I was clueless back then.

I cannot believe half the things I did.

But I would not want to redo any of it.

“Why?” you might ask.

Because if I did
 and she found out…

She would never forgive me.

And if she wasn’t able to 
forgive me, I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself.

Chapter 1: Her
Beeeep. Beeeep.

I heard my alarm, but I didn’t even think about getting up. I wasn’t tired, though. I was in that state you
 get into right after sleeping; your mind floating between your dreams and reality
. Every time I got there I never wanted to leave. I would be content to stay like that all day. Under my covers, warm, within my dreams. I was in a pure world, in the best school, with great friends and--
“Takato. Takato?”

--The perfect girl.

“Takato!”

I recognized the voice instantly.  A bit confused, I jerked my body up from the pillow.. “I’m awake!”

“You’d better be, don’t you realize that school starts in ten minutes?” Rena’s voice was urgent, but compared to me she was calm. It wasn’t uncommon for me to sleep in, but it wasn’t common either. (?) Sorry for the oxymoron, but the point was that Rena eventually got used to it, and I still haven’t. (?)

“Ten minutes!” I grabbed the clock from the dresser behind me, to make sure this wasn’t a dream too. The second I confirmed the time
 I slammed the device back into its place and jumped out of bed, running for my dresser.

Rena sighed as I started taking off my shirt. “I put in some toast for you—” She sounded as if she was going to continue, but I’d begun taking off my pants, so she quietly shut my room door and left.

Hurriedly, I zipped up my uniform
 and ran out into the hall going into the similar door beside the one I exited earlier to the bathroom. I brushed my teeth as fast as I could, spiting out the mint foam and grabbing the cup beside the sink, quickly filling it with water, drinking it only to spit it back out again.

I sprinted down the hall and took a left turn into the living room, then passed up the various sofas to the kitchen. At the table sat Rena, who was munching on a piece of toast dripping with yellow goop that I assumed came from the partly-eaten sunny-side-up egg on top of her plate. On the opposite side sat a plate with a meal resembling Rena’s. I only got a split second look at my food, for I had eaten it the moment my eyes located the utensils. 
I picked up my plate and put them by the sink, where Rena’s soon were placed.

About halfway through our three-block commune I started to regