took the jacket.

     “Venas, it’s me,” said Jacob, “it’s alright, they seem to be all gone now but I think to catch any of them,” he saw that she was still catching her heavy breath, she jumped when she saw him but his heartbeats were the same. His skin waved and folded on itself again and turned back to his human skin. “See,” he knelt to comfort her, seeing her vague expressions through the strong light of her flames- how small drops of sweat ran down her forehead and how shaken she was.

     

























Flame 6 ~                             Malfunction

  



 

  “You really are a mutant,” Venas confirmed her assumptions whilst the two of them sat down on the living-room couch in the house of the Lanhearts where Armsward had told her to stay for the summer. Creme walls and oak floors decorated with a fluffy grey carpet set under the couch, the furniture looked like Armward’s office with a fifty-inch T.V. and very real flowers all around the room like the family was raising an indoor garden with a balcony-like structure allowing Venas to see the bedroom downstairs upstairs. But strangely, when she entered, she sensed the presence of another Oracle thinking that a living corpse was close by but nothing had invaded the house so far.

     “What gave it away, sounds like you already guessed?”

     “I…,” she looked at him, “... can hear peoples’ heartbeats,” she admitted.

     “You can hear my heartbeats? What like, at the rink, you could hear them?”

     “Not when it’s noisy but when I first met you… and when we were sitting down.”

     “Never heard someone who could do that, I have an older brother actually, Krutus-”

     “Is he a mutant?” She cut in.

     “Yes- he is, he’s a doctor- mutants age differently than humans, he’s seventy-eight but to a human, he’s about twenty-three- he’d be interested in this,” he trailed off into small talk.

     “So what does he put on his ID?”

     “Twenty, it’ll last him quite a bit, it’s weird, by the way, a lot of mutants want to meet this Wildfire, Firefly forest has your name written all over it.”

     “Why would they have my name written all over it, did you say it was Wildfire?” She denied.

     “But Wildfire is you.”

     “Wildfire isn’t me, what makes you think I’m Wildfire?”

He looked at her.

     “I know that Altas is like, what, eight-hundred years old and he looks like a thirty-year-old bodybuilder.”

     “No, he isn’t, he’s one thousand four hundred and…” She paused with regret and saw the grin on his face telling her that it was too easy.

     “Armsward didn’t tell me, he’s very serious about peoples’ classified information, you hid yourself well, every feature,” he looked at a photo of Wildfire from articles, “even your ear piercings but your eyes…”

     “What about my eyes?”

     “... they may be different colours but the shape and your unique eyelids tell me that it’s you, would make sense, I’ve never seen you before- just thought how strange it’d be to assign this kind of mission to a random girl… no offense.”

     “I’m just that easy to expose?”

     “To me, cause I’ve spent some time with, other people, may not be as easy, my speciality is detective work, my eye for detail is my strong suit and your photos from the game, they look very nice, just a bit blurry for the faces with cages,” he praised as he went through them at this very moment. Venas took a glass of milk from the tray Mrs Lanheart laid out, drank it and glanced at the clock pitching five minutes past eleven.

     “Thanks, I’m no professional, I’ve never used a professional camera before,” she said hesitantly, “so how do you know Atlas?”

     “Every mutant in England knows who he is, he’s the King of Mutants,” he slouched back on the tea-brown sofa and bounced on the soft cushions to get comfy with his laptop.

     “The King…”

     “I bought some drinks in case you get thirsty,” said a lady in white bobbed hair carrying some drinks and snacks into the living room. Her home wear, simple dull colours and black slippers to wear around the house.

     “Thanks, Mum.” 

     “Thank you.” Mrs Lanhaeart smiled at Venas and left to go upstairs. 

     “My mum’s two hundred and fifty-seven if you were wondering, I have two more siblings, twins, Lily and Tyle, both eight,” he took a sip of his water from the coffee table.

     “That’s an interesting name.”

     “I know right,” he agreed.

     “So Firefly forest?”

     “Oh, that’s Epping forest, we call it that because of the fireflies we have there.”

     “I heard there’s an underground prison for mutants for those who could be roaming London,” she said curiously, “even if they don’t do anything wrong?”

     “My mum wanted a different life, a life where we don’t have to worry about being enemies with the humans, where we can live freely. She moved out of the forest when she had Krutus since we have the right genes to turn into humans, not everyone has that ability.”

     “So you had no trouble moving into this house?”

     “Armsward gave mum this house, he’s the human we trust because he saved them- there was a time when Krutus showed his powers in public and Armsward saved them and wanted to help-”

     “It’s a nice house.”

     “It , I can’t lie, after me and Lukcas joined Hurricanes, he started sponsoring us, helping us with our funds,” he found that he was very distracted from the original topic of conversation, “so the prison, that’s the main thing Doctor wants us to look into,” he clicked a few tabs on his laptop to find the right one and set it on the table. Venas helped move the tray aside to make room. 

     “Here, not a lot is shared about the underground prison, especially its location.”

     “But with your eyes for detail, you found it?”

     “Uh, yeah, I was able to find it with um, Gadget, but a different one, not the one you have.”

     “Where is it?”

     “It’s near Wimbledon Park in Wandsworth.”

     “It’s heavily secured right, how’re you gonna get in and find the mutants locked in there?”

     “I’m…”

 

     “He’s gonna take the risk and sacrifice his life to get in whilst you help from the outside,” said an unfamiliar voice from above, crossing his arms and leaning against the wall.

     “Lukcas, thought you went to sleep.”

     “Clearly not,” he said with his emotionless expression and his cold tone. He hopped over the railing and jumped down from the second floor, making himself comfortable next to Venas. She felt the sense of the Oracle much stronger now. Then the glass of water on the table started to have a mind of its own and nudged just a bit on the table. Her eyes jotted and saw the necklace he wore embellished with a single pearl. Lukcas glanced as Venas stared at his chest where the pearl dangled. She then looked up to meet his eyes in the most awkward way possible. He cleared his throat.

     “What do you mean, you were planning to go in there by yourself, even if you do have powers, they probably lock them so how are you gonna get out?”

     “I’ve considered everything, you don’t have to worry.”

     “That’s all I’m doing, how can we not worry,” said Lukcas, “I’m not about to lose another family memb…” 

 

The air stormed with silence blowing through their ears. 

 

     “The match took it out of me, I’m off to bed,” Jacob put his hand on Lukcas’s shoulder, “good game today, keep it up for Sunday- Venas your rooms the one at the end upstairs.” 

     “Okay,” she replied as he threaded upstairs and shut his door quietly. Venas ponced to her feet and was ready to go to her room when…

     “Wait,” Lukcas called without looking her in the eye, “I have a few questions for you,” he got up and went into his room on the other side of the house. He wanted her to follow him.

He looks so cold, she thought. He rolled on his comfy gamers chair across the room as the door closed but not fully leaving a tin gap. He left the ceiling lights off and switched on his lamp. His room was neat and tidy and there was no gaming set on his desk but just a plain white laptop amongst his creme white furniture lined up against the wall. His double bed with two bedside drawers and minimal accessories, a clock, a photo frame and a glass of water. His room was quite big, in the corner his hockey bag smelled nice and fresh like he washed it after the game but it looked a bit flat, some must be hanging in the laundry room downstairs to dry.

     “How was the game, did you like it?” He started.

     “Uh… it was good…” she didn’t feel like he wanted her to sit down.

     “Good?” he said bluntly, “you seem to know what this is,” he took the pearl from around his neck and raised it with his elbow perched on his armrest. 

     “The necklace?”

     “It sometimes glows and does strange things around, like things in the room moving by themselves- first I thought it might be Jacob playing games on me but once he wasn’t even there- things still have a mind of their own.”

     “What makes you think I know what it is?”

     “The glass moved on its own and the first thing you suspected was this,” he took out the footstool that he never uses and pushed it over for her to sit down.

     “How did you get it, like where?”

     “I got it last year, been pretty used to things moving again on their own, a marketplace in Leicester Square.”

     “During Christmas?”

     “I saw it was unique compared to the others so I bought it.”

     “For how much,” she questioned suspiciously. 

     “Thirty.” 

So it isn’t his own Oracle, she established. Would it be the pearl of Qi, one of the seven Oracles of Jade Dragon? 

     “You’re scared to tell me,” he said, “I don’t have to know what it is but it’d be nice to know,” he got out of the chair and walked up closer to her placing his hand on the table and stared into her eyes. She nearly jumped by how suddenly he approached her as his eyes switched between her left eye and her right eye like he was searching for something.

     “You know you have two souls in your body.”

     “Huh? By looking in my eyes?”

He bounced back and landed on his bed. “I never like to use my powers when it comes to turning into a mutant, but I can see souls and there’s two in your body right now.” 

Venas paused for a while, “Do you know why I have two souls,” she leaned forwards.

     “I don’t know, how would I know?”

     “Why would I have two souls? She turned and looked around his desk and noticed a poster on the side of his wardrobe. A painted picture of Wildfire.

He’s a fan of Wildfire? She thought. Lukcas saw her looking at her own picture and rolled over in his bed.

     “I’m tired now, you can go to your room,” he mumbled.

     “Oh, okay,” she quietly closed the door before Lukcas secretly grinned under his duvet and felt a sleep from the tiredness of his body from tonight’s hockey match.

 

Once the sun rose and commoners bought their morning coffee, some bought two or more. Busy undergrounds back and forth, buses and cars jammed the road of London and mass crowds crossed the road every two minutes. Lights, orange, green, red like the colours of the cars ahead giving way to pedestrians even though they were running late. Venas stepped out of Jacob’s car, a shiny grey kind parked outside of Armsward’s industry. He parked his car under the fancy canopy and chucked his keys to one of the workers in black uniform and white gloves. He dove his car away like they would at an overpriced hotel. Cyber followed Jacod and Venas who walked in front as they entered the building and reached Armward’s office.

 

     “Mind me ask, What’s Lukcas’s nature of power?” Venas questioned curiously.

     “He has psychic powers, our family’s base power is psychological abilities,” he sat down on the couch as Cyber gave himself a task to fetch a tray of teas and coffees. “He can see through people and manipulate their thoughts like meddling with them more than controlling them.”

     “See… through? How see-through?”

Jacob stopped for a second to think and sighed in realization.

     “I mean he can see through their mask, your identity,” he took out his laptop.

     “He told me he can see souls.”

     “Ah, that too, he can tell whether someone is about to die and if you lie to him about your identity, he’ll know since he has the power to see who you are,” he munched on a croissant that Cyber had just strolled in with. 

     “Fresh croissants and pancakes from the kitchen, Miss Xoular, please have some,” Cyber offered with the tea. 

     “Thanks,” she turned to Jacob, “so he knows I’m Wildfire?” she stuffed her face.

     “He’s a big fan of you, you know,” he chuckled, “He never talks to any visitors we have, he even took you into his room.”

     “You noticed.”

     “What did you talk about?”

     “Just why things around him float and move around on their own, not important- aren’t we here to talk about…”

     “The prison, it’s really hard to work out how to get in to be fair, Doctor has a few ideas he wants to share with us… once he gets here… he must be here, his bag is there and his monitors are on,” he observed.

Venas got up to admire the city below from building to building, car to car and people to people, although the people weren’t as easy to see from up here. 

     “Morning meeting perhaps,” she assumed.

     “His meetings usually begin at ten, it’s only nine,” Jacob looked at the fancy white and blue clock that looked like it was manufactured in the same material as Cyber. 

     “Doctor Armsward is busy getting breakfast at the moment, I believe he will be back in ten minutes. But as soon as Cyber announced, Armsward entered the room.

     “Cyber, turn section L1 into B2- morning children, had a nice sleep- well done on the game last night by the way,” he praised as the coffee table and sofa extended bits and parts like an excessive transforming robot from sci-fi movies. Cyber took the tray from Venas and was the only one who watched the entertaining furniture transforming mechanism, things poked in and out, flaps folded out of the couch and soon there was a dining table set out in front of them. 

     “What in the…” she muttered. 

     “Just a more convenient table to eat on,” Armsward commented. Cyber pulled out a chair for Venas to sit down on because the breakfast was for the three of them. 

     “Where’s Lukcas?” he noticed there were only two of them.

     “He has plans in the morning so he said he’s coming later but he doesn’t want to be involved in this,” Jacob said.

Venas kept her words to herself and ate the food like the food was included in her summer apprenticeship experience. She slept very comfortably and fell asleep rather quickly without having nightmares as the dark nearly gave her a heart attack last night. No matter how scared she was, she was still willing to assist Armsward with searching for the Mutant prison and save all the mutants but the one thing that ran through her mind like the rabbit in Alice in Wonderland was the Pearl that Lukcas wore on his next, he must wear that a lot, maybe even during his games. What would happen if he doesn’t wear it for a game? The necklace was magic after all and it makes things move on their own, maybe it was moving the puck for him like a lucky charm, people would have their lucky socks or lucky shirts but Lukcas had his lucky Oracle that Venas would need to retrieve if it really was one of the seven Oracles of Jade Dragon but that would be like taking food from a lion. 

 

     “I heard Jacob mention the things you found last night, they come from the underground, you say, are you sure there’s nothing else you found other than the jewels?” he looked at Venas who stopped eating. Jacob munched and paused when Venas didn’t answer after Armsward was clearly waiting for her to answer. 

The spiders are in the basement, Kasey’s word rang in her ears like it was some kind of hint. He nudged her with his knee as he sat next to her. 

     “Huh,” she looked at Jacob, “Oh, spiders.”

     “What about the spiders?”

     “There were lots of them.”

Jacob tried to resist the temptation of laughing with food in his mouth.

     “Yes, we know there’s always lots of spiders during the attacks, what would be helpful is if you discover why they’re there for.”

Venas thought it might be a good idea to share the information but she remembered when Kasey said that the skeletons weren’t his puppets. His words weren’t very easy for her to believe. 

     “I don’t know,” she lied and thought of an idea at the same time but the right person was not here right now. The three of them finished their food with plenty of chatter leftover… Well it was Jacob and Armsward doing all the talking until ten o’clock when they both had to attend meetings and left Venas alone with Gadget and Cyber in his office. Cyber noticed how bored she was and picked up the camera she used for the match from one of the drawers. For a while, she played around with it, walking around everywhere, in the office until there was nothing else she could make of it. Taking photos around the lab didn’t seem like a good idea either. She put the camera down and jumped onto the couch again where the coffee table was out again. 

     “Is there anything you would like to do today, Miss Xoular?” Cyber asked.

     “Umm, I’d like to go out, seems like a nice day,” she looked out the window one hundred times this morning. 

     “Lukcas will be here soon, he will be able to take you outside, I am to avoid today’s thirty-three-degree weather as my circuits are more likely to overheat.”

     “Lukcas? Why would I want to go out with him?” she was reminded of his one-face expression that he pulled for the whole of yesterday. “He doesn’t like smiling does he?”

     “Lukcas is… very reserved.”  

     “Why?”

     “Maybe if you spend some time with him, he will tell you- Doctor Armsward says that when you put an extrovert and an introvert together, it can benefit the introvert in being more open,” he lectured.

     “I’m not much of an extrovert myself, what are you on about,” she denied and looked at the T.V. hanging out from the ceiling spreading daily news to her brain.

     “You are more open than he is, and you have a happy and bright personality which is the opposite of his… Miss Xoular, are you listening?” he followed her eyes to the T.V. he quietly sat next to her like a child and watched it with her. What would fascinate a teenager in the year 2016 on the news, is something that a lot of younger people feel bored of watching.

 

                                                                 {Picture}

 

     “Just yesterday, police started a case for a missing girl that disappeared mysteriously in the toilet of her own primary school…”

     “I still have to find her, it must have something to do with the skeletons but then if it does, that means she might be… no I don’t want to think about that part.”

     “Which part?” said a familiar voice behind her.

     “Who!” nerves shivered up to the sky seeing Lukcas somehow behind her leaning on the couch. He looked at her bluntly. “When did you get in here?!”

     “When you were watching the news, I heard this one, the mysterious missing girl in the toilets, weirdest one yet,” he hopped onto the couch but could help but feel fluttered with Venas couldn’t stop staring at him. “What?”

     “Can you tell if someone is lying? Is that part of your power too like you can see souls?”

     “I… yes, I can tell if someone is lying,” he said honestly.

Maybe that’s why he always looks so blunt, maybe people lie to him too much, I don’t think he can trust anyone. “Can you see the truth then?”

     “Hmm, not that far, I’m no God- why the questions… why?”

     “You’re gonna help me solve a mystery.”

     “What mystery?” He promptly thought of the invading living corpses that he wanted nothing to do with.

     “That one,” she pointed to the T.V.

     “That one? Why would you want to solve a random mystery.”

     “Fine, I’ll do it myself,” she got up and started walking around the building, entertained by the robotic engineering science labs through the windows. Lukcas blindly followed her. Knowing that she was Wildfire, didn’t want to reject her but he never liked being involved in these types of things where lies would be the most mysteries like these. 

     “I’m not gonna help.”

     “But you’ll sit back and watch.”

     “Sometimes, it's tough, I’m not a fan of being involved with other peoples’ businesses.”

     “But for me, this isn’t other peoples’ business,” she watched carefully in the middle of the lab, an android nearly built from head to toe and all that it was missing was its metal skin but suddenly, she felt tingles go through her eyes, a flame of light burning in her pupils, the pearly started to glow through Lukcas’s shirt. A glass of water on the table next to the project giggles with other loose nuts and screws. Her eyes scanned the lab and spotted the animated glass when it tipped over.

     “No.” She said as if it was her own problem.

 

     “Professor, I think we have a problem,” one of the interns spotted the water but picked up the glass too late that the water spread on the floor and seeped into the adapters with plugs connected to a few smaller robots. With their charging systems malfunctioning, electric sparks surged out of their little bodies and started to jotter on the table stepping over the tools and accidentally swung its arm into a button that did nothing but the second button it hit wasn’t so fortunate as it was the key to turning on the main project, the android that stood five feet tall.

     “What are you doing standing there, switch it off!!!” Shouted the manager as it quickly swung around and wobbled as it walked, knocking glasses over. CLASH! BANG!  Its loud stomps bleed through to the floor below along with the heavy objects it was knocked over, one after the other like a satisfying set of dominos.

     “Quick, stop it!!!” cried another. Everyone stuttered and dodged the things that it started picking up with its well-built hands and tossed them into the window.

     “Move!” Lukcas tugged Venas and pulled her to the side and slipped onto the floor. Venas landed on top of him in shock and fear as a chaotic alarm blared its red light above the room and on the entire floor. RING RING like a fire alarm.

     “Lukcas! You okay?!” more things were thrown out the window so he kept Venas and himself on the floor and tumbled away from the shattered glass. She popped out of hiding and had had enough of standing by watching the scientists struggle with finding a way to gain control of the malfunctional piece of machine and nudged it with her spells holding it still for a few seconds until her hands throbbed of pain again.

     “What’s going on,” Armsward barged into the door after the shouts and and glass shattering crashed his interrupted his conversion with Jacob who barged into the lab after him and everything danced into the air on their whole with the formation of both his hands keeping the android still for the workers to peacefully opening the control panel on it’s back and shutting it down into overdrive. The alarm shut down straight away.

     “I'm so sorry sir, we had a spillage and things- things just got ou-out of control!”

     “It’s alright, is everyone okay? Machines can be fixed but your safety is more important- next time, don’t have water lying around , this is a robotics lab, if you’re thirsty, have your drinks in the kitchen,” Armsward warned and regretfully looks around the lab at all the broken glass and dismantled parts on the floor. “Get the cleaner ladies in, we don’t want more mess - and someone to fix the window,” he stared through it and saw Venas and Lukcas on the other side, “Ah, just the two I was looking for,” he waved at them and gestured for them to join him and Jacob as they threaded downstairs to the fourth floor into a sealed room full of mysteriously clear walls and floors. Armsward placed his hand on the panel by a set of grey metal doors releasing a keyboard and a screen.

     “Password encoded,” announced the computer and the door slid open.

     “What is this place,” Venas whispered to Jacob. 

     “Where they keep corpses for detective works,” he whispered back and felt her shivers from how close they were as they walked along the dimmed corridors and into a room that was brightly lit and was furnished with many, many cabinets and tables with trays and other things on them. 

     “Corpses?” She shook. Internal fear crumpled up into her soul and Lukcas behind her could see how scared her soul looked as it floated around her, flying in circles around her head nervously. Though there were two of them flying together in circles like a pair of koi in the water trailing after each other’s tails. It was adorable to look at until they reached a table where Armsward made a stop at. A tray was capped with a white sheet, many trays caped with white sheets on the other tables too. An equipment bot took out a pair of surgical gloves for Armsward to wear, when he popped them off, the emancipated moment drilled into Venas’s mind as she knew that under the white sheet was a piece of corpse collected from the crime scenes, what else would it be. The gestures of her soul told Lukcas to develop anxiety right when Armsward took the sheet and unveiled it. She glimpsed at it and shut her eyes straight after. The charred body of a boy from last night. Her soul sat on top of her head trembling and trying hard not to look at the dead person. 

     “It’s tough but we were able to identify who this boy, sixteen years old, James Carlen, seemed to be on the way home in the underground,” he explained.

The body was still in tack, arms and legs attached but all black and burnt to the bone and teeth. His eyes were closed and his clothes were tattered and crinkled from the seams with the texture that makes your neck tingle and flush. She only listened to Armsward’s every word whilst trying her best not to peek at the dead body, especially his face. Nothing was worse to look at here than the disfigured face of the poor victim. He recapped every discovery of the investigation and moved on to the following table.

     “The next one however is quite a new one, we’ve had an incident this morning with a boy, roughly the same age as you guys- the reason I’ve taken this in is that I think it’s connected to the rest of the cases that we’ve been looking at-” 

Venas glanced at the next table and felt anxious about its appearance.

     “At nine o’clock this morning, the Piccadilly line was delayed because the driver ran over a boy…” Lukcas and Venas jotted their full attention immediately. “... in the tunnel where you wouldn’t expect anyone to be.”

     “We were discussing this in the meeting,” Jacob continued, “a few spiders were found on him, the same spiders from previous attacks, since we saw yesterday that the living corpses came from the underground- there’s a chance our predator is in the tunnels-”

The spiders are in the basement, Kasey’s words popped up again in Venas’s mind.

    “By the way, the body is severed, from the impact of the train and the venom from the spiders… are we all okay with that?” he warned.

    “Severed?” Venas promptly held onto Lukcas by the sleeves. He glanced above her head as her two souls trembled again. Just having a dismantled body out on the table in clear light was not her cup of tea. “A charred body, I can handle, but human body parts…” she stuttered.

    “That’s ok, it's a fresh case, so Doctor and I will examine it a bit more, you and Lukcas take a look at the spiders in the next room, don’t worry, they’re dead- Lukcas, you know where they are.”

     “Yeah, I got it.”

Armsward took the sheet off the next table when Lukcas and Venas left the room and started observing spiders. “The spiders that brother tried to match them up with are all here,” Lukcas pointed at a collection of paper laid out on the office table next to the small capsules of dead spiders with their legs curled up and withered bodies. The paper pictured many different arachnid variations and all of them were marked with a black “X” with the biro next to it. She examined the spiders in the capsules and the pictures that were the closest to what it could me was the black widow. 

With careful observations, “so he’s telling the truth,” she muttered. Lukcas held in a slight laugh when he saw her eye magnified through the capsule from the other side.

     “Who’s telling the truth?”

     “I met this guy in the underground, he has similar powers and dispenses spiders but these aren’t the ones he uses, they’re two different types of spiders,” she avoided the microscope to not see disgusting close-ups of spider parts. 

     “Did he tell you anything else?”

     “Wait, I thought you don’t like being involved in other peoples’ business, what do you call this?” she sat down on the office chair rolling around on its wheels. 

     “I don’t have to know, you can just pretend I’m invisible.”

I really don’t get this boy, she spun around in the chair for a bit thinking about three things simultaneously that soon made her head explode stressfully and her face flat on the table. 

     “We can just let the adults do their thing- there isn’t much for us to do but if you really want to do something, how brave are you to enter the underground tunnels?”

     “Wouldn’t it be filled with trains?”

     “It’d be closed for the case.”

     “You’re going with me if I go.”

     “I ain’t going, I won't get involved with these cases.”

     “You’re such a confusing person.”

 

 









Flame 7 ~                                               Caves



 

     “LEFT RIGHT LEFT RIGHT, come on!!!” Shouted the coach of Hurricane on a quiet Friday night. Well, it was pretty peaceful with the satisfying sound of skates gliding along the fresh ice until the coach pierced the air and made Venas jump, wrinkling the paper in the book that she was reading. The book was called, “the Age of Mutants” and now there was one imperfect wrinkled page in the middle.

     “PASS IT JOSH- YOU NEED TO PASS THE PUCK!!!” he bellowed again.

     “Yes sir,” Josh said under his breath, his legs wanted to give up on him as he’s been running up and down the rink for a whole fifteen minutes none-stop at full speed, “I need a break,” he puffed. 

     “Even though we’ve been winning, that doesn’t give you an excuse to slack off so keep it in the game!”

In the rink of Alexandra Palace, where the nets made view obstructions and where the coach’s shouts could be heard from a mile away Venas laid down comfortably amongst the red seats in the front row. The Hurricane's training created a chaotic background noise for her unsteady reading. POP POP The sound of pucks hit by their sticks and into the net one after the other flushing Almas Bakton with a herd of pucks he was trained to hit and block. Some pucks were cheeky and made a score. Lukcas puffed under his cage helmet out of exhaustion from running around on the ice for thirty minutes straight and glanced over at Venas whenever he skated around the goalie's net closest to the entrance. Her two souls were holding tiny books as she read her book. She watched the team train for a little while and thought that she needed to find out more about mutants to understand them in order to save them. Her thought lay on top of Wildfire saving Old Market square from collapsing. It really confused people on whether mutants were to be trusted or not. 

     

     “If Atlas didn’t pop out with rage, humans would think mutants are good but getting humans and mutants at peace isn’t a snap-of-a-finger easy like that, even if I did partially save the building from falling, society nowadays will still be evil and think mutants are enemies,” she muttered to her and continued reading the book of history, “... in the year, 1998, a mutants couple and their two children were found on the streets of North East London and nearly executed by the police force when a mysterious they were saved by a man who till this day is still found undiscovered, whether this family is still alive and where they are right now is a mystery,” she paused and processed. “That- that sounds like…” she looked at Jacob who stood by the side of the rink waiting for his time with the puck. “Sounds like Jacob’s story but I haven’t seen Mr Lanheart around.” the moments she spoke to herself, she would always have Petal to listen to her but the realization of Petal not being by her side pieced a hole in her chest, Petal and his missing sister, “it’s definitely connected to the attacks of the Living corpses, if my Oracle’s protection seal did break it’d be no wonder they found her so quick… argh- it’s one problem after another, I can’t do this anymore, why am I in the middle of everything?!?” She wiggled her stress away and was seen by Lukcas as he passed the goalie’s net again.

 

     “What is that girl doing?”

     “Lukcas, you want water?” Jacob held up his bottle.

     “I’m alright,” he tapped the ice with his stick and sprayed the surface when he stopped.

     “Venas!” Jacob called.

     “Yeah?” She put down the book and approached the benches where the nets didn’t cover.

     “Can you help me and Lukcas get some water please?” He handed her the two bottles and she left the rink to find water.





The palace halls dimmed as the night sky fell displaying bright stars through the ceiling window above the colourful floors. She gazed upon the stars, its white glow aspiring like the moon beside it and polishing rays disappeared as the building light switched on all at once. covering the softness of the scenery

 

She popped the bottles on the barriers next to the other bottles.

     “Thanks- no do you want water, I haven’t seen you touch your bottle in an hour Lukcas?”

     “Sure,” he took the bottle and gulped. He quickly pulled down his cage and skated away straight after while Jacob sat down on the bench.

     “How long till training ends?” She asked.

     “Ten minutes… if you’re brave enough- I’m gonna join Doctor Arms to look at the tunnels, he’s assigned a group of people to help out, it’s not a place you go alone and we’ll have some people overground too.”

     “Is there any reason why I’m going with you?”

     “You scared?”

     “Yes… I am.”

     “Don’t worry, we can bring Lukcas, he’ll be your bodyguard,” he grinned.

     “He doesn’t want anything to do with this, but I don’t understand- if he doesn’t want to be involved, then why did he come this morning?”

     “Don’t you think it’s because he wants to spend more time with his idol?”

     “His idol? He’s got a strange way of expressing his love for his idol.”

     “It’s fine, you two head on home after this.” 

He bolted across the rink for the last five minutes and hit the puck into the post, bouncing back to Lukcas. WHOOOOSH sliding past two players and into the goal!

 

I wonder if he’s still that good when he doesn’t wear the Oracle. 

 

Fifteen minutes on the clock, Lukcas dropped his hockey bag and sticks next to the bench where Venas sat to fetch water. The feeling of chilled water running through his body made him refreshed and ready to go home after two hours of training. Whilst they arrived home, Armsward in his robotic suit searched the endless and shady underground tunnels with a crew of people like himself scuffling along the rock surface of the train tracks, dusty and filthy hinting at no evidence of its original colour. Flashlights pointed in every direction, screaming at deformed cobwebs in every inch on the ceilings and walls, crying at the dried, filth-coated insects stuck within. All that was touched felt like black chalk, flaky like powder from how it’s never been cleaned in a thousand years.  Like cave miners, they wore yellow suits that protected them from the germs and anything they were expecting to discover as Jacob describes as “dangerous”. Their presence was made distinct by the echoes that hollowed through the tunnels. CLING CLANG BOSH As every placed their backpacks on the tracks regardless of how disgusting it was. They dropped their tools and took out the ones they needed and have been searching for since eight o’clock. Ever since then, not a single spider was to be found other than the innocent ones that commonly crawled sound, no trace of extra opened to where the boy would’ve been thrown from- nothing here was to support what the train driver had experienced. Anything like a secret cave that could be by the side that someone or something had dug out but judging by how smooth the walls were clear of damages.

 

     “This is very odd,” Armsward sighed. “This is the very tunnel where the incident occurred- Cyber, are you sure the full scan didn’t detect anything,” he sent a radio messege to the overground crew who were able to have a connection on their devices whilst the underground crew searched.

     “I have checked sir, there are no signs of opening from the main tunnel… but sir, somehow something is coming from the direction of Charing,” Cyber sat next to Picadilly station in the centre of a restricted area. Tape and orange cones were made for the case with a few other case workers under Armsward’s employment. Professor Mark and Professor Stanley. He watched the screen on his laptop with the map opened. Armsward’s crew were seen as glowing orange and red circles indicating they were in the underground but Cyber warned them when more unidentified dots approached them from one side. 

     “What do you mean, if we haven’t found any openings here then where would they be coming from?”

     “Doctor, You have to get out of there, some of the crew on the other side, we’ve lost their signal the extra dots are coming in fast, get out now!” Professor Mark warned again through everyone’s radios where they could all hear his concerned voice. 

     “Uh, I think we might be a little too late for that,” Armsward replied.

Squiggles of hissing grew closer and closer threading on the metal tracks like a little army. Jacob’s skin crawled and folded on itself to use his full powers as the others flashed their lights at the invasion of oddly sized spiders crawling all over the floors and tunnel walls.

     “They sound angry.”

     “They’re massive!”

     “What are you doing standing there, RUN!” Armswards demanded, “Everyone get out now if you don't want to become dinner!” He blasted them one by one with a laser he built into his metal sleeve like a gun for starters and fled as the amount that ran towards them increased fiercely.

     “Dammit, I don’t have enough,” he left the station as quickly as he could after an idea popped into his mind, “Jacob, make sure they don't reach the surface, I’m gonna leave the station and come in from Leicester Square on the other side, be ready!” he said through his radio, grabbed a bag next to Cyber and zoomed straight into the Square. 

     “Got it.”

 

Venom dribbled from the spiders’ fangs and melted the tracks with a sizzle, dissolving on the ground below. Everyone picked up whatever they could get their hands on and scurried along the endless tracks until they reached an opening to the platform. Once the Spiders caught up, Jacob turned around and lifted his hands, bending the tracks from where they had melted. They creaked and dented, crushing them herd by herd with anything he was able to move around with his mental powers. The dead ones curled up into tennis balls trampled on by their friends who survived followed by the rest of its army. 

     “Doctor, the numbers aren’t getting any smaller, they keep coming!”

     “Try to hold on as long as you can, kid, I’m coming back now.”

He stormed into the view, the sound of his suit boosting towards Jacob from the other side planting devices on every inch of space. They lock in and stick beeping with flashing orange lights. “Jacob, I’d advise you to run.”

A trail of black dust sprayed into the air when he was around and busted through the tunnel faster than Armsward could fly. “Just by the platform is enough… and 3, 2, 1…”

 

     BEEP BEEP BEEEEEEP

 

Without damaging the tunnel, each device exploded like dominos, one after the other in a spiral from one side to the other leaving not a single living being inside. Armsward reunited with Jacob on the platform. One last BOOM left the tunnel in silence.

 

     “I think we got them all now, as to where they came from, we’ll look into that first thing in the morning, there has to be an opening somewhere,” he said into his radio, “I saw the others from the other side, they’re uh… they’re all dead now, I’m gonna have a lot of phones calls to make tonight.”

     “What do we do now Doctor?”

     “What’d you think, we hold their funerals.”

     “That too, but I meant tunnel.”

     “Go home, have some rest, we’ll continue tomorrow.” They made for the exit and packed up for the night before they could see a dark figure emerge from the tunnels with her glowing red eyes and sharp fangs as she opened her mouth, silky, long hair, spider legs from her back and skin pale like there was no blood in her body. Through the darkness, her eyes led a path when she touched the wall and dissolved into it like it was a mirror that brought her to the other side. A hidden passage where all the spiders came from. A lady with distinct cheekbones where you can see the highlights as she spoke to his little girl who didn’t need to be tied up as there would be nowhere for her to run. Black hair and still in school uniform, Lian Yi sat on the grain concrete sobbing at the dimness and many, many tiny spiders perched in front of her. 

 

    “Crying, what human babies do best,” the lady complained of the sniffing Lian Yi was making as she wept her tears of fear, spine-shivering from the idea of spiders that could crawl on her any second if she moved an inch. The lady held a jewel in her hand, red and shiny, fighting with the glow in her eyes. “This girl doesn’t have an aura, no celestial core,” she said and stared at the Oracle. 

     “Maybe it’s not her Oracle, maybe she stole it or picked it up,” said another voice, ghostly and calm, a skeleton in his tattered rags, everyone that’s been attacking the city is without legs but this one had legs and he made himself comfy o the rocky couch that he had carved with the disfigured bones on the floor. “How about Valdina, you ask the girl?”

     “I’ve tried that already, this one does not talk, do you even know how to talk?!” she turned to Lian Yi, “Why won’t you talk!?!” all the spiders created a path for her to thread. Valdina was disgusted by Lian Yi’s human face sobbing her little river. She lifted her skirt in the exaggeration of his river of tears and complained to her skeleton friend, Scale, “Why did you have to bring the human baby here, could you not have just taken the Oracle,” she snarled.

     “Hey, I wasn’t the one that took the child, I don’t know what this Oracle even is, it doesn’t belong to this one so if we get it out of her, we’ll find who it really belongs to and then we’ll be able to know what this is, it could be one of the even Oracles for all we know.”

     “But she doesn’t talk, how in Ervanna are we supposed to get the answer?”

     “Torture her a little bit.”

     “These things are weak, on stab and they die,” she compared humans to her kind and gently tapped the Oracle with her vicious, long nails. “It doesn’t matter, we’ll add it into the Embryo either way, whoever it belongs to, they’re probably searching for this one, take her and put her in there too, but keep her alive.”

     “Yes, Mistress,” Scales took Lian Yi who held back and resisted going with him, “annoying human!” The Oracle on his head glowed into her eyes and quickly put her to sleep. He took the Oracle From Valdina’s hand and soared through the sky after the team had left. To the River Thames and dived into the water, growing a sort of bubble around Lian Yi approaching a black and smoky embryo that grew on the river bed. Surrounded by skulls and bones of those who entered the water, humans were curious about what was inside and failed to come out. The embryo moved like an octopus was inside kicking the womb. All the souls of men that he collected were released from his mouth and absorbed like Scales was feeding the embryo along with Venas’s Oracle and Petal who was inside. Petal resisted and tried her best to fly away in the Oracle. She was pushed back into the water with Lian Yi who was soon trapped and glued to the monstrous vessel fuming with black smoke spreading along the entire river tuning the rocks black and rotting whatever lived in the waters melting all the boats and ships above as it gained strength from the new souls. All the water vehicles sank into a shipwreck and made minor damage to the land around it but not enough yet to make the London Eye fall.

 

Two nights in a row, the night before Hurricane’s match, dreamless slumbers of aching and burning flushed through Venas’s core in the centre of her heart. Eyes glowing, skin sweating, her celestial core was hurting electing heat rushing in her body as she slept. Tossing in her duvet, she endured the pain, breathing deeply in and out and falling back asleep like the motion of passing out in her bed.

     






     













Flame 8 ~                                        Fall of Wildfire



 

Cars rolled in and out of the Alexandra Palace car park, monitored by workers in bright, yellow vests. People piled up at the entrance of the East court standing in line to get to the ice rink before the match started. Nearly every red seat was filled with adoring hockey fans of the Hurricanes and very few fans from the opposite team as today’s opponent comes all the way from Scotland. From Dumfries ice rink, Alexandra Palace welcomes Solway Storms for today’s match. Arriving Two hours early, as usual, Hurricanes lounge around and head outside in the fine weather for their warm-up where Venas took the chance to have some fresh air. Half the team went outside. Finnley, one of two Hurricane’s Chinese members chucked a football into the far side of an open space near the parking lot for his teammate to fetch it whilst he said hi to Venas but before he even had the chance to say anything, Jacob swung by and picked him up by the shoulder.

 

     “Hey, there’s no puck to keep my eye on now.”

     “But there’s a football, warm up and get changed, today’s our second last game against Storm,” Jacob demanded.

     “Yes sir,” they joined the circle to warm up their circuits until it was time to get changed into their gear. 

     “You're nervous, this isn’t the first time you’ve played against them,” Venas turned to Lukcas.

     “It isn’t but I’m being cautious about this,” Lukcas revealed the pearl from his shirt, “I wanna give it a try.”

     “Give what a try?”

     “Not wearing it for the game.”

     “What if you lose?”

     “Then that’s my fault for wearing it all this time,” he tossed it to her and joined the circle.

 

Venas observed the pearl until something caught her attention in the corner of her eye. She startled it when she turned wanting to escape.

     “Spider,” her eyes glowed under her contacts and killed it with a spark of flame that withered once it was just a pile of ashes. Her cautious mind grew wide, searching for more like the spider’s appearance was a sign of danger. Not during the match, she decided not to tell Jacob and let him focus on the game but it was hard to hide anything from Lukcas, he saw the look on her face when they sat on the cafe benches for a refreshing drink. Maybe it was the pearl the spider sensed. Anything that popped into her brain was just an assumption leading to no answer of skeletons roaming the city. 

     “During the game, you can stand next to the photographer, no net in the way, if you want,” Jacob said before disappearing into the changing room ready for the evening. She waited there, watching the photographer do his job pointing his lens at the Hurricanes when the lights turned off, splashing colourful spotlights onto the smooth ice. 

 

     “Hello folks, I’m Jake, your commentator today and this evening we are against Solway Storm- a tough opponent they are- being second in the League but there is no team that Hurricanes can’t defeat- ladies and Gents we welcome on the ice, Solway Storm'' The crowd clapped at minimal volume as SOLWAY STORM entered the ice followed by Jacob who was the first to step on as always. “And now, the moment you’ve been waiting for, LONDON HURRICANES!” Opening cheers and claps filtered the air until all the lights switched on again, excusing the natural sunlight glowing from the windows. “Let’s get the game started.”

 

Nervously, Lukcas looked at Venas who had his necklace, almost regretting the idea of handing it to her. Still, he wanted to determine that he was indeed King of the Ice with his buzzer shots and how he outsmarts the players on the opposite team but ten minutes into the game, two of his shots had been blocked by Storm’s goalie almost effortlessly. 

     “Dammit,” Lukcas went back to retrieve the puck.

     “No, so close,” Finnley mumbled.

     “Again let’s go!” Jacob yelled and patted Lukcas on the pack.

     “Looks like we’re off to a bad start with Lukcas Lanheart missing already two shots…” The commentator described what he saw throughout the game but was pulled down a rollercoaster after Lukcas missed another then pulled up again when Finnley scored his try, “... and Finnley Yu makes the first goal fourteen minutes in!” But not every minute was as lucky as this goal. Lukcas sprinted up and down the rink with his unsteady hands losing grip on his stick when a Storm player threw himself at Lukcas bashing him into the barrier where Venas stood. Without flinching, she moved closer to the barrier when the player took the puck.

     “Are you sure you don’t need it?”

     “No, I’m fine,” he skated away slowly building his speed to catch up, switching from one side of the rink to the other until the end of the period when everyone headed into the changing rooms. He rested on the benches giving Venas a chance to talk to him. 

     “I said I’m fine.”

     “You don't look it, did you get hurt?”

     “No, stuff like that’s pretty normal in hockey,” he took his cage off and gulped some water to catch his breath.

     “ Come one Lanheart, get in the changing room, coach wants to talk to you,” Tommy Star yelled.

     “Coming,” he said back under his breath with a feeling of frustration 

 

“He missed all his shots so far…” Venas gazed at the pearl in her hand, “it really is the pearl.”





     “What is wrong with you today Lukcas, you’re missing all your shots!” Coach shouted at him in front of the whole team, sending the changing room into pitch silence. “You were fine during training…” he walked back and forth anticipating a lecture for the entire ten-minute break. Jacob wrapped his arms around his little brother to encourage him a bit more once the coach was done talking and the rest of the team discussed how to win the game when they were one point behind the other team. He tested something, went under Lukcas’s turtleneck undershirt and felt nothing around his neck.

     “Where’s your lucky charm?”

     “Venas has it,” he frowned.

     “Why does she have it, you should be wearing it?”

     “I don’t wanna wear it.”

     “Look, for whatever reason, I still need you to put in a hundred per cent…” he looked at the clock, “one minute left, you need to see you get those goals in, remember to pass, always pass the puck guys- alright are we ready?”

     “Ready!” Hurricanes chanted in sync and placed their hands in the middle.

     “Let’s go!!!”

 

The scoreboard froze after the ten-minute timer hit zero after Venas sat down in her space between the team beaches waiting for the team to appear but the spider she burnt continued to crawl into her mind. Delusions ran around foreshadowing chaos and destruction to the rink like everyone was under surveillance when a figure lurked past the window in broad daylight. No one else saw that? It was just her. The pearl vibrated in her pocket when Lukcas had the puck in his control until it flew away from his intended pass and shot in the photographer’s direction. Faster than a blink, Venas moved from his spot and caught the puck with her bare hands before it smacked him in the face making his soul slung out of his body and bounced back in from a heart attack. The whole crowd fell silent.

 

     “Looks like Lukcas Lanheart is still warming up with his passes, amazing how she caught the puck folks saving our photographer his face and his camera- but for something that goes so fast, that must be an ouch for her hands- neither the less let's move on,” Jake continued the game focusing everyone back into the game. 

     “How did you catch that, I didn’t even- that was too fast, thank you so much,” the photographer said but was cut off by Jacob who left the bench in shock. He took her hand.

     “Are you okay, you didn’t get hurt did you?” he flipped her hand around but no bruises were found.

     “I’m fine.”

He pulled her away from the area past his teammates and off the bench. “Coach, give me a few minutes,” Coach excused him but he didn’t look too happy with Lukcas’s performance today, not one bit. 

     “What’s going on with Lukcas? He said you have his lucky charm?” he questioned quietly,” I haven’t seen him play this bad before.”

     “It’s… he’s…” she hesitated. 

     “He’s what? If you don’t tell me, he’s not going to tell me, I need to at least know why he’s not playing properly.”

     “The pearl… is not your average pearl… it-”

     “Jacob, you’re up!!! Come one!” shouted his coach.

     “Later, you tell me,” he popped his gloves back on, grabbed his stick and hopped over the barrier immediately grabbing the puck the moment he stepped on the ice. 

     “GO, GO, GO!!!” Coach demanded as he stood on the bench for a clear view of the rink. Players switched back and forth but the coach had enough of watching Lukcas miss his shots and was only an;e to get one of them into the net. He called him over and switched him with Tommy who felt the pressure of making a shot when the scoreboard was not being very friendly to the Hurricanes.

     “Lukcas, we’re at three- seven, what are you doing?” Coach said but Lukcas said nothing. He knew at this rate, the team was losing this game no thanks to his clumsy misses, “We’re not gonna win if you keep messing up your shots like that, if you know you can’t do it, pass it, it’s important to pass the puck.”

     “Yes, coach.”

     “Now sit down, you’re up after Lee.”

 

Venas watched how Coach told Lukcas off but thought it wouldn’t be a bright idea to disturb him mid-game. Her attention was drawn to another spider crawling along the barrier for her to burn and scanned for where they came from. It looked like the skeleton she saw outside was real when another one flew past like he was planning when to invade the building. Or that’s the impression they gave Venas. A hint of dark fumes and black clouds sizzled in the air behind it. 

     “Gadget,” she took Gadget out of her pocket. “Can you fly around outside for me,” she connected her phone to his camera to monitor whatever was happening outside. Then she jumped from the bang of the puck against the barrier and into the net of the Hurricane. 

     “Yeah!” screamed the player of Storm from the excitement of Storm’s eighth goal sending the Hurricanes into a ditch of defeat for the second period. It was not until the start of the third period when Gadget flew past the car park workers who were no longer on petrol, instead of lying down almost merged to the concrete, their bodies skinned and charred. Venas saw this through her phone, not liking what she was seeing, clear footage of a living corpse sucking his soul out of his body into its mouth. 

     “No, no, no, cameras, deactivate the camera,” she muttered as no one could hear her. With a click of her fingers, red dust scattered on every security camera the area had and shattered them silently leaving her palms pulsing. Whilst everyone was occupied watching the game and playing, she rushed through the stressed crowd. She stormed into the cafe for a place to hide to magically change her clothes attempting to evaporate into the air and appearing to avoid suspicions if anyone was to see her. “This is gonna hurt,” she warned herself and slipped on her white mask soon joining Gadget on the roof shoving him back into her pocket. A scream shot from the car park entrance, a lady and her children who witnessed the dead bodies of the Palace workers. Aburst of red flames killed the skeleton that emerged from behind them and its bone scattered on the ground giving the lady a chance to pick up her children and run like the other people who passed by. In revenge for spoiling their plan, their temper exploded into bits, each encountering more of her furious fire bombs from the air around how but they stopped when a sudden hand she sensed pulled her reflexes out nearly chopping his arm off. The chock in her eyes widened in reaction to who just tried to sneak up on her, on the roof of Alexandra Palace. 

     “Ak-” she stuttered when she thought she was hallucinating, gazing into his grey eyes, like the eyes of a possessed puppet. “Akirou.” He booted her to the other side, nearly dangling her off the edge without a word. She looked at his hands but this time, his possession wasn’t centred around the ring, not like how Tao Shi used him as a puppet. She could tell from his pupil-less eyes and emotionless expression sending no sign that he was trying to break out. Venas scuffed her shoes on the roughness of the surface, stopping herself from falling and jumping back up disturbed by the skeletons gasping through the air around her. “What are you doing here?”

As if he was forced to be mute like the skeleton who had no tongue to speak. His reply to her curiosity, electrical waves building around his arms. A bolt of lightning shot from the sky from one bruised cloud amongst the whites and blues, raging his unconsciousness but missed Venas by a second as the pearl inside her pocket helped move the strip of lightning similar to how it moved helped Lukcas move the puck. A second of time flashed her life away.

 

     “Oh my God, that was so close,” thumping faster and faster- strike after strike defying physics causing a ruckus in their surroundings but instead of luring their attention to the two teenagers fighting on the roof, they fed their fear by running away. Down the hill or the other way but down the hill seems to have been easier during the warm evening. 

 

     “Did you hear that?” Finnley said to Tommy.

     “Yeah, I heard it too, it’s a bit loud in here though.”

 

Venas kept shouting to Akirou, wake up, wake up and what’s wrong with you but fist after fist, combat where they could fall off the roof at any moment was not solving any problems right now. A tile broke when she pounced on it dodging from Akirou’s hip and the chance for a bolt finally stuck her mildly in the back instead of the tall metal pole hovering over them. Every single thing in front of her multiplied and blurred, eyelids forced to stay open on top of her wobbling legs until everything tipped over turning into darkness. 

 

From the rink, nothing seems to have crossed the minds of the crowd that a small battle disappeared outside until a security guard went outside to check up on his colleague after his radio message was left hanging. On the floor, he saw the black body of what seemed to have been his fellow workers, the name card on their chests and the ones shredded on the ground sent him into a wave of shivering, he picked up the card and terrifyingly scampered back into the building. He stuttered to his manager through his shaking radio in his unsteady hands like his body was having a seizure. 

 

     “What do you mean they're dead?” His manager yelled, his voice buzzed through the speaker.

     “M-m-m-m, I mean, t- t- their bodies- c- burnt like the ones in the news boss-I heard thunder and went out to check and everyone’s… ”

 

     “LUKCAS, WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?!” Coach screamed.

     “I’m trying, I’m trying,” he muttered with sweat dripping down his neck, Running with the puck like he was playing rugby- sprinting on the edge of the rink. He was fast, yes, not having the pearl didn’t change his speed but it altered his aim. Throughout the game, he had scored two goals but the other fifty times that he boosted the puck, one miss after another didn’t help boost his confidence in any way, especially not with his coach shouting down his ear whenever he came off the ice. 

     “Lukcas pass it, pass it!” Tommy called, his patience running over the roof when the third period was almost over.

     “Okay folks, only ten seconds left, Lukcas grabs hold of the puck- will he make it into the goal but even if he did, it would make no difference to the scoreboard- looks like Hurricanes are losing their first game this month,” Jake commented.

     “Can he shut up?” Lukcas gave Jake the eye of annoyance but of course, Jake couldn’t hear him. I need to try again, I have to make this one, he told himself desperately.

     “Pass it Lukcas,” Jacob prayed from behind.

 

He shot it.

 

                                   



 

 

                                                                           PING

 

Storm’s goalie saved his shot at the sound of the buzzer leaving them three points behind on the scoreboard. Instead of Hurricanes rushing onto the rink for a group hug, all the Storms jumped on the ice and celebrated their win. Hurricane’s defeat left their coach disappointed where he was mostly disappointed in Lukcas who was so stubborn as to not pass the puck as his teammates told him to. Lukcas slapped his stick onto the ice, threw his gloves on the wet floor- grabbed his water bottle and stormed straight into the changing room.

     “Hey- where you going, we still have the greetings to do,” Finnley tried to chase him when Jacob grabbed his arm.

     “Leave him- don’t even know what’s wrong with him today,” he turned to the rest of his teammates, “it doesn't matter that we lost, being a good sportsman is not acting like that,” he pointed in frustration. “Go do the handshakes, after they announce the rewards, we can call it a night- you did well tonight… well, maybe not all of you.”

     “Yes, Captain.”

After the crowd disappeared in disappointment and all the players headed to the changing rooms, Jacob noticed that Venas wasn’t around. He approached the photographer. 

     “Hey, did you see the girl that was standing here?”

     “She was here but I think she left during the second period,” he packed his bag and left.

     “Second period?” He thought of when he pulled her to the side and coach called him back, “must’ve been then… but why would she leave?” He charged into the changing rooms where all the bad odour from the boys' kits reeked the air. “Lukcas, do you know where Venas went? Did she tell you anything?”

     “No, she hasn’t,” he said bluntly, popped on his hockey bag and was ready to leave.

     “You’re not gonna wait for me?”

     “I wanna go home now.”

     “Coach is outside waiting, there’s no escape how early you leave, he’s gonna give you a lecture,” but Lukcas had already left and was about to face the angry face of his coach.

 

Jacob tried calling Venas on the phone multiple times spamming the call button but no one answered, it would go to voicemail in the end. He got worried- slipped off his skates, unwrapped his shin tapes and shoved everything into his bag.

 

     “Hey, hey, hey, what’s the hurry?” Tommy chilled.

     “Just need to do something… I’ll see you guys next week,” he dropped his bag by the entrance and noticed the car park was roaming with plenty of police cars and police continuing the case of the charred bodies. He picked up his phone. “Doctor, did Venas with you?”

     “Why would she be with me? She left with you and Lukcas.”

     “She disappeared during second period, I called mom- she said she’s not at home.”

     “Okay, don’t panic, have you tried calling her?

     “Fifty times- the living dead came and killed some people, there’s police outside.”

     “I heard, she must’ve been involved, did you notice anything during the game?”

     “I… there was a lot of noise coming from the roof,” he looked up and tried to find a way to get on top.

     “Check the roof.”

     “What about the security cameras?” Jacob suggested,

     “That would tell us where she went if she left the site and whenever there’s an attack, they’re always turned off.”

     “Just in case.”

 

Armsward unlocked his monitors and accessed the security cameras of Alexandra Palace but all the cameras were disabled which didn’t raise any surprise. Jacob searched for ways to get up to the rooftops, there were plenty of things to climb for him to find that there was no one in sight. A soft glow radiated on the far side catching his eye ever so slightly.

     “That’s…” he picked it up, “Lukcas’s charm, she must’ve dropped it.”

     “What was that?” Armsward buzzed over the phone.

 

   









Flame 9 ~                           Strike of the Midnight Chime



 

The cold silence echoed past chilled drips of water leaking from the overground. Broken train tracks dumped everywhere, dismantled and rusted but it didn’t matter since they’re going to be replaced soon. 

 

                                               DRIP  DROP    DRIP  DROP





Pitch black and ominous, Piccadilly underground was completely sealed to prevent public use. The tunnel seems spotless, with not a human in sight, with not a demon, instead, rats and spiders here and there. The rats scampered in and out of small cracks and openings when some spiders were able to sink into the dirty walls like there was a secret room on the other side, like a passage of some sort- a cave that Cyber was not able to detect. The spider crawled into the cave, dipping its skinny legs into spots of puddles leading a trail to Valdina sitting down on a golden chair made of stone, almost like a throne, made of metal. A table where she drummed her sharp red nails and stared at the archway of her dimmed chamber warped in candles and things to make it look more like a throne chamber than a cave. All the curves were straight and the floors were smooth, decorated with carpets. Akirou stood next to her, his eyes plain and soulless, captured by the dark crystal Valdina fiddled in her pale hands. In the next room a girl, cold and unconscious on the crusty floor surrounded by arachnids. Slowly, she woke up, before her body reacted, her heart pounded out of her chest at the sight of them. She bounced up and scrambled backwards towards the wall where the spiders behind her backed away leaving a path for her. Hands bound to her back, irritated by a fierce rope made of cobwebs. Everywhere she looked, every corner was a dead end, just walls, candles and no door causing hesitation in using a bit of her power to burn them all away. The fear of not knowing where she was haunted her mind.

 

     “You shouldn’t have interfered,” said a voice but there was nowhere for him to enter before an archway crumbled into view and back into a stone wall when Kasey appeared. “But then again, even if you didn’t, you’d still end up here- if you stayed where you were, kidnapping you would’ve been more public- then people would know what happened to you.”

     “Why are you everywhere I go?” She ignored his speech, “you’re not here to save me, are you?”

     “Getting smarter by the day,” he mocked. 

     “Where are we?” She said in her weak voice

     “In the caves of London.”

     “I’m not here to play games, Kasey, where are we?”

     “Secret caves next to the underground, if you don’t believe me, it explains the severed boy the humans found hit by that train.”

     “You did that?” 

     “I didn’t do that,” he said honestly.

     “Of course, you didn’t do it, the spiders found on the boy weren’t yours.”

     “Oh? You noticed? Our spiders both look almost identical.

     “Our spiders?”

Kasey unconsciously leaked that he admitted there was a second person Venas didn’t know about confirming that there was indeed another villain behind the city murders. 

     “Yes, our spiders- do you know why you’re here- why you’re here but not dead like the others? You say I’m everywhere you go when everywhere you go there’s always chaos.”

     “So what are you suggesting?”

      It’s not you that arrives at the scene of the crime, it’s rather the scene of the crime follows you and lately, it’s been very easy to find you.”

    “I can’t help it, I don’t control any of this, it’s not like I have power over those skeletons, why are you blaming me for this?”

    “Don’t you think every disaster that’s been happening is your fault- first it’s Tao Shi at your school, what was he doing? He was there to look for you and destroyed the area- during the time that you were in Ervanna, England seemed very peaceful, next is the airport attack-”

     “You knew I was there? But the skeletons attacked the plane in the sky when I was inside the airport.”

     “Next is your sister being kidnapped and lastly, the incident at Alexandra Palace and who was at all of those events? You.” 

     “What did you just say?”

     “That trouble goes wherever you go.”

     “That my sister got…”

     “Don’t you know, she’s right here in this very cave,” Valdina emerged from behind him startling Venas with her horrific appearance, tall, pale with horns on her head overcast by her giant spider legs. Candle lights can only reach so far where most of her were mysteriously dark. Running through Venas’s, this lady’s shallow, mature voice recovered a memory.

Why does she look so familiar? 

 

     “I did tell him to get rid of you when he found you in London two years ago but he was waiting until you had the sword of Jade Dragon, otherwise, I’d slaughter you ages ago,” her voice rang in her head, the lady that snuck into Armsward’s lab. “My name is Valdina… remember me, I’ll be waiting by the embryo… for you and your Oracles,” which was the last thing Valdina said before disappearing that day.

 

     “Do you remember me?” She walked closer.

     “I do… remember you- what did you do to her,” she tried to get up but more webs shot out of her hands tying her to the ground.

     “Good you, you remember, then you know what I’m after but I also know that you won’t give it to me so I’ll have to do it the hard way.”

     “Stop turning the topic, where is she, I want to see her,” her wrist turned red from the harsh rubbing of the ropes, “I don’t have an Oracle on me, how would I be able to give you what you’re looking for?”

     “What do you mean you don’t have an Oracle?” Valdina ignored the first line.

     “I just don’t- what in the world will you do now, kill me?”

     “You think I won’t dare?” She urged to grab Venas by the neck, nearly poking her with her sharp nails but let go just before she was about to choke. “You’re pretty weak today, not like the Wildfire I saw lifting the town hall- WHERE IS the Sword of Jade Dragon mortal!?!” 

     “I don’t know,” she lied bravely whilst Valdina glared at her with her haunted red eyes. 

     “Very well,” Valdina straightened her back. All the spiders in the room acted according to a signal of her hands, her long wrinkly fingers and snapped. Venas observed their behaviour before a shock of pain pinched her in the chest, her core burning like a campfire- holding in her reaction with her lips tightly sealed.

     “Don’t worry, it won’t kill you, otherwise I won’t have my answer will I?” she cackled coldly.”

This is the venom, this is what happened to that boy, she thought.

It entered her body very slowly allowing Venas to control the venom like the snake venom she controls to turn back from Wildfire. Luckily Valdina failed to notice her little trick as she pretended to suffer her torture but Kasey noticed.

     “This is a threat,” Valdina continued. More spiders crawled out of the walls and the pain grew stronger and stronger until it became hard to control that she tipped over on the ground. “Where is the sword!?!”

Not a word sounded from Venas’s mouth as she lay on the ground.

 

     “Fine, we’ll see how long you last- son, let’s go,” she dissolved into the walls.

 

     “She’s your mother?”

     “She’s-”

     “That’s not important right now, where is she?” She struggled. “You better now have done anything to her.”

     “You’d be more concerned about where your Oracle is if you knew what happened to it,” he said.

     “What do you mean?”

     “She told her skeleton friend to throw it into the river,” he confessed.

     “Why would she do that?”

     “To strengthen the monster in the water,” he answered mysteriously. 

 

It only just clicked, the letter Cleo wrote to her about something in the water of the River Thames. So they’re collecting Oracles to nurture the embryo in the water.

 

     “It eats souls, you know, and the souls of men seem to power it a lot more than the lady’s souls, rather souls of young, energetic boys.”

     “No wonder they only go for the men.”

     “Son, hurry up!” Valdina’s voice bled through the walls. He disappeared too leaving her in the dim lights to resist the agony when more venom streamed into her veins.

     “Wait, answer my question first, KASEY!” Sweat bubbled down her skin from the hot flushes and pinches of pain shivering up her spine, pushing in and out. With the amount of venom she extracted from her body, the same amount streamed in. Slowly, she was able to sit back up and burn all of the spiders in sight but more would crawl in.

     “Why are there so many? I just want to-” She wriggled around rubbing the rope against stones fighting with how weak she became from the venom until she ran out of energy, inhaling and exhaling excessively from the comfortable feeling in her gut. The urge to spew but having nothing to throw up. Infected blood streams and unwanted prickling to the thought of paying heaven a visit if she refused to give up the sword.

     “They’re never gonna find me down here,” she mumbled, huffing and puffing, her eyes gradually shutting down as the pain put her to sleep on the midnight chime of the clock that rang from the clock of Big Ben. But she didn’t want to fall asleep, she wanted to find Lian Yi who was somewhere in this very underground. Her sharp breathing sounded like she was fated to die in a dream of another who woke up with a frightening jerk when She fell to the floor, his visions full of blood and terror in the dark caves of a faded vision. Markcas felt a panicking heat rush shot through his body as he sat up on his bed catching his heart beats.

     “Why would I dream that?” He blinked harshly though the midnight darkness of his room, rubbing his head when the words “save me,” echoed through his mind. “It was just a dream… just a dream,” he repeated stressfully but kept dreaming about the caves that Armsward had failed to find, like how Ervanna and the rest of its galaxy are hidden from the humans of Earth with a strong shield of magic. They would never know magic really exists and that anything they see as magic in their view is associated with witchcraft or paranormal events, anything to spook humans out like a horror movie like possession and talking to ghosts. But of course, things like wizards and demons don’t exist, humans of Earth all think they’re stories to scare you into nightmares and fantasies, but mutants, they’re real demons like Slevel and Tao Shi on the news were titled as “Mutants'' which was a disgrace to the mutant-kind. Mutants like Altas act force and threaten humans because it was the humans who touched his people first. Mutants like Lukcas threw away his mutant identity to blend in with his environment, Jacob could only hide with his family disguised as humans to live on in the outside world instead of being locked up in Firefly forest. He used his powers to protect when a demon uses them to destroy. Tonight his patience was running low when it was already midnight he quickly ran into the morning searching for Venas, in every inch of the city, from buildings to alleyways- Chinatown and parks -  underground to underground. Armsward security crew have been on duty for hours and hours flying their tech everywhere around the city. Where would a girl go in the middle of the night and not have her cellphone convenient for contact? 

 

     “Did you find her?” Armsward questioned them over the phone in his smart suit.

     “No, not yet sir, not a single spot of evidence,” the guard replied standing outside several black cars parked in the sealed-off area of Alexandra Palace.

     “Alright, I’ll be on my way back, keep going.”

     “Yes sir,” the guard hung up and sat back into his car for the others to continue their watch. 

 

Ten o’clock in the morning and no sign of any evidence after a long search. Even Jacob was prepared to stay up all night until his mother called him at two in the morning for him to return and let Armward’s men take care of the case. Everything happened so late in the night, when Jacob came home, Lukcas and the twins were already fast asleep before he could spread the news.

 

     “What did you just say?” Lukcas muttered with his toothbrush in his mouth.

     “I said, after leaving the rink, she went missing, we searched for her all night but couldn’t find her,” Jacob repeated.

 

BANG He threw his toothbrush into the sink and rinsed his mouth.

 

     “You lost her!?!” he stared at his brother with a harsh glare. Jacob raised his hand and dangled the pearl.

     “You saw the dead people outside, the skeletons came again and they found her probably because they were after this which you gave her, it’s an Oracle like the ones stuck on their foreheads!”

     “Why do you have it then?”

     “I found it on the roof, means they must’ve fought up there and they took her from there otherwise why would this be there and we did hear a lot of noise from the ceiling during the game- take your stupid necklace, if you have any plans today- cancel them- you’re taking Lily and Tyle to their party today, mum and I don’t have time,” he demanded.

     “What party?”

     “Their friend’s birthday party, last week, mum said I was gonna take but this popped up.”

     “Why do I have to take them?”

     “Do you have any plans?” Jacob grabbed a comb to fix his hair.

     “No, I don’t.”

     “Then perfect,” he put the comb down and made his way to the door, “I’ll see you later.”

     “W- wait,” he hesitated but Jacob already left the house. He gazed at the pearl and wanted to smash it on the floor, went into his room and chucked it on his bed.

You’re the reason why we’ve been winning all those games, he released his temper before remembering that Venas was very keen on it and that it must be very important when Jacob said it was an Oracle like the ones on the skeletons’ foreheads. He decided not to throw it in the bin with a feeling of guilt since she went missing after he gave it to her. 

 

Jacob entered Amrmward’s office whilst he was away on the case, he turned on all the computers on his desk where the name “Connor Armsward appeared in the middle of each screen. 

 

     “System rebooting,” said the computer before he logged in and accessed all the files he needed to continue with today’s workload, things Armsward left on the table for him to complete in his place.

     “Doctor Armsward said that you are free to join him after you’ve accomplished these documents and these ones too,” Cyber brought along a pile of paper and slapped them on the table like a whole deck of giant cards. 

     “That’s quite a lot Cyber,” he flipped through the corners of the pile.

     “This is only half of the load.”

     “Half?” He started reading some formas and paragraphs after paragraphs,one included keeping Venas’s “missing” case under secret investigation as her identity was not simple like her sister’s.

     “Since you are here Mr Lanheart, there’s one more thing you are required to do today,” he dragged a few tabs onto the monitors, nearly a hundred panels shared amongst five screens picturing different places of the city.

     “This is?”

     “We have many Sparks hovering around the city.”

     “So I gotta watch them? Looks like I’m gonna be here all day.”

All throughout the day, Cyber’s radio has been going off and on, buzzing into Jacob’s head, waking him up from his resisted naps when hours dragged and dragged. 

     “Mr Lanheart.”

     “Yes, I’m awake, I’m awake,” he sat up.

     “Panel fifty has a movement,” Cyber pointed out.

     “That’s Piccadilly underground,” he identified and suddenly he was wide awake to watch a full-fledged skeleton attack the workers on patrol. Scales took the soul of one, holding him by the shoulders and using the Oracle on his head to take the soul. Everyone else ran but she flicked his bony finger and suddenly, a herd of living corpses stormed after them and did not fail to do their job.

     “What in the- Doctor,” his fingers stumbled across the paper before reaching his radio, “Picadilly- the skeletons just made their next attack!” 

     “We’re by Big Ben- be there ASAP,” he pushed the pedal and drove with his blue beacon flashing like a police car across the city with several more white cars following him. “We’ve established that’s where they seem to be coming from, my mistake for not keeping a few of us there,” his siren filtered through the main road but of course, as usual, always arriving at the scene of burnt humans. He rested his forehead in his arms. “That was our fastest routine but yet,we’re still too late.”

     “If we go on like this, the population will go down immensely, do you know how many cases of unknown murders we’ve had in the last two months- it looks like now it’s happening more and more often,” reported one of the officers.

     “Officer, tonight, I’m planning to stay here, anywhere else, we have a group of you to make sure that this doesn’t happen again,” he demanded.

     “If you’re staying down here, I forbid unless you have a whole army with you, I’m pretty sure I know my science and that shooting these skeletons will not kill them… the bullet will go right through them and guns like these are all we have,” said the officer. “I’ll put a notice up for the head of the department, tell him to offer you more assistance.”

     “Thank you.”







 









Flame 10 ~                        Enemies



 

Guitar strums fiddled through the air in a bright room where the curtains were wide open and a light summer breeze blew in from the window gap. Markcas stopped playing and rested his head on his guitar still running thoughts in his head from last night's dream dazzled by why he would dream such a dream like it was trying to tell him something. It made him wonder what Venas was up to right now. Spike quietly coiled up on the table hidden by a few folders in case someone was to walk in, he enjoyed listening to Markcas playing his tunes but was curious as to why he stopped playing all of a sudden. He gazed at Markcas with his largely cute eyes like a little puppy.

     “It was just a dream right?” He looked at Spike but all he got was a blink. “I shouldn’t be worried, dreams don’t mean anything… maybe I should give her a call.” Spike nodded. “You think I should- just to make sure she’s okay. He picked his phone up and started dialling.

 

     “I’m sorry, but the number you are calling is not in reach- please try again later.”

 

But he tried again.

 

     “I’m sorry, but the number you are calling is not in reach- please try-” 

     “Maybe she’s busy but it says not in reach, maybe she’s in the underground and there’s no service, I’ll try again later.” But even later after coming back from a cycle in the warm heat, his calls remained unanswered. He slumped on his desk and wondered if she was just busy, she could be in the underground for that long. Maybe she turned it off or it’s on silent and she’s busy doing something… for hours and hours? Hours until the night not seeing any fresh news on social media or the t.v. Anything that happens in London has always been on the News lately, every corpse attack from Heathrow to Leicester Square where the latest news published projecting last night's sudden attack by Scale. Piccadilly, marked with tape and cones, was now less crowded when the news scared commoners away, all hiding in their homes like a pandemic lurking every corner. What used to only happen at night, now happens any time during the day. Regent Street, Oxford Circus, anywhere around the centre of London was a lace for a victim to spawn. The number of buses decreased on the timetables and people who would go shopping were all at home instead, advised by the police force to keep themselves safe as there were no cases that the corpses would attack people in their own homes as they watch the news that hovered over River Thames recapping the brave people who entered the water but failed to come back out.

     “Reported live, a man named Joseph Reel decided he investigates the mysterious water of River Thames but again like the men before them, he never came back out even with all the safety measures he took into account- shortly after he jumped in, the water turned black and during the night, many people have been reported missing where they were last seen near the river-”

 

     “This is ridiculous,” Armsward turned off the t.v in his office after returning from dinner. “Everywhere I assigned guards, there’s no attack and places I miss out, are where they stride to attack, we’ve lost the lives of ten people today in three places where there was no one on standby! If only we could find Venas but it’s like she disappeared into thin air,” he summarized his day, having the urge to smash the gadget he held in his hand but remembering that it was very expensive therefore he put it down gently on the table. Jacob, resting on the couch, felt the same frustration as Armsward, maybe worse from having to run around taking his orders to catch the skeletons. Cyber who was stress-free carried around a tray of cold drinks to cool them down, trying to support them.

     “Your stress level is very high, it is not good for the human body, please, have some fresh orange juice,” he said to Jacob.

     “Thank you,” as soon as he finished the glass, a sudden idea popped into his head but the chances of this idea was risky. Demons that the humans fail to kill with their guns when shooting skeletons is like shooting a ghost, nothing else can be done than watch them cause trouble. Police, firefighters, it doesn’t matter if scientists figure out what these things are, the idea of banishing them never went smoothly. “If humans can’t fight the monsters, mutants can help,” he pitched.

Armsward tackled the idea like a disaster waiting to happen, “Absolutely not.”

     “Why not, we have the power, I fought them before, with our abilities, we’re more capable to stop them than the human workforce.”

     “It’s a risk not for society but for you when you expose yourselves, everything that happens and has to do with these creatures gets reported on the news,” he reasoned.

     “I know mutants don’t have a good reputation amongst society, this is our chance to-”

     “Jacob are you listening, the reason Lukcas gave up his mutant identity completely is to prevent what happened to your father from happening to the rest of the mutant race, society is not kind.”

     “Father tried to save the humans, that’s what we’re doing right now.”

     “And by saving the humans, he died… in the hands of the humans he saved!!!” Armsward was able to shut the conversation off when he raised his tone. “Keep your mutant identity away from society, the battle in Nottingham already caused enough trouble, the whole square had to be heavily rebuilt after that destruction… I’m off,” Armsward took his uniform and protective suit to continue with tonight’s mission of city patrolling and expected Jacob to go home after that conversation. Cyber watched Armsward walk out the door and turned to Jacob who pressed his fists on the table. Armsward’s words flew into his ear and out the other ear.

     “Mr Lanheart, where are you going?” Cyber wondered.

     “I’m paying Firefly a visitor.”

     “But didn’t Master Armsward just-” Jacob already left before Cyber finished, “oh okay.” He looked at a screen on his arm, “I am on low battery mode,” carefully he stepped into his charging port and fell asleep waiting for the morning to rise again. 

 

But Armsward rather the morning didn’t come so quickly. Tonight, he and the rest of the police force were determined to catch any skeletons and have no murders for the news headlines. Armed with his metal armor, he creaked downstairs into the underground, imagining tumble wheat to roll by from the deserted platforms. A howl hollowed through the tunnels, a shallow whistle and water dripping. 

     “It’s all clear down here at the moment, meanwhile, I got Robert to watch the surveillance tonight, I expect Jacob to be going home tonight,” he said into his radio to the officer.

     “Copy that, I’m going to send some people down with you.” 

 

As soon as the men joined him in the underground, Venas on the other side of the wall endured her heavy breathing and heard through the stone, clattering and talking. Her arms and legs strained and useless, hair loosely tied and dusty, heart pumping as much oxygen through her bloodstream as it coiled fighting with the venom that would’ve killed her by now.

     “Looks like they’re either here for you or to catch my skeletons, but humans aren’t so clever as to know where you would be we’re so hidden after all-'' Valdina sat down on a chair across from Venas who struggled even to speak a word, she was to save her breath. “All day you’ve been refusing to tell me where the sword is,” she said for the fifth time today, Venas was getting sick of it, she began to think that Valdina was hesitating to kill her. If she wanted the sword so badly and venom was her only form of torture, it must mean she isn’t a very strong villain, only relying on her spiders and that dark crystal of hers. Valdina untied her ropes, thinking that Venas was too weak to even stand up. Any chance to take advantage and take Venas by the collar, stretching her top as Valdina pressed her to the wall. “TELL ME, MORTAL, how is this torture not enough to get you to spill!!!” she shook her, sharp nails stretching his skin through her clothing. 

      “I won’t,” Venas squeezed out a few words, “l… let me go,” it suddenly became more challenging for her to breathe but Valdina dropped her to the ground when they both heard a destructive gunshot from the underground. Not one gunshot but two. Whilst Valdina was distracted, in that split moment, Venas grabbed a handful of fire and whipped it around the nasty woman’s legs nearly burning them off but managing to trap her with a sphere of flames.

     “What is this!?!” Her nails burnt off when she touched the sphere, “ARGHH! GET- ME- OUT- OF- HERE YOU MORTAL!!!” She grabbed her miniature dark crystal ball and summoned her spiders as skeletons tackled the battle near the underground escalators. A boy in a mask, no, not a black mask but instead, a white, red and blue opera mask broke past security and slid down the escalators.

     “HEY, GET BACK HERE!!!” Security demanded the boy to come back but was scared at the same time when he used a bit of magic to get in. “What’re you all standing there for? GET HIM!”  One after the other, they all shot down the escalator, diving into the centre to grab him by the legs but instead, they ended up sliding to the other side. 

     “Get over here, this is a restricted area! You are trespassing!” surpassing the diving officers, Armsward stepped into the corridor where coins were scattered on the floor from beggars' cups left deserted. He stopped in his tracks.

     “And where do you think you’re going, this is no place for you to be messing around kid,” he confronted.

     “Connar, the kid has powers, be careful!” 

     “Powers?” behind him, stood his helpers in black and yellow, wearing their handy guns on their backs and other police weapons you would expect.

     “I need you to let me through,” said the masked boy. Armsward pushed him away when he attempted to enter, unraveling a cloud of frustration.

     “This is a restricted area and you will be fined if you go any further.”

     “I know it’s a restricted area-”

     “Then you must leave.”

     “Sorry, I can’t,” he forcefully barged in, shooting a shot of ice from his palms freezing the guns that threatened him and the feet that ran after him. Armsward freed himself immediately and chased him to the platform initiating hand-in-hand combat after pulling him back, almost snapping his back when he landed on the stairs. To scare the boy, he shot his gun at the ceiling once then again but the gun ended up freezing from the inside and exploded from Armsward’s hand, its pieces scattering on the floor. His second gun landed in the boy’s hand. 

 

                                       BANG BANG BANG

 

He shot it near Armsward’s feet until the bullets ran out. A dragon appeared out of nowhere, spraying his smoky cold breath into the atmosphere for a shield to help them flee, leaving Armsward deserted by himself not having a clue where he vanished, also having no idea that on the other side, chaos arose when Venas was so close to getting nowhere. All the spiders hundred and hundreds, thousands and thousands emerged from the walls and distinguished the fire leaving heaps of ashes trailing behind Valdina who was so furious that venas attempted to run away. She grabbed her by the neck resisting very little kick and flames thrown at her.

     “You can't escape, you don’t even know where the exit is,” her crazy expression haunted the room until it changed from overpowering to what stabbed her in the back, much rather, what just stabbed her in the heart.

     “Get your hands off of her, YOU DEMON!” the masked boy intruded, luring his sword back into his hands. 

Valdina felt horrified when blood started dripping from her chest and soon from his shoulders when he sliced her arm off and caught Venas from her tight grasp. She tried to look him in the face but saw that he wore a mask. She gently lifted it just a tiny bit and released a tear that sat in his eyes when he saw her.

     “Mar- cas?”

     “Venas, I’m here, I’ll get you ou-”

     “Argh, my arm…” he left hand trembling, seeing her arm on the place not attached to her body, “How dare you!” she swung her spider legs around making the two her biggest targets amongst the tight caves. Markcas scooped her up just as her strength gave up and collapsed in his arms.

     “Hey, don’t sleep now.”

Valdina pointed her legs and shot it at them and pierced Markcas in the back when he swung around to keep Venas from harm. The venom forced out dark blood from his mouth. A vein in his back released his powers, freezing the leg as the ice spread to Valdina’s body, turning her into an ice statue. 

     “What do you think you’re doing!” Scales stormed in but froze too when he touched Valdina.

     “I’ll deal with you later,” Markcas leapt into the walls, landing on the train tracks and made his way to the top where Armsward was upstairs with the police getting killed by the corpses until he froze all of them in mid-air. “Everyone stand back!” He warned as every single skeleton shattered in the air. Armsward saw it was venas he held in his arms.

     “What in the” thoughts fought in his mind watching Markcas scurry up the stairs, in his path, blocked by the officers.

     “Out of my way.”

     “Out of his way,” Armsward confirmed, letting him through, “Call the ambulance!” 

     “Yes sir.”

     “No thanks, I can handle this,” he rejected hopping into a taxi that seemed to be waiting for him. He threw his mask off. “The nearest hospital, please.”

Before the engine started, Armward, who was no longer in his armor, hopped in the front leaving the driver confused.

     “Sir, I already have a cu-”

     “Drive,” said Armsward.

     “But-”

     “Just drive!!!” Markcas and Armsward chanted together. 

     “Okay okay, I’ll drive, I’ll drive,” he joined the quiet traffic. As a siren sounded on top of the car and other cars started leaving a path for it to drive with no stops. Armsward was just as confused as the driver but he waited until everything was settled. Unfortunately, since Venas was unconscious, the doctors found it challenging to manage her condition. Many specialists rushed in and out of the operation room, bringing in this and that, here and there. But nothing more could be done than maintaining his body until she wakes up and removes the venom herself like the way she controls the flow of snake venom to turn in and out of Wildfire.

 

     “Doctor Arel, the patient’s hair is turning white,” reported one of the doctors.

     “Turning white, let me see this,” he gently nudged through the crowd of doctors, seeing with his own eyes, Venas’s hair shifting on the spectrum. “Her pulse is steady so for now, there isn’t any danger, we’ll need to get more anti-venom, we don’t have enough.” However, he was astonished at how her pulse was steady when a miracle saved her from dying hours and hours ago. Some of the anti-venom Armsward helped to develop from the spiders he’s collected from crime scenes and on the body of the victims were used on Markcas first as his injury was not as severe and needed less. In a different room, the nurse assigned to him wrapped his wound on his bare back whilst he tried hard not to look Armsward in the eye. 

     “You’ll need to change your bandage around three times a day to prevent infection until the wound is fully closed up,” said the nurse.

     “Got it, thank you.”

     “I will need a guardian to sign these,” she handed Markcas some forms.

Armsward took the paper and quickly signed it. The nurse excused them and they both made their way to Venas’s room where she lay on the hospital bed still unconscious. Not a single word was spoken between them, maybe an awkward start. 

     “Her hair, why is it…”

     “Markcas Black is it? Connar Armsward,” he put his hand out waiting for Markcas to take it for a handshake. He smiled slightly. “Your first impression wasn’t that great.”

     “Sorry, emergencies couldn’t wait, I panicked, I uh, I’ve seen you here and there on the news- I know you’re not a bad guy- if I had time- I would’ve taken my time- but I didn’t want to be too late- she wasn’t picking up her calls all day,” he rambled.

     “Woah slow down, you’re not in trouble- well you would’ve been in trouble if you were plainly trespassing- I have a lot of questions, how did you know where she was?”

     “Uh, I… you would’ve seen by now, I’m not your average human, there are things I can think of that you wouldn’t,” he explained.

     “Thinking outside the box.”

     “We both have something that I can use to find her and she can find me, on the map I was standing where I felt it was the strongest but she wasn’t there, since London’s full of undergrounds and where I was standing wasn’t above a direct platform, there had to be some magic involved, secret passageways are very common ways to get around,” Markcas coughed, “but why is her hair white, it was black…” he held a chunk of her hair to feel the texture.

 

Suddenly, a police officer walked in and asked Armsward to accompany him before he answered Markcas’s question leaving him alone with Venas in the silent room listening to the screen clipped to her finger monitoring her pulse.

 

                                                   BEEP BEEP BEEP

 

Thoughts dwelling on when she’ll wake up and when she’ll recover as the beeping gradually grew quicker and quicker. 

     “What’s happening?”















Flame 11 ~                               Rejection



 

Blood flooded the floors of the caves, mixed in a pool of spiders, crawling on the body of a dead child suddenly sinking into the black water where the cave became the river. Buried amongst clouds of dark smoke, pushing her towards the riverbed. Her body was devoured by the embryo and her bloodstream to the top of the water, rippling from the rain above. 

 

              DRIP…

                      DROP…

                                 DRIP…

                                          DROP… 

 

Venas jumped from her pillow when her hair turned black and her consciousness forced all the venom out of her body, evaporating into the air.

 

     “Lian Yi!!!”

     “Oh my god,” Markcas muttered to himself from her sudden movement. “You’re awake, your hair, I just saw it change colour,”

     “Lian Yi’s in there,” she threw her duvet to the side and tried to rush out of bed before Markcas quickly grabbed her hand and pulled her back to bed.

     “Woah Woah Woah, where you going- you just woke up.”

     “Let go of me!”

     “What about Lian Yi?”

     “She’s in the caves too…”

     “Wait, can you just…”

     “I have to get her out of there.”

     “Venas calm down, the doctor says you still have loads of venom in your system, you have to take it easy,” Venas nearly slipped out of his grip but he pulled her back again causing a commotion in the rooms next door.

     “Markcas let go, I have to go!”

     “No, I won’t let you go, you can’t go, it’s dangerous down there!”

     “I dreamt she was killed, fed to that embryo in the water.”

     “What embryo… it was just a dream…”

     “But dreams can come true- you have to stay in bed in case something happens- the doctors can help you.”

     “What’s going on in here!?!” The doctor rushed in with Armsward following behind him, “this is a hospital, no place to be messing around!”

     “Aren’t you shouting too?” Markcas commented quietly.

     “What was that?”

     “Nothing,” he released Venas from his grip.

     “It’s good that you’re awake Miss Xoular but if you’re not careful, your health is at risk,” he approached Venas for a quick check-up to ensure that her body was functioning right, “you must have some kind of superpower, nothing seems to be unusual at the moment,” he pointed a tiny torch at her eyes to examine.

     “So does that mean I can be discharged?”

     “I agree with your boyfriend, you must stay in bed for a few more days in case you have any problems,” he popped his torch into the pocket of his white coat.

     “Boyfriend?” She mumbled.

     “He’s right, in case anything were to happen, we’ll be able to treat you straight away, the amount of venom in your system is very dangerous.” He never questioned how Venas was still alive, just a miracle. She glanced at Markcas and saw him smiling and quietly nodding with his arms crossed, agreeing to the doctor’s words. He left the room not long after. 

     “But… we’re not a couple.”

     “Listen to the doctor,” Markcas grinned.

     “Markcas.”

 

He caught the pillow she chucked at him.

 

     “If you say your sister is in the caves, we can go in your place, you’re in no condition to go anywhere,” said Armsward. 

     “But I’m perfectly fine.”

     “Externally, you may be okay but internally, you will have to take better care.”

     “But…” 

     “You’ve been missing for a day, blood sugar levels unstable, venom consumption throughout the veins, that’s enough for you to stay put.”

Her tummy gurgled just as he said that. He gave her the eye of, “you see, I told you.”

     “But there’s no more venom in my body, you can go check,” she reached her hand out.

     “How am I supposed to check, I’m a robotics doctor, not a human doctor.”

     “Well… it’s out, was my hair white when I was asleep?”

     “Ye- yes it was.” 

     “That was my mutation, now that the venom is all gone, I’m back to normal- those things are too dangerous, you’re not gonna kill them as easily as we do,” she justified sending Markcas into shock.

     “So you’re… Wildfire and he knows that you have powers?” 

She nodded and admitted that she was Wildfire and:

     “He knows, that’s why I’m here, this isn’t summer camp Markcas, it’s a battle between the demons… your gadgets aren’t enough sir,” she said before Armsward was ready to mention his defence gadgets when you run out, they’ll keep going.”

     “Then tell me, how do I kill them?” 

     “These things are the dead- the population of the dead is over one hundred billion, if you decided to defend yourself with gadgets, it’ll be a waste of your supply… ” It was a wild thought where she and Jacob had the same idea planted in their nervous hands. Demons that screech and kill, an Oracle that gives them power against humans with only devices to fight with was not the solution. “Mutants,” she said.

     “Mutants? You and Jacob are plotting the mutant plan together aren’t you?”

     “What, no… he suggested bringing mutants into the city too?” she said excitedly. 

     “Yes, and I said no.”

     “Why not, you need them, how many people are we losing this week? A lot right, it looks like people are dying faster than babies are being born.”

He rested his forehead in his hands meaning that he was not fond of the idea. 

     “I’ll have to think about it… keep an eye on her, I have the stuff to take care of tonight.” and he too left the room. 

     “He’s a busy man,” Markcas commented.

     “He is,” she then jumped from his sudden stare.

     “So what’s it like having a boyfriend, you like it?” he grinned.

     “Doctors and their assumptions,” she picked up her duvet and hid under it whilst her tummy gurgled again. So loud that Markcas could hear it.

     “I do have some food on me,” he teased her when she heard the sound of a bag and a container lid popping open, she could imagine the tasty scent from the food that made her tummy even more hungry. 

     “If you’re not gonna come out and eat, I guess I’ll have it all to myself then,” he unwrapped his chopsticks and popped the lid from a plastic bowl full of handmade beef noodles, topped with bok choy and fat pieces of beef. He purposely slurped the noodles to make sure that she could hear him enjoying his food. Her tummy growled again so she decided to slowly peek out of her duvet and saw the steam piping from the bowl and the smell. “You have to have some, bet you haven’t eaten in a day, here,” he took a smaller bowl and a mouthful of noodles to feed her first bite.

     “I- I can feed myself,” she said shyly, took the bowls and ate with his chopsticks without realising the hunger was starting to hurt. 

     “I’m gonna go get some tissues,” he said, wiping some grease off his hands with the last tissue that came with the food. “You better still be here when I’m back.”

                 

                     SLURP

                                 SLURP

                                               SLURP

                                                                   … 

 

A tear dripped into her soup and then onto the table, sniffing and crying, she ate the beef and sipped the warm soup until she remembered that when she left Alexandra Palace, she had Gadget in her pocket and she hoped that it was still in there hanging from the coat. 

     “Gadget?” she wiped her tears. “Gadget?”

The jacket moved to tell her that Gadget was in there and so was her phone allowing her to send Jacob a message before it was about to die, a whole day without charging, surprised it even lasted that long. 

     “Where you about? … wait, ” she deleted the text and started over. “In the caves, my sister’s in the caves, I’m stuck in the hospital so can you help me search?” 

 

… 

 

     “Maybe he’s busy… but it’s so late, he might be at home.” 

 

Tonight, it was just Lukcas and the twins who were at home. Instead of being outside helping his guilt of having Venas kidnapped with his pearl, he was stuck babysitting his siblings. He stared at the pearl sitting on the table, he never wanted to see it again. The thoughts wouldn’t stop running through his mind.

     “Brother are you okay?” Lily peeked into his room through the open door.

     “Huh… oh, I’m fine,” he hid the pearl.

     “You don’t look okay, come play games with us,” she grabbed her brother’s hand.

     “You go play, I have some stuff to do,'' he started arranging his desk.

     “Oh, okay,” she closed the door behind her and joined Tyle on the sofa watching their favourite t.v show.

     “What did brother say?” Tyle asked.

     “He said he’s busy, we can play by ourselves, look, the goody bags from the party,” she took out a colourful bag with party hats printed all over. 

     “But they’re mostly sweets,” he glanced at the clock, “it’s almost eight o’clock, mum said we can’t eat them at this hour.”

     “But mum’s not here.”

     “But brother’s here.”

She put the bag away and bounced to the floor and started moving her legos with her powers and creating the illusion that the  pieces were building by themselves, “okay,” she pouted.

 

Jacob never stopped to check his messages when he stepped outside the entrance of Firefly Forest. But after sending the message, Venas thought thoroughly, if she were to go back to the caves, Valdina would threaten to kill the girl if she knew it was her sister. She had the impression that Kasey knew but she didn’t know.

     “But if she knew then she would’ve threatened me when I was down there, I don’t think she knows…” she muttered to herself. She searched the location of the prison near Wimbledon park and changed her mind, grabbed the pork buns from the same bag the noodles came from and her clothes got changed with one tick of the second and evaporated into the air whilst Markcas was outside thinking.

 

     “So she’s been Wildfire this whole time? Why didn’t she tell me?” he mouthed but suddenly felt a sense of Venas’s celestial core disappear, “no,” rushed into the room but was too late to catch her when she was already gone whilst Jacob was going on his own route and unlocked all the secret doors into Firefly Forest, avoiding all the traps and mechanisms. 

 

     “Your majesty, Jacob Lanheart, wants to see you,” reported one of the mutant guards. 

     “Jacob Lanheart? You mean, the son of…”

     “Correction, your Majesty, Grandson of Fossil Lanheart.”

     “Let him in.”

     “Yes, your majesty. 

 

Jacob marched in front of the throne under a brick shelter decorated like a throne chamber of the olden days, with stone steps outside and curtains for a door. 

 

     “Jacob Lanheart,” he introduced himself and had yet to meet Atlas in the eyes until his bow release. 

     “You may rise,” he said casually. “So you’re the grandson of Fossil Lanheart?”

     “Yes I am,” Jacob confirmed.

     “I’ve heard much about you from Fossil, living in the human world- tell me- what brings you here?” He sat down. 

 

Jacob explained to Atlas things that have been happening in London, all the murders and living corpses invading the city. His friend being kidnapped and his brother having a jewel that the villain values. Spiders that are beyond Earth species and he sought the King’s help. Likely, Jacob expected his rejection despite the effort and Altas did indeed reject the idea of sending his army into the human world to fight for the humans.

 

     “The Firefly army is for the protection of Firefly Forest, in case we are to be invaded not to help the humans who disrespect our existence,” he justified. 

     “It doesn’t have to be your army, your majesty, a few…”

     “Even a few can cause a disturbance to their society, it’s not about what we do for them but what they do to us, being exposed to the humans do us no good, you see this,” Atlas raised his hand telling his guard to bring Jacob a few pieces of paper, black, grey and white with the news all over it. “This was found in the newspaper the day after I appeared in Nottingham City. Me and two other mutants don't have the decency to show ourselves to society because no matter what we do to help them, they will always see us as monsters.”

     “But Wildfire helped save the building from collapsing,” he read the paper showing a blurry image of each of the three, Wildfire lifting the Old Market Hall, Cyris running and Atlas with all three of them surrounded by police set to be wanted by the board. 

     “She helped but society gave Connar Armsward the credit.”

     “But Dr Armsward’s a good guy, he didn’t do it on purpose.”

     “That I know, I won’t let our mutants fight for the humans, you can do nothing to convince me but you may stay for dinner, visit your grandfather if you wish.”

     “Un- understood, your Majesty,” he said disappointedly. He stepped out of the throne room trying to think of another solution because this was his only idea.

 

     “Jacob?”

 

He turned around to the voice of an old man’s voice.

 

     “Jacob, it is you,” he lifted his arms to hug him.

     “Grandpa.”

     “How have you been my boy, is your mother doing well, how’s Lukcas and the twins, are you staying for dinner? Why didn’t the rest of the family come?”

     “Grandpa, I’m not going anyway, slow down- they’re all good.”

Fossil dragged him by the wrist to the Firefly garden where lots of other mutants were hanging around, planting seeds, sitting down talking to each other. They sat down at a stone table under a sturdy canopy next to his little house made of bricks and stone. 

     “Sit, sit, '' he went inside and came back out with a tray of herbal tea picked from the garden, “have some tea- I heard you came here to burrow the mutant army,” he started.

     “You were eavesdropping?”

     “I can’t lie to you but yes, yes I was, you know his Majesty’s answer will always be no.”

     “I know but I wanted to try anyway.”

     “Is the human society that important for you to come all the way here to ask for help, can they just use their guns and shoot the monsters, they have their techocalories things don’t they?” Fossil gestured using a gun.

     “Technology, Grandpa, it’s called technology,” Jacob corrected.

     “Ah yes, technology, that’s right.”

     “It’s not enough.”

     “Not enough, what do you mean, not enough? All the bombs they can make aren’t enough to fight the monsters?”

     “There are loads of monsters, bombs are expensive to make.”

     “I see, that is a problem,” Fossil stroked his beard.

     “Ho ho, I remember in the olden days during the war, we would use bows and arrows.”

     “But bows and arrows aren’t gonna work on them.”

     “If it works on us and the humans then why can’t they work on the monsters?” he asked honestly and was genuinely confused.

     “Skeletons, Grandpa…” he slowed down and made hand gestures.

     “Yes?”

     “... are made of bones…”

     “Uh-huh.”

     “... which means the arrows would go right through them.”

     “Go right through them, right, I get it now… well then use the explosives then, problem solved, we’re all happy and you can be at peace,” he raised his hands thinking he had solved the crisis. Jacob rubbed his forehead from this hopeless but worthwhile conversation. But this is from a man that used to fight in the war. It was definitely old age hitting Grandpa. Altas is much older than Fossil, he would’ve had children of his children maybe even be a great, great grandfather if it wasn’t for being frozen for eight hundred years.

I’m about to question humanity, Jacob thought. Grandpa suddenly stood up and put both hands on Jacob’s cheeks, shaking his head.

     “Grandpa, what're you doing?”

     “What happened to your skin, why is it human colour like a white person, where’s your purple skin, what have the humans done to you?” he kept shaking and squinted his eyes under his fluffy eyebrows.

     “You mean you couldn’t see?”

     “Give me back my grandson, I don’t want no human grandson!” He shook.

     “Okay, okay, here, look, it’s purple,” his skin folded on itself.

     “Ahh, there’s he is- my son, you’re finally back from the outside world.”

     “But I’m your grand…”

     “Let me make you your favourite omelette, I’ll be back,” he let go, picked up two eggs from a chicken shelter next to his house and headed into his kitchen. “God, why does the boy have to go live with the humans?” 

     “What’s wrong with Grandpa?” He touched his face to see if there was anything wrong with his skin but it was fine. Suddenly, he turned to the side and saw a blue figure sitting on the stone table next to him staring at them.

 

He looks familiar, Jacob thought. 

 

     “He’s been like that ever since his son died,” he said. 

     “So Grandpa’s suffering trauma?”

     “From the death of his own child, yes.”

     “Where have I seen you before?”

The boy got up and joined Jacob.

     “Name’s Cyris, I met you when you were around… five I think, you may have seen me on the news, their images aren’t that focused at all, I know.”

     “You’re Cyris Coral? The one who escaped Firefly forest- went to Nottingham and brought back King Silver?!?”

     “That’s my reputation to the outside-world humans?”

     “Well, yeah, you and Wildfire, of course, it’s very nice to meet you… again,” although he did not remember ever meeting Cyris when he was five years old.

     “I haven’t seen Grandpa since I left Firefly with my mum so do you know any more about…”

     “Oh uh, long story short, he’s scared of humans and every morning and night, he always goes up to Firefly hill where Mr Lanheart is buried to pray for you and your family and the rest of the mutants that left the forest to be in safe hands, he prays that you would come home one day, even to visit for a little bit- everyone here knows he’s been in the war with Silver.”

     “So he’s experiencing PTSD?” Jacob guessed.

     “No like post-traumatic stress disorder,” said Cyris.

     “Yeah, that’s PTSD,” he confirmed.

     “Oh is that what it means, makes sense now.” 

     “But it looks like he has dementia.”

     “What’s that?”Cyris asked as he took a free cup from the tray and poured out some tea.

     “When the elderly often forget things and mistaken peoples’ identities,” he sipped some tea.

     “He does look like he has that, I agree.”

     “I heard you requested the army from King Silver to fight the living corpses.”

     “I’m trying to think of something else.”

     “If you rescue mutants from the Prison of Mutants, they may just be able to help you,” he looked at Jacob and Jacob stared back with a lightbulb lit above his head. 

     “Hey, that’s not a bad idea,” but the lightbulb disappeared, “but I’ve tried researching it, very hard to get in, the security’s too strong for me alone and I don’t want to put anyone else at risk.” Cyris initially thought he would be able to take this opportunity to leave the forest with Jacob and give him an extra hand but it was no surprise that he’s been there before and he knew exactly what the strong security was like. Just the two of them wasn't enough to break the mutants free. 

     “It’s been a while since I’ve had an update but do you know how many mutants are in the prison?”

     “I honestly don’t know- how many were in there the last time you were updated?”

     “Around one hundred but… we don’t know what happens in there, dead or alive, it’s never announced to the public so there might be less,” he informed.

     “They kill them?” Jacob gulped.

     “Experiments, they do lab tests on us,” he said. 

     “Was it scary when they did it on you?”

     “I can’t lie, it was, they put you in some liquid that you can breathe in and leave you in a big capsule.”

     “You’ve experienced these things, maybe you can help me?” 

     “Me? No, no, no, Eldermoor won't allow that,” he rejected.

     “Because of the Nottingham incident?”

 

Cyris nodded. “There might only be half left,” he estimated.

 

     “Here comes the omelette,” came Grandpa Fossil with a plate of steaming omelettes but as soon as he got to the table, he paused. “Where did my son go?”

Jacob and Cyris glanced at each other.

     “Who are you?” he looked at Cyris.

     “I’m Cyris, you don’t remember me?”

     “Yes, yes, I remember you, since my son left, you and Jacob can have the omelette,” he offered.

     “Oh I’m good, I’ll leave you to it,” then he whispered to Jacob, “we’ll talk more about it later.”

     “Here you go,” Grandpa sat down and fed Jacob a bit, “your favourite.”

     “I can feed myself, Grandpa,”

     “Oh… okay,” he trembled and gave the fork to him.

He ate the two omelettes dashed with tears and wondered how he was going to tell his mother about what’s happened to Grandpa. She’ll be heartbroken. He looked at Grandpa again, his warm smile and happiness to see Jacob again was all he could ask for.

 

     “You were crying, weren’t you?”

     “So what if I was,” he wiped his face with his sleeves, sitting on the branches of Cyris’s treehouse. “You have solutions to saving the mutants in the prisons?”

     “I do but I can’t guarantee they would work so I’ve set them aside. It’s too dangerous for us to go- you may as well forget it if it’s just us two.”

     “How many would it take?”

Cyris stopped what he was doing and raised his brow.

     “You’re serious about this?”

     “Of course I’m serious.”

     “Four, two on the outside, two on the inside













Flame 12 ~                    Rise of Tai Wei



 

It was about time Mrs Lanheart returned home from her late-night shift tucking the twins into bed and calling it a night whilst Lukcas left for Alexandra Palace for his late night practice, alone with the rink all to himself. Two earphones plugged into his ears blocking all the noise from the real world. The music did not help him relax at all from yesterday’s loss. He gripped the pearl necklace in his hand, not letting one of his misses slide from his mind. Every turn he made and every pass he didn’t make and the thought of not knowing where Venas and Jacob not being home troubled him even more than losing the game because of him. By himself, he lost the game and by himself, he missed, he regrets not putting the whole team into view. One puck hit and missed again, one after the other. 

 

                  BANG 

 

A feel of frustration smeared into each hit on all the pucks he spilt out on the ice.

He skated to the side, picked up the pearl and forcefully threw it into the air, smacking a puck straight into it but another puck shot by Venas with her bare hands and hit it like an arrow interfering with another. She skated and jumped to catch the pearl before any damage was made.

     “Venas, when did you get in here?” 

     “You weren’t about to destroy this!?!”

     “I…”

     “To the looks of it, you lost the game,” she hopped and sat on the barrier.

     “Where’d you get the skates?”

     “Don’t change the topic.”

     “We lost… and I heard you went missing,” he admitted.

     “And you didn’t think to do anything about it, whether I was… well, dead or alive, or suffering from the venom?”

     “You were struck with the venom… I know Dr Armsward would be able to find you, I might as well be here reflecting on the game,” he never admitted that he was very worried but felt like his efforts would be useless compared to the work Armsward put in. 

     “You’re okay now right, where did you just come from?”

     “I escaped from the hospital.”

     “Escaped? That means you’re not fully recovered?”

     “I’m fine now, see… I’m skating and everything but I came here to ask you a favour.”

     “What is it?”

     “Break into the Prison of Mutants.”

 

                                            … 

 

He released himself from his relief and resumed his hockey practice. Venas jumped back down and followed him.

     “I refuse, I wish to live a few thousand years longer, not die in my teens,” he crossed his arms and looked out the window.

     “I don’t want to die in my teens either.”

     “Why would you want to save THEM, we have nothing more to talk about, it's getting late, you should go back home,” he took a puck with his stick and zoomed away from her. 

     “Alright, if that’s how you want to play it,” she rushed to the benches, grabbed the spare stick resting on the side and took the puck away from him even when he tried to dodge her.

     “You can play?”

     “Chase me and find out,” she raced to the other side with Lukcas who agreed speechlessly to be her obstacle. Left, right, left, right as the puck went from side to side. With one power turn, she threw Lukcas off course and hit the net with a boost of the puck. 

     “What’s your reason?”

     “What’s your reason for helping the mutants?” 

     “To defeat the demons and save my sister.”

     “Your sister? You know where she is?”

     “She was taken by the demons.”

     “The mutants won’t help you, they hate the humans.”

An idea sparked in her head like it never occurred to her. 

     “Hold this,” she gave the earl back to him.

The Sword of Jade Dragon was in her hands if anything, she had more than enough power to do as she wishes to save the mutants. She stared at the pearl dangling from his hand and stood up.

If it’s the Pearl of Qi, that’s another source of power, she thought. With the last drop of her magic, she raised her hand and opened her palm, attracting a glow of red light into the room. Her eyes flamed and her hair lifted in the breeze. The pearl flew out of Lukcas’s hand and clicked into the empty dent on the Sword of Jade Dragon. Venas gasped, her lucky guess found herself another one of the seven oracles. But after seeing that the pearl of Qi can act on its own when Lukcas was wearing it, she made an assumption and confused Lukcas even more that he didn’t know what question to pop out of his mouth.

     “Sword… what, you have a sword?”

     “These are called Oracles, that’s why I asked you where you got it from,” the glow died.

     “I got it from Jacob who got it from…” he wanted to tell the truth this time.

She gazed at him and waited patiently.

     “My Grandfather in Firefly forest.”

     “Your Grandfather? What’s his name?”

     “Fossil Lanheart.”

     “I think what’s important for now is, each of these Oracles must have their own nature of power, they’re called auras, this is the Pearl of Qi, its aura must be telekinesis which is why it’s been moving things around you.”

     “I’ve noticed.”

     “You were so used to it too, have you ever been to Firefly Forest?” She questioned suddenly.

     “Have I ever been? I was born there so…”

     “Do you remember anyone, your Grandpa or anyone else with a jewel of some sort, he gave you the pearl, there must be more where it came from,” she said in hope.

    “I…” a moment flashed before him, thinking about every unusual thing he’s seen in the forest, “after my dad died, Grandpa gave me the pearl and…” he saw the jewel on Eldermoor’s staff like it was a dream. “There’s a man called Crucial Eldermoor, the King’s Master, he has a jewel on his staff.”

     “Did it glow when your Grandpa gave you the pearl?”

     “How did you know?”

     “They might come for the forest,” she warned. 

     “You’re lying, how would you know?” He took a puck from the barrier and went back to shooting it into the goal.

     “I’ll be able to use their power because uh, I… mine was stolen,” she confessed.

     “So you have one but you lost it?”

     “It was stolen, two different things.”

     “By who, the monsters?”

     “... my sister.”

     “Eh… your sister?”

     “That's why she went missing.”

 

                                                       RING    RING 

 

     “Hang on, it’s Dr Armsward,” Lukcas picked up, “hello?”

     “Lukcas, is Venas with you by any chance?”

 

Venas heard the question and her eyes widened, she zipped her lips and shook her head.

     “Uh…”

She kept shaking and added in her hands to tell him to lie.

     “... she’s not, why would she be with me?”

     “Nothing, we had her in the hospital but she went missing again. If she’s not there then no worries, have a good night.”

     “Oh okay, night,” he hung up and popped his phone back into his bag, turned around and saw Venas nowhere in sight.

     “I’m right here,” she sat on the bench and crossed her legs giving Lukcas a jump.

     “The answer’s still a no.”

     “How about this, let’s play a match, if I win then you’ll help me, if you win, no questions asked?”

     “If that’s what you want then I’m in,” he agreed.

     “We’ll use the target goals,” both the goals on each side disappeared and two tiny goals popped out.

That shot was a lucky shot, there’s no way she’s that good, not with these goals, he underestimated her before she began to speed away, with the puck that he let her first have. He retrieved it but Venas never did try to get it back but caught up to him and blocked his shot and boosted it into the tiny net on the other side. Just enough power to get it in. They glanced at each, she grinned and he was shocked. 

     “You’ve played before,” he said.

     “Keep your eye on the important stuff,” she avoided. 

Lukcas was very honest, he admitted that he underestimated her and never thought that he would be out of breath catching up with her, her movements were unbelievably fast and tricky to outsmart but in the end, they both settled as Lukcas tipped over on the ice to catch his breath. He removed his glove to wipe the sweat before Venas dashed over and hit him with a powerful ice spray like a blizzard to cool him down. 

     “Thanks,” he relieved the heat, “can- can you pass me my water?”

She passed the bottle to him and sat down on the ice. 

     “I wasn’t counting but it looks like you win,” he huffed.

     “Are you sure about that?”

     “Huh?”

She pointed at the scoreboard that she’d been monitoring every time they hit the goals. “Fifteen fourteen.”

     “To you.”

     “Not you got fifteen, which means you don’t need the pearl to score. You win,” she praised. 

He grinned and was proud of himself but suddenly remembered the bet they made. “What about the bet?”

     “That was just a way to get you to play well, I don’t actually dare to break into the prison,” she confessed, “how long have you been playing?”

     “Since I was seven.”

     “There’s no way you’d be playing for that long and not be able to score goals, so you needed the motivation, next time, just think of a bet you don’t want to take, it worked this time, can work anytime. If you really don’t want to do something, you’re motivated to find a way not to do it.”

     “Well played,” he reached his hand out for a handshake like after every game he’s played. “Thanks for that, I’ll do my best for Sunday’s game.”

     “Looking forward to it… but everything I’ve said about the jewels is true.”

     “You can take the pearl, I don’t want it anymore,” he took his other glove and chucked them over the barrier. 

     “Are we done for the night now?” she asked.

     “No, I got the rink for another thirty minutes.”

     “What’s the time now?”

     “Ten, I think.”

     “I’m not complaining,” she picked up her stick and knocked down all the pucks from the side that were stacked like coins for their mini-game. Whilst Lukcas focused on his skill sets for the game, Venas suddenly received a phone call from Jacob. Without a “hi,” he went straight for:

     “Armsward told me he found you and you escaped out of the hospital, where are you?” He whispered.

     “I’m at Ally Pally with Lukcas,” she admitted.

     “He told me you weren’t with Lukcas.”

     “I lied… why are you whispering?”

     “I’m at the Prison of Mutants.”

     “You’re where!?!” Lukcas nearly heard Venas’s reaction but continued his self-training, rushing backwards and forwards in a tight circle.

     “I went to Firefly, Cyris is with me right now,” he whispered into his bluetooth earphones. 

     “That’s a bit crazy, you’re not gonna do what you told me the other day are you, if you are, I’m calling Connar, it’s too dangerous,” she panicked.

     “I won’t,” he said as he climbed out to the roof, “as long as you’re safe, I thought you’d be somewhere dangerous when he told me you escaped, right I gotta go.”

     “Wait…”

 

BEEP BEEP BEEP

 

     “He hung up on me.”

     “Who was that?” Lukcas skidded along.

     “Jacob.”

     “Oh okay.”

     “He’s at the Prison,” Lukcas gave her a wild stare, a frown of concern and an unsettling idea.

 

     “Cyris, are you sure there’s a way up here?”

     “Yeah but our goal for tonight is just to see how many mutants they have locked up and the security procedures, we’re not actually breaking them out just yet.”

     “But there’s nowhere to get in.”

     “I got this.”

The Prison of Mutant was built in the middle of nowhere amongst trees and bushes with an underground system to lock away all the mutants the humans have ever captured in the last thirty years, bricks, inforced with iron, sibrainium metal walls created to interpret the signal of a mutant’s powers waves. The labs before as they walked along the roof displayed everything the humans were working on using anything they found from a mutant’s body like a test subject. Where no one could see, where nothing would be blogged for public use, the ten giant doors made of sibrainium led to the underground tunnels into a lab like a throne hall stacked with machinery and capsules of oxygenated perfluorocarbon, a blue breathing liquid containing a mutant in white clothes each. Eyes closed, unconscious but breathing oxygen in and pushing as much carbon dioxide out. Some capsules were standing and some, tilted on special tables with many tubes running through each of them, stuck on their bodies and attached to their faces. In a smaller lab through a tightly sealed corridor. Stronger builds of glass capsules imprisoned some of London’s most powerful mutants, Firefly’s most cherished icons. A purple mutant, bald and born with no mouth, octopus legs grown from his back. His eyes were half shut, one eye, normal and brown, the other a cross for his pupil. Next to him was another purple mutant, his mouth intact with the same octopus legs growing from his back and arms. One capsule down, with antlers sticking out of her short fair hair, skin like a deer’s fur, feet like a deer’s hoof and a deer’s nose, freckles across the centre of her face. Across from her, a man, his skin flaking in the liquid like his muscular body was made of sand trying to hold itself together. Four powerful mutants contained by humans like toys, unconscious and never awake, powers locked under sibrainium material wrapped around the entire chamber. Wired with pipes and cabinets, tables displaying a collection of scientist experiments waiting for progress.

 

On the roof where ceilings were made of glass, an area where no sibrainium to be detected, Cyris transformed into water, taking Jacob by surprise and dripping into the tight gaps between the roof windows, coming back out with a piece of paper.

     “What’s this?”

     “It’s a map, the place is so big, they have a map for newcomers,” he changed back, “so keep this with you.”

     “And you know this how?” He opened the map before a rumble of commotion filtered from the entrance. The alarm broke out.

     “What did you do?!”

     “I didn’t do anything- I just took the map, didn’t touch anything!”

     “Go, go, go.”

 

It wasn’t Cyris who triggered the alarm but rather someone else who entered through the front door after putting the guards to sleep. All the security guards in the hallway left their posts to chase all the mutants that have been released from their capsules and cages, attacking all the humans they see with their weak powers and making a run for the exit.

     “HEY, GET BACK HERE,” shouted one.

     “Who let them out?!?” shouted another who ended up on the floor, in a seizure after being shot by a mutant’s sting rays. Broken glass, shattered and liquid flooding the floors send waves across the dim room, broken machines, wires ripped apart and tables flipped over on the floor with their items scattered everywhere.

     “Someone let them out,” said Cyris.

     “Yeah, I can see that. They’re all going crazy down there.”

All the metal doors swung open, bangs and clashes filled the air and a red bleeding light flickered through the entire building.

     “Engaging sequence, security breached- engaging sequence, security breached,” said the security system as an apocalypse of mutants scampered to the exit revealing a boy behind them. Long black hair, possessed eyes and a young face, the face of Akirou following the crowd, electrocuting every security guard that tried to stop him. With a handkerchief hanging from his ears, covering his nose and mouth.

     “Who’s that boy? Asked Jacob when they saw him from the ceiling roof, hidden amongst the trees.

     “Don’t know, never seen him before- a weird sense of style though, look at those clothes.”

     “No time for that Cyris, we have to get out of here,” he dragged Cyris and kept his head low in the greens and retreated. 

 

One of them picked up the telephone and dialed nine nine nine with his shaky hands.

     “LOCKDOWN, LOCKDOWN!!!” The security guard yelled as he charged into the control rooms where a hoard of monitors viewed the surveillance.

     “They have the ability cuffs chained to them, they won’t be able to use their powers anyways, don’t be so scared and do something!”

     “Y-yes sir but…”

     “But what!?”

     “But there’s a boy in a mask in there, he- that one,” he pointed, “he’s the one that let them all out,” he trembled.

     “A boy?” 

     “Look, he’s breaking through all the metal doors in the underground, the lockdown system is useless against him.”

     “Over here, he’s burst down the main doors, I’ve reported it to the police.”

     “London is in serious trouble if they escape this building.”

He turned on his radio, “if the boy helped them open any more doors, shoot his legs.”

     “But sit, he’s setting them free from their handcuffs, Ar, ARGHHH!!!”

     “Hello?”

 

                         BANG          BANG          BANG

 

Three missed shots aimed for Akirou’s legs when he released all the mutants from their handcuffs, letting them roam and find their own ways out of the building. Shattering the windows, and breaking down more doors, some flew out and some climbed after sirens bled from the entrance. Lights were spotted through the midnight sky, blinking and flashing.

     “You can stay where you are right now, or run and we will fire!!!” The police officer yelled at Akirous when they entered the building. Tampered lights with their bulb glass in pieces on the floor. Akirou clenched his palms in the air and smashed every window in sight, giving the police officers a heart attack and once more shattering every device with a glass screen. They all backed away as Akirou walked closer and closer, his glossy eyes stared into their souls. He threw away all the bullets they shot at him like they were fired underwater. The bullets dragged their souls out of their bodies leaving them to drop and burn, before any more souls were pulled out from the officers, gold and red arrow shot above his hands, setting the irreversible souls free and another arrow across his face when he turned his head to dodge it. Venas in her white mask jumped down from the ceiling swinging her hands to grab his mask dangling from his face. Akirou swiveled around and grabbed her wrist, weaving hand-in-hand action to avoid being exposed. She tasted a hint of blood in her mouth after giving his chest a strong push, seeing a table leg on the floor and kicking it straight into his face. Akirou turned his head, and the leg flew past his neck, taking his mask with it.

     “Akirou, it is you,” she coughed suddenly, almost splitting the blood out through her mask, a burn flushing through her core as she knelt down holding her chest. It was his chance to take her soul, he nearly did before he too fell to the floor from a sudden brain mind attack. Venas never recovered from doing anything to him.

     “Hey, you okay?”

     “Lukcas, what’re you doing here, thought you didn’t want to come?” He helped her up, “you’re… manipulating his mind?”

     “Until he can no longer move, come on, we can’t stay here…”

     “NO,” she resisted the pull of her arms. “You can’t hurt him.”

     “What do you mean I can’t hurt him? He’s hurting you.”

     “You just can’t.”

     “Why not?!?”

     “Release him!”

     “Okay fine- but we have to go,” he demanded.

     “Wait, Akirou,” he knew Venas would be able to hear him with her advanced hearing,” but there’s another room with more mutants, down there, you have to save them,” he informed. Lukcas pulled her away and fled the lab. The sound of her voice calling Akirou’s name echoed in his head, ringing a gong into his nerves breaking him out of Valdina’s control.

     “Your sister is in the water,” he said as she left with Lukcas who dragged her before the ceiling collapsed with one herd of spiders. Valdina hovered from the opening and replugged her spell into his mind.

     “She’s in the water?” she turned around and the entire building fell on itself from the dark crystal in her hands. “The River Thames… but the mutants in the basement?” she muttered.

     “Are you out of your mind?!”

     “If you think I’m out of my mind then why did you come? Don’t you hate stuff like this?”

     “When you were feeling pain, I knew something would happen, wasn’t gonna let you go alone!”

     “You didn’t have to follow me.”

     “But you told me you weren’t gonna break in.”

     “I didn’t want to,” with all the police in the area dead from the mutants and Akirou’s attack, the ground grew silent enough for Venas to hear tyres rolling on the stony road. The sound of tyers attached to an expensive car. She glanced in the direction and Lukcas followed her eyes. As soon as he looked into the distance, she took out her sword, removed one of the jewels and disappeared effortlessly, leaving him stranded until Armsward’s car pulled in with many reinforcements.

     “Some men were left before because those mutants tore their cars apart and went crazy,” he switched off his radio when he saw Lukcas standing in the ruins alone. All the guards who survived the fall broke out for fresh air. “Lukcas what are you doing here?”

     “I’m with…” he turned around with no trace of Venas, “... Venas?”

     “Where is she, so she is with you, you lied.”

     “Well, she’s not anymore so.”

     “We’re in trouble tonight.”

     “Why- because of this?”

     “I’ve had reports- they’re all heading for the river,” Armsward rushed into the ruins of the building with his men and noticed all of the dead guards and spiders. “Find any survivors and take them out before the rest of the building falls,” he said into his radio.

     “Copy that.”

Tonight’s breaking news was kept on hold when the only news published was “please remain at home no matter what you need, drop everything and go home.” Safely, every police force broke out from their stations guarding every corner of London, around the undergrounds and around the river where fresh blood spewed to the surface of the water, the blood of a mutant where all the mutants from the prison dashed to and called their own deaths when they entered the water. Valdina followed them as all of her minions dived into the river to feed the embryo all the souls and flesh. Trapped in bubbles, all the mutants and Lian Yi, their eyes dazed and hopeless, black to the whites with no life in them. Slowly, one by one, the bubbles flew closer to the dark embryo. 

     “She nearly ruined my plan,” she said when she noticed Venas almost managed to break Akirou out of her control but wasn’t quite sure what he was saying to her, “it took me forever to get out of that ice- Scales, go up and guard the surface,” she demanded.

     “Yes, Mistress,” Scales broke out of his bubble and dived out, hovering above the water, his tattered cloak ruffling in the breeze.

     “Look, there’s one over there!” shouted a policeman. Without hesitation, he pointed at Scales and shot him but the bullet flew right through his ribs and made another hole in his cloak, hitting a bolt in the London Eye. 

 

                                    PEW      PEW    PEW

 

     “I’m sick of your human gadgets,” he criticized their weakness and repealed the bullets with a wave of his bony hands shooting them back with their own medicine, every policeman in sight and none to spare. “Finally, peace.”

From above, he could not see anything in the water but puddles of blood where the black came from. Suddenly, a voice emerged from the embryo, deep and hollow, bellowing in the water and fuming with bubbles as it started to breathe.

     “More,” he said, “I want more!” One more mutant in a bubble drove into the embryo’s mouth and was eaten whole, no blood to be spared, not even a single hair. Valdina heard the hint of his hollowed voice and replied.

     “Yes, your Majesty.”

 

 


















Flame 13 ~                     Tsunami



 

As the night wore on, Venas surpassed the broken ruins and silently entered a futuristic corridor, shiny white tiles, overcast by sibrainium barriers like a long archway in the basement, reserved and deserted. She grasped her sword and straightened her mask in the reflection of the pipes running along the walls. The jewel she used to make herself disappear effortlessly was the Alexandrite of Han States. She figured if the Pearl of Qi could give Lukcas telekinesis when he wears it, the correct estimation was made when she thought all the other seven Oracles of Jade Dragon would have their own aura. It was a matter of testing them to find out what they do. She blamed Cleo for not telling her this sooner. Her gentle footsteps took her to a set of metal doors, locked with classified information.

     “This must be the room,” she saw no other way as the door was a dead end. Hearing what was on the inside didn't give her a clue as to whether it was the right room. Soundproof but would it be fireproof? “I wonder how much fire it’d take to melt?” The door was cold when she touched the handle, flames sparked from her skin but didn’t spread far. She tried again and it spread further melting the door down block by block until she saw another door.

     “What!” she jumped through the hole. “Why did I think it was that easy?” From her sword, a glow grew from the pearl telling her to use it, use it to move the locks inside the door. It unclipped and hovered above her, setting the locks free, door after door, one swing after the other, all ten slid aside, disappearing into the walls revealing a set of stairs. Around the stairs, cabinets and scientist projects on hold, she climbed the stairs discovering the blue tint reflected on her skin from the glowing capsules dragging a loud gasp out of her mouth. She recalled a book she bought from the bookstore, “The Age of Mutants” and recognised the mutant with the octopus arms sticking out of his back and the deer girl and the others.

     “Purple skin, no mouth, octopus… it’s Quari… but the book said he was dead,” she realized and gazed at him and tapped on the glass. The mutant disturbingly opened his eyes, making her soul jump out of his body. His disturbing stare made her question whether he was asleep with his eyes open or staring at her like she was going to ham him like the scientists. All of the tubes attached to his body drained his movements, his weakness did not allow him to react to Venas’s presence.

He’s probably scared, scared that I might do something to him, she thought. She stepped back and anticipated smacking the glass with her sword.

 

                BANG

 

Not a single scratch was made.

     “Of course, that won’t work,” she checked the machine next to his capsule and switched it on to find a way to open the capsule. Quari hovered over to see what she was doing, swiping through all the things that the scientists have used to experiment on him. She glanced at him, “Don’t worry, I’ll get you out,” she assured him not knowing that the capsule was soundproof. Many items around the room took flight and flew towards her but nothing worked better than burning down a piece of the sibrainium door and shattering the capsule for the liquid to floor the room, running downstairs, into the corridors. She snapped off his handcuff. Quari wrapped up his chance to burst out and grabbed Venas by the neck with his slimy octopus leg, dangling her in the air. His eyebrows slanted, fists clenched and legs trembling.

     “Can’t… can’t breathe, Quari,” she coughed.

He widened his eyes when she didn’t take her sword to cut his tentacle off and released her. She took a deep breath and saw him switching his eyes between her and the sword like he was afraid of being attacked, like a lost puppy who couldn’t talk. 

     “Oh, right,” the sword disappeared into thin air, “don’t worry, I’m not gonna hurt you, I came to help you, see, I got you out,” she pointed at the broken capsule. “Can you… not talk?”

Quari shook his head.

     “Were you born without a mouth?”

He nodded.

     “I see,” she glanced at the other capsules but soon heard voices screaming from the corridors. “No, we have to hurry and get you all out of here. 

Quari nodded again. Before Venas retrieved the piece of metal she used to break the glass, Quari’s tentacles grew longer, wrapping around all the capsules, squeezing as hard as he could whilst the voices bled closer and closer. In the ceiling, Venas took the sword out again as Amethyst of Wei States flew out of its socket sharing its power of earth destruction, pulling apart the edge of the room, past the interior, soil and dirt rained on the floor dissolving in the liquid from the capsules.

     “Look. the door, someone’s broken in, hurry,” said one of the guards.

Quari broke everyone free, their sudden release stunned their minds when all three of them fell to the floor amongst the glass. 

     “What the?”

Quari helped his brother up from the ground and then the rest, pointing at Venas crafting a hole for them to escape. Forcefully, she tossed the gravel and soil into the entrance blocking the doorway just as all the guards arrived. She turned around and met the other three mutants, her eyes lit. Crucian, Quari’s big brother, Skylar, the dear mutant and Flax.

     “Everyone quick,” she led the way up the steep opening into the backyard of the prison. Still weak on their feet, they all followed Venas with Flax behind them. If they were to fall, he was strong enough to catch them. As they climbed, Jade Dragon’s Amethyst cured the hole, sealing it as if the hole never came to be with the only trace of escape being the burnt-down sibrainium doors behind the collision of gravel and soil. Bits and pieces flew into the air as Flax stomped out of the hole that sealed by itself once everyone reached the surface. 

     “Everyone’s out, I need your help…” Crucian sucked in the fresh air and dragged Venas by the collar. 

     “Who are you?” he clenched, “and why are you helping us?”

     “Hold, I’m not here to fight you.”

Quari grabbed his brother’s arms and released her, pushing them against the wall. With just a few moments of his eyes and no speech, Crucian understood Quari’s communication signal. No one else was more confused than Venas.

     “How do you understand what he’s saying?”

     “We’re brothers, if I don’t understand him, no one else will,” he said with a cold stare. “He says he trusts you, but what can you do to prove that you’re not putting on a scheme, you need our help, what is it?”

     “The River Thames is putting danger to London…” she started.

     “And what does the human’s river have to do with us?” 

     “The water supply is connected to Firefly.”

Skylar and Flax exchanged troubled glances.

     “There’s a demon in there, devouring souls and the water is black from all the dead bodies, all the mutants that escaped the prison today are being manipulated and there’s only one place they’d be forced to go- I need help because I can’t do it alone,” she explained, “and I might be able to help take off your handcuffs.”

     “These don’t bother me,” he said, having a cuff on each arm oblivious to what they do.

     “You won’t be able to use your powers if you have them on, it’s a special piece of technology.”

     “You’re lying,” a blast of air formed from his hands when none of the water around him moved on his command.

     “What’re you trying to do?” Venas teased.

     “That one doesn’t count, let me try again.” he made the same gestures but a drop of silence was the result. “Can you guys do anything?

They all looked at each other and tried.

Flax’s ability is to forge into the hard surface, merge into the ground and through walls but nothing like that was happening and Skylar’s ultra speed and spectrum echoes ceased to exist. Quari’s ability to transform into water and shoot poison ink from his tentacles left no traces. 

 

Venas yawned, “I guess I’ll head off to the river by myself.” Venas flew up to the walls and over the barrier fence waiting for them to follow her.

They all nodded at each other, once they leapt over the fence, an unexpected twist hit them when red fumes smoke out of Venas’s body, her skin crawling on itself, turning pink, her ears pointed like an elf, her glowing scars and silky, half white, half black hair overcast on her silver earrings. Her clothes, red and gold armour, thin and breathable, boots and black gloves. 

     “She’s a mutant,” said Flax.

     “But I couldn’t smell any mutant scent off you,” said Crucian.

     “I have one rule and one rule only- we mustn’t hurt any humans- my name's Wildfire.”

     “You’re Wildfire?” Skylar gasped.

     “Someone she knows must be in the water,” Flax guessed.

Quari rushed as soon as he remembered there were other mutants trapped within the water, he trailed closely behind Venas. 

She exited out of the greens, losing sight of the prison, “hurry.”

     “Gadget,” she took out of her pocket, get Jacob and then Lukcas to come to the River, I need them.”

Gadget nodded and soured into the distance searching for Jacob first.

 

Midnight clouds stormed across the river beds as the darkness of the water spread terrifyingly along the entire stream into Firefly Forest, almost breaking the barrier of the Opal’s magic Eldermoor controlled on his staff. Valdina felt the embryo growing more fierce after feeding him a couple of mutants, if two was enough to make such a mighty result, all the mutants in the river could make his stamina invincible but before he touched the third body, Venas dived in. All the bubbles covered her face as she grabbed the mutant and jumped out of the water like the water around her was acting on its own, morphing into Quari once they landed on Tower Bridge.

     “Hey, you okay, wake up,” she patted the mutant’s face who woke up soon after but trembled and stuttered.

     “What, no,” Valdina called Scales who was busy with Flax who split his body into pieces settling one villain less to deal with but all the pieces snapped together and attached themselves onto the other skeletons flying past it taking Scale’s bones like magnets. 

 

                                               SPLASH    SPLASH      SPLASH

 

From the water, Valdina dug more graves and rebuilt an army of living corpses storming Tower Bridge.

     “What the heck are those?!?” Crucian stumbled. 

     “They’re corpses from graves.”

     “How can we possibly stop this?” Flax crushed one with his one bare hand.

     “Aim for the jewel on their heads and keep those safe,” she took Crucian's arm and snapped off his handcuff and the rest of them. “Remember, I want you to protect the humans, only kill the demons, it’s for the good of Firefly,” Venas warned.

     “What’re you gonna do in the meantime? You look like you’re not staying.”

     “Going to rescue the rest from the water- Quari, one more time,” a rumble of thunder fed the clouds as Venas bravely dived into the water with Quari as her water blanket allowing her to breathe, even though her mask.

     “Go-Go-Go,” Skylar burst into the air, vanishing everything she moved, leaving behind piles of bones dissolving into the bridge like salt in water. Oracles were left on the bridge as Crucian used a tsunami of the black river, seeping the water into the bones leaving them to explode mid-flight. Every Oracle dropped was caught with his extended tentacles before a school of skeletons rose from the water, Valdina’s patience became limited, busting out and doing some dirty work herself.

     “Crucian, watch out!” Skylar picked him up and zoomed around from Valdina’s thread darting into the post, making the metal wither. 

     “It’s venomous.”

     “These things are endless,” Crucian tried plan B and climbed Tower Bridge with his tentacles like a spider, aiming all the water in circles, showering bones back into the river nearly hitting Venas. Each bone he picked up with the control of water shot into Valdina. Many parts of her body began to bleed, her dark red blood dripping into the collection below. She pressed her hand on her wrist and saw the painful wound in her body.

     “I’m bleeding,” she threw her rage amongst the raining bones like hails of icicles. 

     “It’s time for some karma,” Venas blew a fierce breath of fire, swirling the water into a tornado that blasted out of the water. Clear like glass, Akirou floated in the centre of the embryo, dazed and suspended.

     “Akirou!” She invaded his bubble and shook him. “Wake up!!!”

He stared at her but his mind was blank and his mouth sealed shut. With one clenched whip of his arms, Venas fell back helpless.

If Dark Crystal gets destroyed, then he can be conscious again, she thought.

Quari dodged the drifting bones and took Venas with him setting his non-existent eyes at the ominous ball of cloud, wriggling on the river bed, pumping bigger and bigger until tentacles wriggle out like a newborn octopus thirsty for freedom from the nine months although it what was emerging was no fetus but a full-fledged demon. Mobily disturbed, Venas found Lian Yi in her underwater bubble floating in the queue of live bodies, amongst all the bones and ashes spreading filtering a booming roar released from the embryo. Quari poked Venas with his water hands.

     “If you’re asking me how to stop it, I don’t know, we have to get over there,” she pointed to the other side of the embryo but on the way, a tentacle bashed on the river bed, shaking water.

     “What's going on over there?” Skylar questioned from above when a tentacle soared out of the water.

     “That’s not Quari’s,” Crucian panicked and jumped into the water, Skylar zoomed in and caught him.

     “What’d you think you’re doing, you’re out of your mind!”

     “I have to know what’s going on down there!”

     “We have…” storming the skies, living corpses and flying bones, a creak wired the air seeping into Venas’s ear.

     “Quari, quick see what it is,” as she swam towards the crowd a drop of Quari jumped out of the river and back in. Illustrating with his aqua particles, the London tipped over and was about to fall into the river on top of them.

     “Quick, get everyone out of the water!” She disturbed the bubble capsule and grabbed her sister and the mutant next to her with her free hand, using Jade Dragon’s pearl and lifted everyone to the surface meeting eye to eye with Valdina as she, quari and everyone else jumped out, carrying her sister in her arms. 

     “She’s knocked cold, so much sweat- hang on.”

Simultaneously, London Eye froze mid-fall from a slash of icicles rapidly spreading across the entire river bullet-fast, trapping Tai Wei under the water. 

     “Markcas?” she turned around as Markcas and Jacob skated along the river, clearing the storm of flying skeletons. Valdina dodged Markcas’s icy bullet.

     “You’re not getting me this time,” she rose and clicked her fingers, commanding all the mutants to invade their powers and attack them. Grasping Lian Yi in her arms sliding on the trail of frozen skeletons exploding in the middle of the night sky view. Quari lifted her into the air, avoiding the sharp bones and jewels.

     “Wildfire, I’ll take her,” Armwards suddenly flew in and took Lian Yi out of her hands and returned her with a pair of hockey skates like Markcas and Jacob.

     “Wait, where you gonna take her!?!” She said before landing.

     “Somewhere safe, I will take care of it.”

 

When he disappeared, Markcas caught her and slipped. Her force pushed them along the ice with no grip to stop until Venas clicked her skates on, flipping over and stopping with a monstrous ice spray as Quari morphed back into his solid form.

     “Are you okay?” Said Markcas, “who the heck are you,” as he noticed Quari.

     “I’m okay that’s Quari-” 

     “Ah, nice to meet you,” he reached out for a handshake but Quari didn’t know what a handshake was.

     “How did you freeze the whole river?”

     “I- I don’t know, it- it just came out.”

     “Markcas, Wildfire,” Jacob rushed and recognised Quari under the exploding skeletons.

 

                                       BOOM  BOOM  BOOM

 

     “It won’t hold on for much longer.”

A deep and shallow boom echoed through the layer of thick ice from Markcas’s incredible powers trapping Tai Wei in the river as commoners passing by had the chance to flee. The dead tampered and the live run, dark crystal in Valdina’s hands sank and merged into the ice giving Tai Wei enough power to break and bounced out of the river sacrificing his body from the sharp and stabbing icicles. Venas stomped on the ice and kicked a fallen icicle straight into Valdina’s chest.

 

                                       BOOM   BOOM   BOOM  

 Behind the bridge and under the water, Tai Wei burst from the slimy embryo. Thick red tentacles shot out from the ice when it finally broke and blocked the second icicle Venas boosted towards Valdina who blasted her webs in every direction, aiming for all the mutants in view. Venas jumped up and set the webs on fire, spreading it like light to Valdina, without her other arm and dark crystal, she became powerless and fell to the surface in time for Tai Wei to catch her, soaring into the sky, a sea monster, the destruction of the London Eye as the ice keeping it up snapped and crashed into the water sending waves into Venas’s direction. Flames overpowered the waves before a loud spark froze the water creating a ramp.

     “Finally, I’m free,” Tai Wei inhaled a mountain of fresh air and absorbed the rest of the dead bodies of all the skeletons dropped by his side and admired his new body. He admired his new hands, “so this is what I look like now, I’ve been waiting years for this moment,” in the shadows, he put on a cloak and no one was able to see his face before that as he covered his face with his thick hood. “What is this place? Earth?” He saw the people of Earth, nothing like those in Ervanna, they looked powerless and different.

 Red tentacles with blue succulents, red flaring skin and a paper dangling from his red and black hooded cloak. He pulled down his hood and sensed the presence of a powerful aura. “This aura, it smells familiar,” he could not forget the smell of it though not knowing where it came from.

Venas spotted the dark Crystal in his wrinkled hands.

     “That’s the key.”

     “What’s the key?” Jacob replied.

     “The dark crystal, destroy that and the skeleton will become weak and fall,” she spoke from experience.

     “Like Tao Shi,” Markcas remembered.  

     “What you waiting for, let’s go.”

Jacob took off recklessly and Quari jumped onto the bridge, dodging skeletons and their monstrous screams warning Crucian about the dark crystal in the enemy’s hands.

     “Get them, and get the boy,” Tai Wei bellowed, hovering over the water, his tentacles stretching out to grab the irritating mutants blocking his path.

     “LOOK OUT!!!” Markcas grabbed Venas and pulled her to the side as he began to run before the tentacle was hit by a puck. The puck spun like the wheel of a racing car and burnt Tai Wei.

     “Lukcas?” He caught Venas and behind him followed a herd of pucks, sliding on the ice.

     “Surround him, now.”

She gave Markcas a nod and split ways. Her aim as she skated along the edge of the river was Valdina going so fat like her hockey skates allowed her to fly. Tai Wei’s plan to tamper with her path was disturbed by Lukcas giving Venas a clear view and sprayed Valdina with a coat of sharp ice cutting into her eyes and the rest of her body not covered by clothing like Phizzor and Slevel. A coat of ice and a burst of flames one straight after the other.

     “Ugh, my eyes,” she shoots her useless webs at her but were only burnt off when they touched her.

     “The ice was for my sister and the flame’s for me and Akirou!” just one more stab and Valdina would’ve been just a body and a soul if it wasn’t for Tai Wei who picked her up with his tentacles never thinking that she would slice it off. He also wouldn’t have thought that Markcas would swatch in and take her place, piercing Valdina with an icicle as the coldness rushed through her body and shattered. Her pale skin tingled as she quivered along the ice accepting her sacrifice, her work was done, accomplishing the rebirth of the King of Demons, Neverlight Island regained their King.

     “Goodbye… your majesty,” she said to Tai Wei, her body faded and shredded into ash.

     “Markcas, crush the soul!” She knew as soon as she said it, Tai Wei would race for it himself but failed to do so when Markcas shattered the soul. 

     “No, you mortal.”

     “The mutants, they’re waking up,” Venas noticed them on the side of the river, “but the water’s getting darker.”

     “The water’s getting darker because I’m sending it on a murder stream,” Tai Wei confessed.

     “A murder stream?” Firefly forest was in danger.

Tai Wei picked up a mutant from the side and lured him in, with one touch of his hand, the mutant screamed morbidly, his tongue withered and his body bodied remaining one skull which he used as a warning and tossed it to the ground. Every living corpse Valdina created melted into the ice but Tai Wei created more that flew in from every direction as he pulled his son out from the water. All the demons stopped in their tracks, mid-air and on the ground. Armsward returned to the river and gasped from the overwhelming amount of killers hovering in the sky like fish in the sea. They all bowed before Tai Wei hailed their demon king’s return. He raised both of his arms in relief adoring his worship and sent a silent demand to kill everyone they saw for souls to make him stronger and Oracles, one oracle laid in his path and one where the black water was rushing, he followed his trail into Firefly forest.

     “Guys, gather the mutants, we can’t let any more of them die,” warned Venas.

     “I will take them to Firefly,” said Flax.

     “No, that’s where he’s going.”

     “How do you know?”

     “Lukcas mentioned an elder with a jewel or some sort, he’s after the jewels.”

Armsward flies in after aiming explosive gadgets into the air, blasting away the obstacle to offer his help to take the mutants to safety.

     “Leave them to me,” he said.

     “But when they wake up and see you guys, they’ll fear you,” she said.

He took them anyway but Venas did not think twice, she needed to chase Tai Wei.

     “I’ll stay here,” Jacob decided, “I’ll catch up later.”

Venas noticed Akriou who was abandoned, known as nothing more than a puppet to his own father but he was still in a dazed setting, mind blank and eyes wandering a maze. 

     “You’re just a lifeless puppet to them.”

     “What’s wrong with him?”

     “Lukcas I won’t ask for anything else, you can bring his mind back.”

     “But he’s the enemy.”

     “He’s not, he's just the enemy’s puppet.”

     “I’ll try, but you have to go after them.”

     “Thank you, Markcas, come one, Quari, let’s go,” they weaved and killed all the skeletons in their way. “I need to get that crystal otherwise these things will be non-stop, I can sense it, my oracle’s in there.”

 

The track to firefly grew smaller and smaller, under the water, Tai Wei destroyed every trap before he even reached it and sent a signal to Firefly that they had been invaded. The water bubbled and all the mutants noticed Firefly’s lake, their only source of water infected with blood foreshadowed a threat to their home.

     “Master, what’s happening to the water,” Atlas said from a tree house, overcasting his eyes on the lake. 

     “This doesn’t look good,” Eldermoor raised his staff as the opal began to glow. “The barrier has been broken, anything strong enough to break the barrier is not our match to face.”

Concern wandered when Atlas realized everyone should leave the lake at once. If the barrier has been broken for the first time, that means the one who broke it was no human but something else unknown and powerful enough to kill everyone in the forest.

     “Master, we have to go!” 

     “What’s happening to the water?” a boy asked his mum. 

A staggering gust of wind took off, spinning the water higher than the trees. Atlas grabbed the mother and her child and warned everyone:

     “Wake everyone up, we have to go, we’re in danger.”

     “Your majesty, this way,” Eldermoor pointed to a part of the forest that led to a ditch, an underground trail to safety. Soon, all the little houses in Firefly collapsed after the mutants woke up and fled, a herd towards the ditch. The water crashed like a tsunami and flooded the forest whilst creating a tornado, pulling everything in with it. A tentacle whooped out of the water and chased the mutant closest to the lake, taking him by the leg, dragging him along the wet grass.

     “Florence!” said the friend ahead of him.

     “TYLER, HELP!!!”

     “No, don’t go back!” Eldermoor warned him a second too late when both of them were pulled in and eaten up by the tsunami and shredded to ashes. Tai Wei used the rest of his legs and grabbed as many mutants as he possibly could, drying their bodies and getting stronger soul by soul just to find what he was looking for. Eldermoors Opal sparked into his eyes, the colour, flashing his greed, he reached out for it had the old man pointed it towards him and repelled forcefully, blasting Tai Wei into the trees.  Fireflies scattered as the forest rumbled with every tree he touched. Mutants climbed through the treetops, some dashed on the ground to escape the bouldering skeletons screaming into their faces. Tai Wei stuck his eyes on the opal on Eldermoor’s staff.

     “It’s the Opal of Yan.”






















Flame 14 ~                   Firefly's Descend

 



 

Lukcas, what’re you doing, leave him and go after Venas!” Jacob yelled.

     “She told me to stay here and cure the boy,” he said whilst pressing his hands firm on Akirou’s shoulders, the idea of entering his mind baffled him as there was no way in to talk to him or to snap the connection between him and the power of the dark crystal Tai Wei took with him. Waves of skeletons screeched and burst towards them and nearly held his soul when Jacob interpreted their snacking time by boosting pucks at them from afar. 

 

The rise of the Demon Kings that appeared on live news during the Midnight Times and shook everyone up from their sweet slumber. Reports streamed from the helicopters that were not safe amongst the invasion.

     “What are they doing!?!” Jacob noticed. 

     “Getting themselves killed, that’s what they’re doing,” Crucian pulled the water from holes within the ice and washed away the endless rush of demons, “humans like those are stupid creatures waiting for their deaths.”

 

     “It seems there are a few purple mutants on the frozen rink, some octopus, a girl mutant and a henchman fighting these flying skeletons we see everywhere, the culprit of our recent murder attacks, we finally get to see them and what they look like,” soon a skeleton grabbed her microphone with a scream from both of them and chomped it up like it was a potato chip.

     “That’s her sign to get out of here,” Jacob commented and killed them before they attacked the helicopter even more but the news lady grabbed a backup set and continued.

     “OH MY GOD!” He whined, “They’re lucky they have a helicopter, nothing wants to go near that thing- Lukcas hurry up!”

     “I’m trying,” lukcas flew back when Akriou released a burst of sparks from the cloudy sky and a bolt of electricity from his glowing eyes and his bare hands. Both of their eyes glowed and their minds connected, “buy me some time,” a hurricane rose and curled around them pushing everything that went near them into the abyss. “Hey, what’s your name?” 

     “My name is Akirou,” he said lifelessly as Lukcas entered his mind like a micro-ant walking into his brain. Peaceful on the inside and chaos on the outside booming from the walls of his mind. A black cloud fumed around him in a void of nothingness, a space where his mind should roam free but it was trapped in a cage behind a wall of dark crystals.

                    

                               DRIP       DROP       DRIP

 

     “Akirou, my name’s Lukcas, who’s the one taking over your mind?”

     “... Tai Wei…”

     “Who’s he?”

     “... my father.”

     “Your father, your own dad? Why?”

     “...”

     “How about this, does he treat you like a son, are you his flesh and blood?”

     “He’s been dead for fifteen years, I’ve never met him before today, my mother’s dead too, she’s been dead for two hundred years.”

     “How old are you?”

     “I’m fourteen.”

     “What? How does that…” Lukcas wrapped his head around the equation.

     “I was born from their flesh and blood… out of a dark lotus, I was a weak soul, the chances of me surviving my birth was low, the lotus nurtured me to make me stronger until I was ready to be born,” he explained. 

     “Do you know why he’s attacking London?”

     “London isn’t his target but the people who hold the Oracles, power and aura that the Oracles give, samples of evidence does he chase.”

     “Oracles, what do they do?”

     “The seven Oracles hold a special power each, these Oracles combined can do both good or bad.”

     “What’s the good thing?”

     “Immortal power of life and health, the ability to bring the holder and the world around them harmony and recall memories and past.”

     “And the bad thing?”

     “... to tamper with the past and collide with deceased villains, conquering the world, leading chains of time, Father will summon the villains of Neverlight Island, every demon who’s fought and died and conquer more Oracles.”

     “Okay, that’s - that’s not troubling at all, Neverlight Island? Where the heck is that?”

     “An Island in Japan of the Planet Ervanna.”

     “There’s another planet, what is this dream?” He shook himself into reality and remembered what he was here to do therefore to continue, “you’re a friend of Venas right?”

Akirou nodded.

     “I’m gonna break you out, you won’t be controlled anymore but you have to do one thing, ignore anything that your father is telling you to do.”

Speechlessly, Akirou obeyed his demand. The Lukcas inside his mind was safe but the Lukcas stood across from him in the real world and took many of Akirou’s shots of electric sparks released from his reflexes.

     “What’s with him, he’s full of electricity?” Both of their eyes glowed stronger, Akirou’s eyes began to lighten, the blacks turned to white and his iris came back from the rage of a tornado in the river, the storm of a sea blew the helicopter away.

 

     “These mutants we see below look like they’re fighting their own kind, why is it that they're fighting themselves, could some of them be evil and some be helping the human race… the weather forecast didn’t say we have storms along the way- I don’t think it’s safe to stay here anymore,” the news lady’s hair ruffled in the sharp wind, almost taking her equipment away but some device did fly out of the helicopter and hit the ice below, following the tornado’s current. The force of Tai Wei’s manipulation settled above Lukcas’s control, his main body struggling to break Akirou’s connection with his father as he spat blood onto the ice. And finally eased him out of Tai Wei’s control. All the water splashed onto the surface and seeped back into the river through the cracks after the dark smoke left Akirou’s unconscious body and perished with the toxic air trailing after the skeletons who all abandoned Akirou and followed the river to Firefly forest.

     “Guys, come one, we’re going back to Firefly,” said Crucian.

     “Where they going?” Lukcas questioned, he lifted Akirou from the icy floor. “Hey, wake up, where are they going?” Akirou opened his eyes, oblivious to how he ended up in this unknown place.

     “Where am I?”

     “You don’t remember? What’s the last thing you remember?”

     “A dark room full of machines and… mutants running for their lives.”

     “That’s the prison, do you have any idea where they’re going?” he pointed as all the other mutants followed them worried that the direction they were heading was Firefly forest. 

     “Lukcas, they heading for Firefly, we have to stop the reporters, they’re gonna catch it all,” Jacob warned.

     “Is that the only thing you’re worried about, at a time like this?”

     “If Firefly gets exposed, then it’s in danger.”

     “We care, if I do anything to them, they see it as a threat and we’ll still be seen as violent icons,” he reasoned.

     “So we’re just gonna see Firefly become worldwide?”

     “I’m not doing anything to them, if Firefly gets exposed, we’ll have to find another way to keep them safe.”

      “If you can think of another forest we can take over.”

      “All the armed forces are gonna kill us all if even one of us shows violence.”

     “Fine, I’ll do something.”

     “Jacob no!”

With a swing, the entire helicopter tipped over and nearly crashed into the river before Lukcas caught it and with Akirou blindly following him, he helped put the helicopter back in the air.

     “Akirou.”

     “I’m here.”

     “Thank you.”

Akirou bowed to show his gratefulness for Lukcas releasing him from his father’s control.

     “Will I ever be controlled again or is what you did to me just temporary?”

     “I think it’ll happen again, but you need to train your mind to be stronger so nothing can enter it.” Lukcas glanced at Jacob, “I think we need to go after them and worry less about the humans.”

     “At this point, we’re all gonna be killed either way,” he pointed his eyes in the direction of Tower Bridge where armed policemen settled, raising their shields and loading their guns, aiming them at the trio standing on the river. “It doesn’t matter that you just saved those humans, they’re still here to kill us,” he dropped his stick and turned around. 

 

     “FIRE,” one of the officers said into his mega mic. 

     “RUN!!!”

 

                               BANG BANG BANG

 

Jacob flicked all the bullets to the side as Akriou took them by surprise, grabbing their arms, striking a hole in the ice and diving into the water. His Aura gave them the ability to breathe as they travelled in the water faster than an eagle in the sky. 

 

     “Sir, what do we do, they’re underwater?”

     “There’s no way they’ll survive that, it’s all ice down there and it’s freezing, we follow those skeletons.”

     “You heard him, Let’s move it!!!”

 

Along the path to Firefly came the unexpected waves from the water souring in the sky like they were alive. Eldermoor sensed terror from his opal as the glow dimmed and weakened. 

     “The barrier, it’s weakening, it’s being broken,” he whizzed.

Everything caught on tape as more reinforcement reporters flew in towards the haunted forest of Epping, the barrier broken and the sight of rotten human bones was recorded for content. A roar boomed within the jungle of rustling trees and plants. Tai Wei stood against the mutant army. The power from the dark crystal filtered his greed, their spears and guns became useless, cannons took down all the skeletons with more to come but nothing was hurting Tai Wei until a spark of lightning struck and nearly shattered the crystal.

     “Venas look,” Markcas called.

     “Akirou, stay down, where the others?” Venas spotted him under overgrown leaves when she saw the lightning strike and released Jade Dragon’s alexandrite and amethyst. 

     “They’re at the entrance fighting the skeletons.”

     “It’s no use, as long as the crystal that cast them is intact, it doesn’t matter how many you kill,” she and Markcas snapped from place to place, earth lifted from the ground with a raise of her hands and fire flames from every corner mixing with strikes of ice from Markcas’s fingers easing all the mutants of their worries as they aimed for the skeletons instead being killed one by one.

I need to get that Crystal, my Oracles in there.

     “Tai Wei!!!”

     “You must be Venas Xoular, the Commandery Princess of Qin States,” he said.

     “What did you just…”

He stirred into her distraction, strangling her with his tentacle.

     “The Sword of Jade Dragon, you have, I saw it, where’d it go!?!”

     “What… I don’t know what you’re on about.”

     “The sword girl!”

     “It’s just a normal sword, I picked from the ground.”

A sudden incoming sliced his tentacle and sludged into the water taking Venas with it still tightly wrapped around her neck.

     “No!” It grew back once Markcas dived into the lake and unconsciously froze the entire lake like he did the river.

     “Miss Xoular,” Akirou was stunned by a figure bursting a staggering source of energy past him, faster than anything he’s ever seen.

     “What the hell,” Cyris saw the lake freeze before his very eyes like an instant slushy.

     “Who’s that?” Akirou wondered.

Cyris weaved through his tentacles strangling his limbs like he was a giant sea monster and would turn from water to solid and solid to water every second to confuse Tai Wei and lure him away from the lake, amongst the dark path, filled with trees and deadly ivy.

 

Venas freed herself from the severed tentacle as Markcas pulled it aside and caught her, his cheeks puffed up when he realized he barely took enough breath in before diving. She closed her eyes from the blinding water and nearly ran out of breath, ears muffled, grasping Markcas tightly whilst he noticed the surface of the lake was frozen. 

No, why’s it frozen, I can’t get out. 

Akirou slid onto the lake and found where they were under the thick layer of ice.

     “Akirou, what’s up, I’m here.”

     “Lukcas, they’re stuck.”

     “Okay, don’t panic, we’ll find a way… just… just hold on down there,” he yelled but all Markcas heard was muffles whilst Venas was able to hear them clearly. “Annoying skeletons, OUT OF MY WAY!!!”

 

                   THUMP

                            THUMP

                                    THUMP

 

He grabbed a hefty branch on the grass and bashed it into the ice, not a scratch was made.

     “Again!”

 

                         BOOM

                                         BOOM 

                                                        BOOM

Venas put her hand on the ice and tried to melt it but the water was fighting with her.

     “Markcas, I’m running out of air,” she said.

     “Did you just speak into my mind?”

     “I’m running out of air.”

     “Hold on, hold on.”

     “I can’t.” Tiny bubbles drifted out of his mouth.

 

    “It’s not working!” Lukcas huffed. 

Akirou wanted to strike the ice but he wasn’t sure if that would electrocute them as the water conducted his powers.

 

     “Venas, hold on,” he swam around but all the ice above them was the same, not one more thin than the other. “This power was good whilst it lasted.” He stared at her, her cheeks puffed up, eyebrows frowning, eyes squinched, the white parts of her hair glowing. He took off her mask and suddenly, she felt pressure on her lips as she was melting the ice, warm and soft that gave her air through her mouth. Slightly, she opened her eyes, the taste of lake water and the touch of his hand on her neck. Her eyes shut again. Her eyes shut again feeling air flowing in from his body to her for a few seconds until cracks evolved in the ice. All the water fought gravity and lifted them in the air as the whole lake exploded into waves. Venas inhaled a mountain of air, finally breathing comfortably as the water took her to the ground safely.

     “Venas, are you okay? Crucian came, he was able to burst the water out,” said Lukcas.

     “I’m fine, I’m fine… where’s…” She looked up.

     “Hey, get me down from here,” dripping wet, Markcas dangled in the sky water shaped like a hand gripping his leg.

     “Human,” said Crucian, “I can smell the human scent.”

     “What do you want with me!!!”

     “Crucian put him down!”

He glared at Markcas and dropped him back into the lake.

     “What’s his problem?!?”

     “That you’re a human,” said Venas.

     “So are you.”

She shrugged as Akirou dried her up like the last time they found each other at the Lake of Past.

     “At least the ice is split apart,” he climbed onto a platform of ice and shook his hair of the excess water and looked at Venas. “How are you dry?”

She helped him up awkwardly. Magic,” she said. Her core became empty and powerless like her charge had run dry, still able to hear a fight in the distance amongst the trees.

     “Who's there?”

     “It’s a boy with a green jacket and blue and green hair,” Akirou recalled.

Markcas and Venas turned to each other.

     “It’s Cyris.”

     “Cyris?”

 

                                                                BOOM

 

What sounded like crippling sand spread on the soil, particles from Flax’s skin as he stomped the ground with his overgrown fists crushing the skeletons to dust. His whole body morphed into the soil and popped out in a different place scaring them away. What was left, their Oracles trickling after their dismantling bones. He knocked over trees trying to protect the forest. Hands shrinking whilst he ran, growing when he punched the floor and made it shake under Skylar’s path of snapping from tree to tree, weaving through all the tentacles swarming the air, one busy with Cyris. 

 

     “Why does this look so familiar?”

     “This thing’s crazier than the last one!”

     “Cyris, the crystal,” she emitted a signal, talking to him through his mind.

     “Huh, Venas? Wait, how are you doing that?” His mind said back.

     “You heard me? I didn’t say anything.”

     “You just spoke into my mind.”

She noticed a glow from her sword.

     “The power of Spectrum Dia is communication through thoughts?” her eyes brightened with amazement. 

     “Telepathy?” Akirou defined.

     “Yes, telepathy.”

     “Did you just speak into his mind?”

     “I did, I’m gonna do it again,” she grasped the diamond and said: “Cyris, get the black crystal, we need it.”

     “Got it! Leave it to me.”

     “Akriou, come on, you mustn’t be seen,” she held his hand like he was a child.

     “Wildfire?”

     “Atlas.”

     “What are you doing here, get somewhere safe.”

He pointed in the direction where everyone was kept safe but as soon as he found Tai Wei, she took Akriou and went the other way.  

     “But he said that way.”

     “Trust me, we’ll be fine.” 

Sharp haunted screeches bounced from corner to corner, steaming into the safe shelters guarded by his majesty’s army. The crowd hidden in the underground trembled and cried. All the children and elderly grasped their loved ones like it was their last day on Earth frightened by the sound of the living corpses lurking above, denting fear into their eyes. 

     “Secure the safety house, we mustn’t lose any more mutant lives,” Atlas said to one of his guards. 

     “Yes, your majesty.”

     “Cyris, come back this instant!” 

Cyris jumped in the air and splashed on the ground next to Atlas.

     “I was handling it.”

     “Nonsense.”

     “You know who I saw… I saw Venas your majesty, Wildfire.”

     “Yes, I know, I saw her too,” Atlas lured himself closer to Tai Wei who too moved closer to him and stared into his soul.

     “Atlas… Silver?” he hissed.

     "You know me?”

Tai Wei ignored him and continued to move closer and closer to the mutant's den with Atlas interrupting his view.

     “Monster, you may not pass,” he pointed a spear at Tai Wei as he retracted his tentacles into his long maroon cloak. “What is your objective, the Firefly does not welcome you destroying the whole forest.”

     “My motive,” he hissed, “is the Opal of Yan.”

     “Opal of Yan, I don’t know what that is.”

     “The jewel in that old man’s staff.”

He pictured Eldermoor running through his mind in the description of an old man with a staff. 

     “Atlas, it’s me Wildfire, you can’t let him have that jewel,” Venas sent a wave through the dia’s telepathy.

     “If it keeps my people safe what does keeping the jewel matter?”

     “He’ll kill more people with the power it holds.”

     “What do I do?”

     “Aim for the crystal ball.”

The scars on his body beamed an eye-blinding glow, with glowing eyes and pumped fists.

     “You’re not touching anyone today, it’s either, you get out of my forest or I get rid of you myself!” The dark sky stormed above them, trickling a rush of lightning from each of the dark clouds, no strike was able to harm Tai Wei as the dark crystal absorbed all the power and reflected it against Atlas, knocking over all the trees Atlas hit with his back. 

     “Ouch, that’s gotta leave a mark,” said Venas. 

He spotted Venas threading along the bushes.

     “Why did you murder all those people? To grow your embryo?” She passed the message through his mind as she zoomed around him in circles, in and out snapping through the trees and leaves.

     “Yes, all those people helped me grow stronger- their souls taste very delicious,” he licked his crusty lips.

     “Savage demon, you were targeting young boys because you know who had the pearl was a teenager.”

     “Because younger people have lively souls, they’re energetic and boost my power.”

     “Not as much as the adults?”

     “Men are stronger, they are more worthy to devour, human women, on the other hand, they all like to go on diets- it's hard to tell if a woman was strong or not, targeting the men and young humans was easier and faster,” he hissed.

     “Why are you hissing, you’re an octopus.”

     “You see, young lady, I used to be something else… something that hisses.”

 

Suddenly, vines snapped and obstructed the clear sky over the crashing of trees and skeletons. Past Atlas, zipped bright flashing lights, blue and white like fireworks. Akirou’s fierce lightning strikes, Venas’s flames and Makcas’s ice flames following each strike bounced from every tree and sparkled with all the colours of the spectrum. With a dash of speed, Venas snuck under Tai Wei’s nose, knocking the crystal from his fingertips and shattering it with a slash of Jade Dragon.

     “What did you do?”

     “All I did was shatter your hopes!”

 

In the sky, from afar and under the lake, an explosion of jewels burst into the air. Delicate fragments glistened, melting away the darkness like watercolours. Every colour reflected on every surface of the forest, piercing the water, vivid with enlightenment and eased the battle. All the jewels traveled in a spiral long enough for everyone to witness the beauty of Oracles including the many helicopters hovering by capturing the scene through live T.V. where everyone at home admired the view confused whether they were watching the murderous and violent news or a fantasy drama. 

     “No, my oracles- my oracles,” he snarled, “they mustn’t go, I need them,” in his hand, she spotted a strong aura coming from his hand that quickie reached out for a ruby. Not a second to think, she raised her sword in the air, slicing his arm as the ruby slipped from his flying hands and retrieved her Oracle.

     “Petal, are you there? Please be there,” she summoned and for a while, there was nothing but smoke and blind lights. 

     “The sword,” he saw shining in his face, the glistening of heaven when he saw the ghost Jade Dragon behind Venas, protecting her as she used his power.

Tai Wei tugged his hood with his other hand, his skin sweated off his bones and suddenly took off with the Oracles perishing into the clouds leaving the sky blue like daylight as if time was seeping through the crack of dawn. As all the Oracles vanished, Eldermooor sparked questions as his opal began to glow mysteriously. The sapling of new trees rained on the forest, a gift from the Oracles plastering the fallen wrecks, bandaging the wounds of Firefly as all the fireflies returned in replacement of the ashes withering from the skeletons. 

     “They’re all gone?” Venas looked around.

The blinding lights smeared away transforming into the silhouette of a familiar creature, small with wings, horns and a tail. Her eyes glowed whilst all the seeds rained on the forest.

     “Petal!” Her eyes gleamed at the sight of Petal and told herself, she was not crying when Petal didn’t come out the first time she called her. It was all over now, the little dragon flew towards her for a warm hug like a little cat with her little paws around Venas’s shoulders. 

     “Everyone’s here right, no one’s hurt?” said Cyris. As soon as Petal saw other people coming over, she immediately flew into her Oracle like the good old days, where it was snug and comfy.

Atlas felt the ease of freshwater raining upon them even if it only did last a few minutes. Quari, Crucian, Sklyar and Flax did their best, without recovering from their years of imprisonment, their power stood firm. And the rest of the army who survived the chaos fell to the grass in relief of their exhausted bodies.

     “Guys, I think we have another problem,” said Lukcas.

     “What do you mean, we have another problem?” said Cyris.

 

The crunching of wood whispered to Venas, birds flocked the sky after a monstrous boom waved through the forest. Like the sound of big rubber wheels, the timber of trees and the flattening of grass. Traps clicking and clanking sent suspicions to the inside of the forest. One tree after another forms giant dominos caving into the Firefly.

 

Atlas sprinted to his people hiding away safely to not move and stay where they were.

     “Master, everyone, get out now!”

     “Why? What’s happened?”

 

                    CRASH    BOOM

 

     “The forest is falling apart, you have to get out of there and run!!!”

     “Quick, quick, everyone, let’s get out of here!” Eldermoor raised his voice and helped everyone out to escape the chaotic shaking forest. The entire mutant community fled their safety headquarters, stumbling on the damp grass

     “What’s happening,” Venas came across all the machines running over the clean greens, flattening every plant they touched.

     “Come on, people, move it!!”

 

     “They’re tearing down the forest!”

     “Cyris, wait, how did they get in, I thought the traps outside are invincible”

     “That monster broke the barrier so the traps don’t work as well.”

     “They’re powered by magic, of course, they’re powered by magic,” Venas chased after the noise of the forest crimping into ruins.

     “What do we do?” He turned to Venas and paused when she realized slowly that everyone was looking at her.

     “You’re asking me? I don’t know.”

     “You’ve saved a city before, you can save a forest,” he stumbled.  

     “Well… I didn't save it alone- there’s a difference between saving the city and saving a building!”

     “Doesn’t answer the question.”

     “Look, the first thing is go and find some people, we’re missing Jacob and Lukcas.”

     “Missing who?”

     “Jacob and Lukcas.”

     “The grandchildren of Fossil?”

     “Huh… just, go, go, go- they’re tearing down the forest,” she leapt out of the bushes and unintentionally led the way amongst the timbering trees colliding with the earth.

     “What’s that?” Cyris questioned as he saw the giant machines picking trees out of the roots with their mechanical arms and sprinkling the grass with wood chips before demolishing half of the houses built by the mutants.

     “Ponsse scorpions, human’s weapons for destroying trees.”

     “And our houses!!! I can turn into water and wash the circuits.”

     “The jewels… wait…” but Cyris was already in his water form and jumped into the machines. “He’s so reckless!”

The earth underneath the scorpion machines waved like they were in the ocean from the earth-bending powers emitted from Venas’s amethyst, enough to flip them over in the air but landed safely on the ground by the entrance of the forest where motor vehicles stopped one by one amongst the piles of skulls and human bones. Police were stunned to see the night turn into dawn as cars halted as armed forces lined up and built a wall for their own safety. 

     “What kind of sorcery is this?”

     “It must be the mutants!”

     “HEY, we caught one!!!” 

 

Disturbingly, Venas paused and dropped the earth leaving the machines to tumble on the ground. 

     “What did they catch?” Akirou prompted.

Exchanging useless glances and ran towards the trail of flat grass and unplugged trees.

     “No idea,” Cyris picked up his pace with Venas dashing ahead of him.

     “I have a feeling I do,” she said. 

 

     “Jacob!!!”




















Flame 15 ~                           Mutants Unite



 

     “Tonight’s break news, London Eye has fallen and the entire River Thames has been frozen from top to bottom, a monster mutant attack from the riverbed heading who seemed to be fighting other mutants, what would they be doing fighting their own kind? Later on after midnight, they approached Epping forest with tremendous speed, we could only just about catch up with them via our army force helicopter.” 

 

News spread through every T.V. in England, later, Europe and soon, it flipped the whole world over screening in the hospital where Armward was negotiating with the doctor who treated Lian Yi.

     “Mr Armsward, I can't stress enough to tell you again, that you must be present for Lian Yi whilst she’s at the hospital especially because she’s unconscious right now, she must have an adult here, preferably a family relative, do you know where her parents are?”

     “Her mother is an hour away, I’m just trying to…”

     “And her father?”

     “She only has her mother, I…”

     “Then you must stay here,” the doctor checked the monitor. “I know that you have to be out there to deal with that, but you can’t leave her alone unless you can get another trusted guardian.”

     “You know what, I’ll stay.”

     “Thank you.”

 

Headlines spread to the Lanheart house where his mother was woken up by the sound of sirens whizzing past her house, waking up the children.

     “Mum, what’s going on, why’s it so loud out there,” Tyle rubbed his eyes, walking into the living room.

     “I don’t know, honey,” she switched on the T.V. and turned on the news, catching up with tonight’s update.

     “Mum, that’s Jacob! Brother’s on television,” he said.

     “I wanna be on television,” said Lily, clutching her brown teddy.

     “Oh good heavens lord, my son!”

     “Mum, why are the soldiers holding him hostage?”

     “Quiet for a second honey,” she hushed his child and listened to every word the reporter with her papers, neatened them and set them on the table.

     “For the last few years, the mysterious Epping forest that killed anyone who entered turns out to be a secret forest full of mutants, hiding from human society. How long has the forest become a home for mutants? Today the army is threatening the mutants with one mutant teenager they’ve had captive…” 

 

     “Jacob!” Lukcas cried, his body pulled back by the human soldiers who forcefully clicked the power-repellent cuffs onto his wrists. “Hey, what did you just put on my wrist?”

     “It’s so you don't use your powers, no pipe down,” snarled the sergeant, leader of the army of today’s mission.

     “Lukcas, you should’ve run,” their bodies felt like repelling magnets with humans

     “Untie them this instant!” Atlas demanded as he charged towards vehicles and abruptly halted to the clicks of guns the army deployed to shoot at his head. “Boys, it’ll be alright, stay calm.”

     “We’re pretty calm right now… a lil bit,” Jacob mumbled to himself, checking up on Lukcas kneeling on the ground, his neck crossed by guns. 

     “Who do you think you are, giving us orders like that? I know you were the one that flipped all our machines.” 

     “Flipped your vehicles? What- the- what you talking about?” He sighted lopsided machines, arms creaking with their loose bolts and dented skin. Venas turned around and hid behind all the mutant soldiers marching in to guard the half-shredded forest. 

I did that, why did I do that, it just shows them we’re violent, she regretted. 

     “One of your mutant freaks attacked us so we have a reason to take down the forest by order and government demand.”

     “It was you who invaded our home first, we were just defending our land.”

     “Defending your land? This is our land, it doesn’t belong to you.”

     “Please, humans, we just want some peace in our forest,” Atlas confessed, “if you give us back the boys, we’ll go back to our home because we don’t want to start anything. All his soldiers and Venas’s friends behind them, hidden in the trees. A line between the forest border and the human soldiers, armed and authorized. 

     “DO you have any idea how many of us have been killed trying to enter the forest!?!”

     “We did not ask for anyone to enter our home, attempting to trespass our forest is a decision that you made, not us!”

     “If you didn’t mean to kill so many of us then why do you have so many trap sets!” They stood behind their shields like it was war, gripping their weapons ready to shoot when negotiation fails.

     “We don’t mean to hurt anyone, we just want to protect our community from intruders!” Atlas shouted to ensure his voice was heard.

     “Clearly, you want to kill us all with the powers you have.”

     “Wait- that’s Atlas Silver, you appeared in Nottingham during the attack, what makes you think we can believe what you say, you are a dangerous creature and the whole world is looking at you right now, you have no excuses to make!”

The words echoed into his mind, the word “creature” snapped his consciousness releasing a glow through his scars. His glow triggered the soldiers to load their guns as a threat and fired at a mutant soldier, killing him on the spot. 

     “Hey!!!” Atlas raged.

     “Your mutant army says otherwise! Now, give up and give yourselves in! We’re taking down this creep of a forest whether you like it or not.”

     “Your Majesty!” said the guards. 

     “Atlas- Atlas- calm down,” Venas jumped out of the bushes and pulled Atlas back from the violence they were ready to get involved with. “No violence, we mustn’t show them any rebellious intentions,” she warned.

     “And we let them kill us one by one?!?” he whispered and left her speechless and her appearance left the soldiers stunned and started whispering.

     “That looks like Wildfire,” one said behind his shield.

     “With black hair though?”

     “Half white, half black, the ears are pointy,” he peeked.

     “No wings.”

     “Has to be her.”

 

She regretted her turn in front of the many, many cameras rolling in front of them and above them. Every word they whispered behind the shields flew into her sharp ears, coughing to clear her throat. “Yes… I am Wildfire…”

All eyes landed on her trembling soul and tattered anxiety that she hadn’t felt in a long time.

     “The one that stopped Market Square hall in Nottingham from falling, of course with help…it was all over the news… I had wings, they’re not here now but that was me, I used all my strength to lift the building, with my powers, I couldn’t endure it but why did I not let go? Because I didn’t want it to destroy the other building and anyone that was nearby if it fell, all I was thinking about was if let go, someone might get hurt,” her slow words bled through the television touching some people but bounced off the ones with rocks as their hearts. 

     “Even then, you still point your weapons are us, because we’re different, we are fear, the world has always been afraid of changes and things that are beyond humans…  that monster born from the water wasn’t a mutant, it was a demon… he has nothing to do with the forest, rather he was here to attack and kill us… like what you’re doing here,” she confronted bravely, headlines running across the bottom of the screen below her spotlight as she spoke. Her face on the Ocean screen of Piccadilly Circus.

     “We are also living beings on this planet but I see throughout history, society has always been treating different people with disrespect, rushing them out of their country, going back to where you came from, getting out of the country, different races but with us- it’s different… you want to kill us, not rush us out of England… Because we’re born with special powers- more powerful than the majority, you start to fear and fear took over, you killed them, you lock them up and treat them like lab rats- how would you feel if you have modern humans were born with a rare mutation and scientists lock you up for experiments, you’ll be lucky they ask for your permission…” She pointed to the dead mutant guard on the ground being held by his friend.

     “You just shot that soldier! Why? What did he ever do wrong for you to kill him…”

     “He… no, he didn’t do anything,” said the one that shot, feeling his guilt.

     “A lady called Dr Lawson and her group of scientists kept Atlas Silver frozen in ice and claimed what he was just by his looks, a black panther. You claim he’s a dangerous being so society allows that kind of judgment but what if you saw a black person and accused him of being a bad person? When you see an Asian guy and think they’re super smart or know kung fu. That’s the same thing. Not all mutants have powers, you.”

 

     “What a touching story!” Said the sergeant, “if only it was that easy… nothing can prove mutants are safe to live with- there’s only a few hundreds of you, you’re outnumbered,” he glared at her disgustingly, sinking away everyone’s empathy, their feelings disturbed and unheard like what they all said was on mute but as soon as he raised his gun, clapping rose from behind.

 

     “I think we can prove it,” a boy claimed as he walked along a path relieved by the human army. Followed by hundreds and hundreds of people, all humans and no sign of any mutants creating confusion among everyone. 

     “My name’s Keanu,” he introduced.

     “I’m sorry… what are you proving?” Sergeant cleared his throat.

     “That mutants and humans can live together safely.”

He laughed in mockery at the young boy’s confidence. “And how…” he paused in fear when Keanu’s skin crawled on itself like waves. His human skin, now purple, smooth face and short, red hair. Soon, the rest of the crowd joined him and transformed back from the human skin they’ve all been too used to into their mutant fashion. Skin and hair of all colours, features of all kinds, horns, tails, scales, fangs and more. Babies and children, the population to what humans knew, proceeded to be fake as mutants outnumbered the army when Eldermoor stabbed the empty soil with his staff, leading the tribe to their king while the rest of the Firefly citizens emerged into the crowd. Expressing they control their forest and overpowered the humans through live news showing the world that mutants have been living amongst humans all this time.

     “Everyone…” Lukcas muttered.

     “... is a mutant,” Jacob finished. 

     “That is… a lot… of mutants,” Sergeant mumbled. Judging by how different Lukcas and Jacob’s clothes were to the mutants that came from inside the forest, Sergeant suspected: “you two live in the city… you also look very familiar.”

Jacob sighed as it took courage and a long pause for Lukcas to speak up first. Into the camera that he tried not to look into. 

     “My… my name is Lukcas Lanheart…”

All the hockey fans of Hurricane watching the news gasped.

     “... player of the London Hurricanes, he turned to Jacob and refused to look into the camera as he predicted all the negativity he’ll get from the hockey community.

     “And my name’s Jacob… Lanheart,” he shut his eyes for a second of regret, “... captain of the Hurricanes.” The Lanheart brothers chilled their skin and turned back into their human disguises, presenting to the entire world who they were.

     “You’re the Lanheart brothers? Said sergeant. 

     “Yes, we are.”

     “I’m…” he shivered, “I’m a big fan of hockey and I’m a big fan of you,” he said with a twist.

     “You are?”

     “Yeah, my son and I support the Hurricanes, but I can’t believe you’re a mutant.” 

     “My family moved to the city seventeen years ago and we’ve had no trouble fitting in without human skin, it can show that you’re only afraid of what your eyes can see,” Jacob explained. 

     “You really are just another race of people trying to live a peaceful life,” sergeant 

 

     “We’re here flying above the Epping forest overcasting the rival between humans and mutants, we’ve discovered that mutants have been living amongst us all this time disguised as humans, how long have they been living with us?” The reporter asked rhetorically with her face full of her pong tail and her jacket rustling under the propellers. “Who knows, you might’ve even made a mutant friend without knowing it, gone to school with them or even worked with them,” she looked her cameraman in the eye and suspected it was possible for him to also be a mutant in disguise. He raised his free hand.

     “I swear, I’m one hundred per cent human.”

 

To the overcast of mutants, mountain piled forest pulled out the veins in the sergeant’s neck, he stuttered his clammy hands and dropped his gun when all the mutants slowly stepped forwards. 

     “Alright, you’ve proven your point.” Click, click went every weapon on the ground, zapping the sybrainium cuffs off the Lanhearts.

 

     “Yeah!” Atlas clapped and approached the startled sergeant, wrapping his arms around his shoulders. “We can all be friends now right?”

     “Y-y-y yes, b-b-b but I’m still terrified of you.”

     “Say, you’re shaking, you cold? It’s summer.”

     “No, I’m quite the opposite of cold,” he sweated. 

     “Uh… Guys, I think we have a bigger problem than a shaking soldier,” Venas reminded.

     “Firefly is destroyed, our precious trees, zap and grass,” cried Eldermoor.  

     “It’s… kinda destroyed, we still have the majority of the forest,” Cyris commented just as a tree crunched and timbered a path between the crowd.

 

                                               BOOM

 

     “Coral, would it kill to be quiet,” Eldermoor cried even more, “what have you humans done!!! you should be ashamed of yourselves!” 

Everyone in the army scratched their heads and turned away, speechlessly. 

     “It’s all their fault, the humans tore our home apart!” yelled a mutant.

     “No, no, no, we just cleared everything up, no arguing,” Venas shushed. 

     “Everyone look, there’s sprouts growing in the soil,” Keanu noticed, directing everyone to the ground. 

     “Hold on,” Atlas recalled, “those gems in the sky were raining seeds before they disappeared, the forest is saved.”

     “That’s great,” Eldermoor cheers, “wonderful news…” 

     “But it’ll take forever for them to grow back into trees and all your houses are gone,” Venas reminded them, “Firefly won’t be complete without all the trees, look at all the houses, they’re all gone.”

     “My family wouldn’t mind a couple of them stay at our house,” offered Keanu.

     “But what about the rest of them?” 

     “Uh, I don’t think there’s enough room for all of them.”

As kind as he was, one house was not enough to accommodate all the homeless mutants.

     “I can help with that, I got plenty of space at mine,” another mutant offered.

     “Same, I don’t mind a few,” said another, one after the other, kind hearts offering to share their homes but no one expected the sergeant to offer a big accommodation for them to live in.

     “That’s great, thank you,” said Atlas.

     “Settled,” he reached out for a handshake but Atlas didn’t know what a handshake was and bowed to him instead. 

 

Finally, when all the news helicopters and reports left the forest to end today's headline updates, all the soldiers marched back and retreated, Before all the mutants retreated, Eldermoor approached Venas and bowed to him.

     “Uh…” she glanced at Jacob, then Lukcas, then at Atlas and back at Eldermoor. “... Hello, you must be… Elder… moor.”

     “My name is Crucial Eldermoor, Guardian of Firefly, well- I don’t think I did a good job.”

     “Hi, I’m…” 

     “Yes, I know who you are, you’re Wildfire, everyone knows who you are, that speech you gave was wonderful,” he praised.

     “Ugh, thank you, just doing my best-” she jumped as Eldermoor almost cried into her ears.

     “Everyone! May you bow to Wildfire and her friends for your appreciation of their bravery! Thank you, saviours and your Majesty.”

     “Thank you our saviour,” they all bowed.

     “Please, I would like to repay you, how can I repay you?”

     “Repay me?” She spotted Crucial’s opal on his staff but was speechless and didn’t know how to mention it.

Lukcas noticed her staring at his jewel and knew exactly how Eldermoor would reward her.

     “Jacob, where’s grandpa?”

     “I’m not sure, should be over there,” he looked at the space of empty ruins. He was delighted to see his grandson and agreed to a favour Lukcas had asked him although he tried not to stutter or forget. One whisper to Eldermoor and he knew exactly what to reward Venas with as a token of his gratitude and a gift for each of our saviours today.







     














Flame 16 ~                                  Golden Buzzer



 

One week later 

 

Summer enlightened itself, softening the fresh air as the city of London could relax. No murderous crimes nor messy headlines but a rebuild of the underground tracks previously melted by spiders and a settled community between humans and mutants. Wildfire's name was soon printed on all the newspapers that you could find and displayed on all platforms spread worldwide as the acceptance of mutants being welcomed back into the city left Firefly rest as a fine landmark for the Home of Great Mutants. During the day, the forest is a place to admire and explore but at night, all the fireflies emerge from their trees, colouring the sky into their fantasies, pictured like fireworks. Humans slowly began to share their world with the mutant after the idea of rejection and fear but some people already made friends before knowing they weren’t humans. Familiar faces made the cut but not the same for anyone who came from Firefly after the rise of Tai Wei, it may get some getting use to. Connor Armsward interviewed many new workers for his company, giving mutants a chance to work in the field. He was able to send Lian Yi back to the police for them to take her home after she recovered a day after the attack with the help of Opal’s healing magic. Venas quickly discovered the Opal of Yan was able to heal her little sister after a long early morning sitting next to her unconscious mind in the hospital. She never did let Lian Yi see that it was her big sister who saved her from the demons. 

 

Nothing was ever the same again, even Eldermoor abandoned his forest wear like the rest of the mutants, now in his modern human attire fit right in with all the children playing outside of the Alexandra Palace rink. His gemless staff, now as a normal walking stick with no purpose at all because he wasn’t too old that he relied on it. A young spirit at heart, he showed the children what he could do with his harmless nature power whilst telling the story of the peace between humans and mutants. 

 

     “Tell us how you got those scars,” said a little boy.

     “Okay, this one? Or this one?” he pointed at his face.

     “The big one, that must’ve hurt.”

     “It did hurt.”

     “He likes to relive moments and last week was quite a big moment,” Atlas whispered to one of the child’s parents.

     “You like that don’t you?”

     “Yes, Grandpa Elder, show us again,” the boys and girls grinned as they sat down in a chaotic circle. Tyle and Lily also admired the vines and flowers growing randomly through the palace cafe and popped away like bubbles.

     “A flower for you and a flower for you,” said Eldermoor, “These flowers won't disappear… unless you want them to.” he turned away in search of Fossil Lanheart who was also dressed in human attire and was being served a croissant by the barista. 

     “Look Crucial, my grandson gave me this piece of paper and told me to exchange it with this, it looks like the moon… or a smile,” he grinned and took a happy bite out of it. 

     “Is it good?” Eldermoor asked.

     “Yes, Lukcas can give you one of those papers and you can get one too.”

     “Money, they’re called money, humans rely on it to survive,” Eldermoor explained briefly.

     “I see,” he finished the croissant and forgot what he was even here for, “Crucial?”

     “Yes, Fossil?”

     “Why are we here again?”

     “That is a good question, I…” but even Eldermoor forgot what they were here for.

     “We’re here for Lukcas and Jacob’s hockey match, remember- last one of the season,” Atlas reminded them.

     “Ah, hockey… what is hockey,” they both asked. 

     “I’m gonna be here all day,” Atlas muttered to himself.

 

As he took his time to explain to Eldermoor and Grandpa Lanheart, the Lanheart brothers stopped outside the Hurricane’s changing room which was across from the away team’s, the Solway Storm. 

     “Hey, Lanhearts!” Yelled one of the Storms who was about to get changed, his name was Farrah. One shout attracted both teams to emerge from their changing room, some half dressed in their hockey gear.

     “Hi,” Jacob prompted.

     “Don’t hi me, we saw it all over the news…”

     “Uh huh, and your point is?”

     “Still can’t believe they let you play in the matches.”

     “Is there any reason why we can’t play?”

     “You know, cause you’re both mutants and we all know you have special powers, no wonder you’re top of the league, you had secret weapons,” he snarled.

     “That’s cheating!” shouted another Storm.

     “If it’s cheating, explain how we lost to you last week,” Finnley confronted. “What if one of you were a secret bodybuilder, we wouldn’t say you’re cheating because you have super strength.”

     “Not helping Finnley,” Jacob whispered.

     “Sorry.”

     “It’s not fair, you only got top of the league because of your powers, the whole team must’ve known all this time.”

     “You don’t even know what our powers are, we’re restricted to the powers we were given at birth, we’re not sorcerers,” Jacob prompted. 

     “You’re just scared cause now you know they’re not humans,” Tommy stood up.

     “Oh, like we’re scared of you, you can dream, hey- don’t mutants live on forever, you’re probably not even nineteen, captain, could be some one-hundred-year-old man,” Farrah mocked before Tommy grabbed him by the collar.

     “Listen, Farrah, we play fair, id they scare you, that’s a you-problem.”

     “Tommy, calm,” Finnley dragged him away but the fight nearly took off if Lukcas hadn’t decided to speak up.

     “He’s right,” he gulped.

     “What?” 

     “He’s right, we cheated.”

     “Ha, see, I was right, he used his powers to win, that’s a right disqualification.”

     “Hey, bro, you know you can cost us the whole season right,” Finnley ran up to him and neutered out the side of his lips.

     “But it wasn’t me, someone else was helping me make the goals- I thought I was scoring on my own.”

     “That’s nonsense, you cheated and that’s that.”

     “But I already told them that I don’t need their help anymore after I found out.”

     “How can we believe you?” Farrah crossed his arms.

     “Did you see how I played last week?”

     “You have a point, that was awful,” he mocked again, “but still, I don’t know if you’re lying or not- who knows what you’ll pull off.” Farrah pointed his stick at Lukcas and pushed him.

 

     “If it’s not fair then we can make it fair,” Jacob announced, “we can keep the coaches out of this.”

     “How?”

     “Prompt it,” Jacob insisted.

Farrah considered ways Jacob and Lukcas could play so they could win. 

     “Are you crazy, why are you letting him choose?” Finnley whispered. 

     “How about,” he walked closer to him, “you and your brother, skate backwards for the whole game?”

     “That’s a bit too far, how would they be able to see the goal? That’s not fair,” said Tommy.

     “That’s the point.”

     “Lukcas, you up for that?” Jacob checked up.

     “We’ll do it.”

     “You’re really gonna do it?” Farrah laughed.

     “Let’s get changed first, we’ll meet on the ice.”

     “Fine then, come on Storms let’s go.”

All players returned to their changing rooms. 

     “Can you even shoot a goal skating backwards?” Tommy questioned, “Almas, back me up here, you’re the goalie- have you seen anyone score a goal skating backwards?”

     “It has been done but Jacob and Lukcas have never done it before, never seen you try.”

     “See, you’re gonna cost us the game.”

     “Tommy, shut it, we need to give them our support,” Jack butted in.

     “Yeah, give the guys some confidence,” Lee encouraged.

     “Coach is coming, we have thirty minutes to get ready, hurry up,” Arron rushed.

     “We got this,” Finnley assured. 

 

     “Markcas, where are you?” Venas blabbed into her phone, her voice fighting with the booming beats released by the Hurricane’s DJ and the bang of pucks smacking the barrier.

     “I’m outside, never been here before, I got lost.”

     “Okay, meet us by the rink, the warmups started- I’m here with Akirou.”

     “Where are we? Why is it so cold?” Akirou shivered.

     “Ice rinks are cold to keep the ice frozen, we’re at a hockey match, see those black things on the ice?”

     “Yes.”

     “The goal of the game is to hit it into the net and the team with the most goals wins the goal.”

     “So you just have to throw it in?”

     “With the sticks they’re holding.”

     “Oh, I understand.”

 

     “Hello, folks, this is Jake, your commentator and we’re back to our final match of the season with our two teams, London’s Golden Hurricanes and Solway Storm, both top of the charts- now after last week's disaster for the Hurricanes, it’s kinda hard to tell who will win this,” He took a deep breath and continued, “ we welcome onto the ice, London Hurricane line up we have, number one, Jacob Lanheart- three, Max Cherry- four, Josh Barrel- twelve, Jack Clay- sixteen, Lukcas Lanheart-  seventeen, Tommy Star…” As Jake filled the arena with his voice introducing the game to the audience, Venas found something wasn’t quite right with the way Jacob and Lukcas were warming up after the Hurricane’s formation entrance. 

     “I’m here, what did I miss?”

     “Ugh, not much… they’re warming up in a weird way today,” she said.

     “Strange way?”

     “They’re… both skating backwards for the whole thing, hasn’t turned around for a while

 

     “... we’ve all seen the shocking news about the Lanheart brothers last week, two mutants on the team, that’s a bit twist, wouldn’t you say folks, but it looks like both of them are skating backwards and haven’t turned around since the formation broke…”

 

Farrah from the away side of the rink smirked with satisfaction thinking for sure that they’ll win if Hurricane’s Prince of the Ice couldn’t see the goal.

     “Let’s see you make that golden buzzer now, Lanheart.”

 

     “Hey, Venas.”

     “Yes, your Majesty.”

     “Don’t call me that out here, but why are the Lanhearts running backwards and the rest going forwards?”

     “I’m thinking the same question but the score is a tie so far so that’s kinda good… you can go get a seat, look there’s still some left.”

     “What about you?”

     “I’m fine standing over here, look Eldermoor and Grandpa Lanheart are over there,” she reminded.

Atlas joined the elders and all the children they were sharing stories with whilst Venas and Markcas stood by the barrier to have a closer view of the rink. From here, the coach’s raging roars were loud and clear.

     “Lanhearts what are you doing, skate properly for crying out loud!!!” He turned to the team and they all looked away awkwardly hoping he didn't ask any of them what was going on. 

     “Lukcas, they’re gonna gain up on you since you have a disadvantage, get the puck for a sec and we pass it with every chance we have,” Lee whispered in the middle of the interval. Lukcas nodded and used his crossovers to gain just as much speed as he would when charging forwards, received the puck and passed it immediately to Lee who struck it to Finnley and into the net like masters- the Buzzer went wild and so did the crowd.

     “YEAH, THEY DID IT, THAT’S A GOAL TO THE HURRICANES, THREE: TWO, WHAT A SHOT!!!

 

     “It’s not working, they’re still winning.”

     “It’s only the first period, chill,” Farrah reassured. 

 

Sails took off when the brothers switched back and forth between the bench, soon in the second interval, the challenge to spot the goal behind them became a daily routine. 

     “Crossovers are their best friend for this game,” Lee commented. 

 

Lukcas tapped the ice with his stick and began to pick up his speed attempting to score and surprisingly made the goals tearing the Storms into two when Farrah smacked the barrier displaying his burnt red face and a thin sheen of sweat on his cheek. In fact, all the main players sweated their hearts out over the air-conditioned rink, longing for a break. Firing on the ice, Hurricanes lost many points in the second period but caught up after a ten-minute break.

 

     “Lukcas, over here,” Venas called.

     “Hey.”

     “What’s going on?”

     “Captain of Storm decided to make things fair by having us skate backwards for the whole thing cause he thinks we always win with our powers.”

     “And the coaches agreed?”

     “I’ve been trying to avoid him, he doesn’t know, but hey- we’re catching up,” he grinned.

     “Just remember what I told you before,” she reminded.

     “Got it,” he put out his hand for her to fist bump him before zooming through the open gate and charging after the puck. 

 

Chants of the Hurricane fans blew the roof off when Lukcas nearly made a hole in the net as the puck flew past the goalie’s fingertips, dropping jaws and sticks.

             



 

     “He wasn’t even looking at the goal,” said a Storm. 

     “Ten seconds left,” said Jacob.

 

Lukcas glanced over at Venas with pride as she clapped and smiled to show her encouragement.

 

The came rose for the Hurricanes. Lukcas took the puck again passing it to Arron who was belted into the barrier with a loud thud for Storm to retrieve the puck and back to Hurricanes as Louis took it from one end to the other. 

     “Go, go, go,” Jacob fist-bumped Lee who hopped over the barrier rapidly taking control. He glanced at Lukcas before whizzing towards the goalie who focused on how close he was to the net. His eyes toddled between Lee and the scoreboard counting down from five seconds and the tied score that couldn’t be untied. The audience pointed banners and foam fingers in the air, hoping that Lee makes the goal, sweating a drop just watching as their heartbeats rose powerfully. 

 

     “Not if I can help it,” Farrah shot his chance and dashed to block Lee he sprayed a mountain of ice with a fierce stop to shoot the puck, one big swing lured the Storm goalie to his left with nothing to catch and Farrah who noticed Lee had just tricked them with a fake hit one after Lukcas took the puck amongst the ice still spraying in the air and scooped it into the net one second before the buzzer lit up…



     “AND HE SCORES!!! LUKCAS LANHEART MADE IT WITH HIS SIGNATURE GOLDEN BUZZER, SKATING BACKWARDS FOR THE WHOLE GAME- HURRICANES TAKE THE WIN OF THE SEASON BEATING SOLWAY STORM AT NINE-EIGHT, YOU HEARD IT FIRST HERE FOLKS,” Jake screamed as all of Hurricanes left their bench to attack Lukcas with a huddle, throwing their helmets and gloves away like confetti. 

 

     “Yeah!!! Lukcas you did it!” Jacob screamed as everyone squished them in the middle.

     “I did it… I did it!”

     “We knew you could do it!” Lee yelled wondering if Lukcas could hear him under the crowd that ran wild with them. 

     “WOOOO!” Endless cheers curved into the arena sending the Storms to second place of the season but in the end, it was a game well-played.

     “I gotta hand it to you, you did well,” Farrah admitted when it was their turn to shake hands in the line. Jacob smiled and continued to shake hands with the other players that skated along the middle. 

     “Can we have the captains at the front for the photos please?” shouted the coach.

     “So, what do you think of us now?” Jacob asked.

     “You’re alright, can’t believe we’ve been playing against each other for three years now and you’ve been a mutant all this time.”

     “We’re just too good at being humans.” They both smiled at the camera during their chat.

     “Hey, but speaking off, are you nineteen thou?”

     “Yeah, I’m nineteen, even if I was a hundred years old, I’d still beat you,” he bragged.

     “That’s a new challenge.”

     “And we’re done, well done guys, good game,” said the photographer as everyone split ways to pick up their chucked items on the ice.

 

     “Lukcas!” Venas called with her arms spread out to hug him as he skated to the side. “That was great.”

     “Thanks,” he hugged back.

     “Hey, where’s my hug?” Jacob followed.

     “Sorry, it’s just for me,” Lukcas grinned. “Thanks for your help, if it wasn’t for you, I’d still be relying on that pear.”

     “The Pearl of Qi?” Markcas overheard. “You found another Oracle?”

     “I did, Lukcas had it, in fact, I found two Oracles,” she grinned.

     “What’s the second one? The Dragon Gem?”

     “The Opal of Yan, Eldermoor decided to gift it to me.” She remembers the words he passed on to her when he granted her the opal and how he trusted her after stopping the humans from taking down the whole forest.

 

     “I would like to grant you this Opal, for fifteen years, it has been protecting the forest like its life depended on it, the most powerful object I’ve ever encountered but it wasn’t until now that I see it’s not the MOST powerful when that demon broke its spell- it was foolish of me to think it could protect us forever- I would like you to have it- as a token of my appreciation… Thank you.”

 

An hour after the game ended, the clock struck nine when everyone said their goodbyes ready to throw themselves into bed after the long day. Connor Armsward arrived to pick everyone up and drive them home in a minibus he hired for the day. He praised the boys and the whole team. In fact, it had been months since the team saw Armsward, a great reunion to end the season. The Storms had left ten minutes ago for their butt-numbing ride back to Scotland and all the mutants gathered around the minibus parked outside St. Pancras as Eldermoor was still fascinated by this giant metal box with wheels, as he calls it. The door slammed shut when Venas said her last goodbyes to the Lanheart brothers, Atlas, Mrs Lanheart, Tyle, Lily, Fossil, Eldermoor and heard her last words from Armsward.

 

     “You did well, couldn’t have done it without you.”

     “Anytime,” she grinned as the bus took off.

     “Stay safe on the trip home.”

 

     “Um, so what’re we supposed to do about Akirou?” Markcas wondered.

     “Do you know how to get back to Ervanna,” Venas questioned.

     “No, I do not, I don’t have the power of dark crystal but I know my brother might still be here.”

     “Kasey?” Venas did not like the mention of Kasey at all.

     “Yes, Kasey.”

     “Please, if it wasn’t for him, I’d…” her shoulders tightened and jumped when a dark figure appeared from the sky right in front of her.

     “If it wasn’t for me, you’d be what?”

     “Kasey.”

     “Brother.”

Kasey found a seat to relax on before he continued with his speech. “You called?”

     “I didn’t call you.”

     “Then why am I here?”

     “Well since you’re here, you can take Akirou home, my train is in twenty minutes so Markcas and I are gonna go soon.”

     “You’re going home?”

     “Where else would I go?”

     “You may want to rethink that.”

Suddenly, Venas thought he might mention something concerning to make her worried or paranoid even, one glare from Kasey and a confused glance from Markcas but of course, Akirou knew exactly what Kasey meant by, “you may want to rethink that.” It was the start of his warning when Tai Wei left earth, danger to London may be over but he was not dead. Venas may have vanquished Tai Wei but he was still somewhere else causing trouble murdering innocent people and hunting for the seven Oracles. 

     “A dark crystal can help him make portals and come back here as long as you are here, he’ll be back for the sword and you’ll be the reason London will end.”

     “End? I wouldn’t say the end, that’s a bit far.”

     “You’re right, he’ll end the whole world because you chose to stay here.”

     “Now you’re just bluffing.”

     “I’m not bluffing,” he assured and glared at her, seriously locking out the existence of Akirou and Markcas.

     “Who’s side is he even on?” Markcas whispered to Akirou.

     “I don’t know but he’s right, father will come back to Earth once he makes another  dark crystal. It may take a while though.” His whispers flew into Venas’s ears like he wasn’t whispering at all. 

     “I’m home, this is home, it’s peaceful, I don’t have to fight for my survival…” she rambled until Kasey pointed to Markcas with a black hole growing behind him.

     “Hey what are you doing?” 

     “I’m being sucked in,” said Markcas, “Akirou help!” he reached out his hand for Akirou but

Kasey closed his fist and Markcas was soon nowhere to be found.

     “Markcas!!!” 

 

Everyone around them was attracted to the magical spinning hole closing up after Markcas fell in. She laughed the awkwardness off.

     “N- nothing to see here,” she muttered. “Kasey!”

     “You’d probably want to go back now to save him.”

     “No, you’re gonna send him back here!!!”

     “Too late… if you don’t go back to Ervanna, I’ll send him to Neverlight,” he threatened. 

     “No.”

     “But if you listen to me and go back, I’ll send him to Qin State and you can both be in the same place.”

     “But we’ll be stuck there again.”

     “Your choice,” he teased, tossing his little piece of dark crystal in the air. 

 

Venas tackled it but he caught it before she could, switching it between his hands, weaving it in the air, taking off into the sky as Kasey flew onto the rooftops for a cunning scheme. It was easy for him to trick her as she fell off the edge. Kasey pulled Akirou back to make her fall into the portal, back to space, back into the past. Into blackness, her eyes gleamed, soaring through a sky of stars and planets. Back to the Warring States of China.

     

 

     









Flame 17 ~                     The First Blood



 

223 B.C Neverlight Island

 

A repulsive scent of muddy air roamed the Island of Neverlight, trashed like an abandoned house. Rats squealed past the road and through the dirty alleyways that led to a castle, dark and ominous. Home to the Demon King, demons wander the streets, shopping for food, chatting, eating, and playing like a normal society with… less colours and more darkness. Most demons wore black, they blended in and all houses were tattered but still whole. Like the mortal realm of China, demon civilians like to mind their own business, living their lives like any human we know. Secretly, they were all determined to think Tai Wei would never return but in the castle above, Tai Wei arrived in his coat of clouds and smoke oozing out from his cloak, revealing his newly formed appearance to the demon guards crowded in his throne chamber. 

 

     “The return of your King be I who stands before you,” he chanted as he entered, his guards whispered gossip between each other about how different he looked prior to his death.

     “Your great Demon King has arrived!!!” He raised his arms.

     “Long hail the King!” one guard chanted as the entire hall followed.

 

     “LONG HAIL THE KING!”

 

“Now… where shall we start?” A prickling smirk grew on his face.

 

Tai Wei thought he was close to his plan running smoothly but he did not ever think Venas and Markcas were on their way to Qin State, landing in two separate places of the land.

     “He lied, where is he?” Venas questioned once she landed on the ground effortlessly without a scratch but Markcas was nowhere to be found in the garden of the Crown Court. “I guess I need to get changed first,” she looked at her modern clothes and clicked her fingers drowning herself in a rain of light to change into the red and gold hanfu Master Ocean made for her. 

Guards roamed the Palace more than usual today where the war continued to play, the King was occupied with protecting his kingdom and security had strengthened so much that Venas was caught immediately after she stepped out of the Crown Court.

 

     “Intruder, hold it!”

She squinted her face and turned around nervously to a lady she’d never met before, luscious hair embellished with all sorts of jewellery, a cream hanfu covered in silk and her posture, the posture of a Princess.

     “Who the heck are you?” Venas said without thought rather to herself and not to the lady. 

     “No manners at all, what were you doing in the Crown Court?”

     “I asked you a question first.”

     “Insolence!” She blurted.

     “She’s the Commandery Princess, official wife of the Crown Prince,” announced the guard behind her.

     “What- Emerald is married now?”

     “How dare you address the Crown Prince by name- whoever she is I want you to seize her!” 

     “Yes, your highness.”

 

Venas gave them no chance to catch her as with one small leap, she bounced off the pillars of the exterior hallways and outran the guards around the entire court. Collecting guards on the way, the further she leapt and hoped until a sword shot from the corner and stabbed the walls. She stopped in her tracks seeing her reflection on the blade.

     “Tell me the truth and I’ll spare you,” she demanded. 

     “.... I came from Earth, jumped out of a portal and landed in the Court garden,” she answered honestly and waited for them to take her away because she expected them to not believe a word she just said. Sending the news to King Ocean, Venas was taken to the throne chamber for a statement to be made calling her cunning and sly, slipping past the Palace security without any notice.

     “Your majesty,” she curtsied to the King, both hands on her one hip. King Ocean who had his back to them was discussing important matters with the Palace officials lined up in the chamber neatly on each side only to be interrupted by the princess. Her guards knocked Venas’s knees to the carpet.

     “What is it?”

     “I found this girl lurking around the Crown Court, she has no manners at all,” she whined.

They all began whispering, oh how familiar she looked.

Has everyone forgotten me already? She thought.

     “Who would be so insolent as to do so- please state the intruder’s name,” said the King.

     “Uh…” she looked down on Venas as he did not know who she was yet.

     “I come from Earth…”

The princess pulled a face thinking she was still lying until…

     “My name, Venas Xoular- guardian of Jade Dragon, greetings your Majesty,” she placed both hands on the carpet and bowed whilst everyone in the chamber was reminded of her existence. 

King Ocean turned around.

     “Miss Xoular, welcome back, you may rise,” he stared at the guard who stumbled on the floor, shaking.

     “Your Majesty- I’m sorry- I didn’t know who she was- I assumed she was just…”

     “You may leave now,” he released.

     “Yes- your Majesty.”

     “As for you, princess…”

     “I didn’t know who she was, she refused to tell me.”

     “Even if she told you, you wouldn’t believe her, Miss Xoular stays here, you may leave now.”

     “Y- yes, your majesty,” she strolled down the chamber in embarrassment hoping that her husband was not to hear of this.

 

     “She’s Venas Xoular?” whispered one of the officials, Mr Ku.

     “Can’t believe she’s here, sounds like she’s been missing for a whole year.”

     “Ten months, Mr official sir, ten months,” she overheard.

Mr Ku stepped out for his turn to speak.

     “As we were saying, the order to provide enough food for the army has been delayed due to lack of products, the city is running out of supplies, struggling to…” 

 

     “REPORT REPORT!” A palace guard bellowed into the chamber, his uniform covered in blood. “Your Majesty, we have urgent news from a Palace guard of Chu Guo,” he bowed nervously.

     “Bring him in.”

It turns out that the blood on the Qin State Palace guard was the blood of another man who fights for Chu States. 

     “Greetings, your Majesty…” trembling eyes and muttering tongue, “it- it- I- Chu Guo’s royal family- the palace- the King…”

All waited patiently.

     “... they’re all dead.”

     “Dead, what do you mean dead? How could they all be dead?”

     “We were attacked by a demon and he took all of their Oracles,” he shivered.

     “Which demon?”

     “Report, your Majesty, he says his name is Tai Wei- he has a whole army!”

     “That’s impossible,” Mr Ku butted in, “that demon is dead!”

     “No, really, his name is Tai Wei, he said it loud and clear, he sent me here as a warning, I need to warn you, we may be at war ourselves but Tai Wei will wipe the entire Warring States, please, he killed the entire bloodline of the Wei family.”

     “The entire clan?” King Ocean questioned.

     “Well… actually, there’s one more person who may still be alive, the Second Prince, Wei Wu,” he remembered.

     “Where is he now?”

     “I… I don’t know your Majesty, please help me find him, I’m begging you, as- as long as he’s alive, Wei Clan will still have a bloodline, please,” he huffed all his energy and bowed, continuously banging his head on the carpet like it didn’t hurt.

     “State your name.”

     “My name’s Han Mu.”

     “I’ll send my soldiers in search of the Second Prince but that doesn’t explain why the demon claims he’s Tai Wei, dead or alive, we will find him.”

Venas glanced up to catch King Ocean’s attendance for permission to speak. Her hand cupped as she spoke, she explained her journey on Earth, the story of Tai Wei’s rebirth.

     “... destroying the dark crystal led him to fly away with the Oracles and send him back to Ervanna- it was my fault he escaped, I’ll take full responsibility for my actions,” she insisted although the consequence was the death of the soldiers and an entire family.

     “No, you can’t blame the girl, we- soldiers are at fault for not protecting the palace.”

Blames thrown everywhere made no progress on the matter but what did matter was Qin State advancing their security, calling soldiers back from the war to guard their Palace, not only Qins but the remaining States. What also mattered was paying a panicked visit to an extraordinary mind, the wisest in the State, with a monkey and the most extensive library in all of China. 

 

     “Intruder- intruder!!!” 

     “Quiet Dandle,” Feather pecked as she’s always done to stop Dandle from shouting at their welcomed guests. The two doves let Venas through the door to greet Master Ocean as Cleo’s mouth dropped at the sight of her arrival but his smile turned into dismay when she gave them a speech about Tai Wei’s return. As Master Ocean expected, Tai Wei was back and he had already made his mark. 

     “He killed the entire Wei clan with the Second Prince on the loose, leaving six states left in the Warring States until he is found and takes his father’s place in leading the army,” she rambled. 

     “But Tai Wei,” said Cleo.

     “We’ll deal with Tai Wei first,” said Master Ocean, “we’ll send out warning signals to all the other kingdoms,” sparkling light whizzed out of his finger, pointing to the door as it all shimmered a message into the sky. Parting ways, the five strips of light flew to their designated state warning all the rulers of the slaughter of the Wei clan.

     “Attention, all rulers, all royals, demons press among us, slaughtering people as we speak, Chu Guo, Wei Clan down, we six states must put our people before our fight for territory to take down Tai Wei and his demon army- join as one can we banish them- fight alone will we fall in their hands.”

 

     “Crown Prince, your presence is needed at once,” reported a Crown guard calling to Emerald whose clothes shifted from royal wear to battle armour- joining his father in the collision of the Warring States. All in search for Prince Wei Wu. All Kings raise their guard, raise their soldiers, raise their walls, striding to shield their kingdom, postponing the almighty war for territory and standing as one will they do as Master Ocean says. One portal to connect all states like the entire mortal army stood side by side- the illusion of Jade Dragon, a girl and her sword, splitting the map with a strand of sparks. Oracles hover in a circle, reflecting a strip of light through one another. King Ocean, his brothers and Master Ocean, Cleo and Crown Prince Emerald stand before them, the Kings and Princes of Zhou, Wei, Qi, Yan and Han wait as all soldiers have arrived- the army of fourteen thousand cavalry- fifty thousand swordsmen- one hundred thousand archers. Like the Chinese ruler, Kings stood side by side between their portals and all soldiers, side by side, holding their weapons sending an image to the Gods of the Nine Heaven to bless them in their journey. All bow.

 

     “Greetings your Majestys,” all chant.

     “For years, our states have been at war, chaos and destruction, however, the Demon King,  Tai Wei has returned from his death deploying his army in hunt for Oracles- the current state of our land must not be disturbed by their greed. Today, we are here to join as one, raise our flag and set our spirits to vanquish demons who threaten our land in their hunt for Oracles, protect your celestials and people, do we stand against them and end their slaughter relay,” King Ocean demanded.

     “Ban all demons!” King Blue rose as all chanted after him in harmony.

     “Ban all demons!!!”

     “With God’s blessing will we win in peace,” King Ocean recited. 

     “With God’s blessing will we win in peace,” all repeat continuously in ritual.

     “With God’s blessing will we win in peace-

      With God’s blessing will we win in peace-

      With God’s blessing will we win in peace-

      With God’s blessing will we win in peace.”

 

Venas raised her hand conjuring her celestial with Jade Dragon, all the Oracles she’s found. With the strength that they hold, altogether, Jade Dragon can guard but with only five, his spirit will not last long in the mortal realm but it was enough for now. Cast his glow above all.

 

     “May Celestial Gods grant us, our Mortal Realm in one and victory to us-

      May Celestial Gods grant us, our Mortal Realm in one and victory to us-

      May Celestial Gods grant us, our Mortal Realm in one and victory to us-”

 

She released the sword from its shield, all Oracles intertwined. Eyes of crimson, burning of flames, staring at all the soldiers below with determination and with her word of mind, her permission to speak.

 

     “Let the war begin.”

     



 

 








To be continue...

 



 

See you on our next adventure in
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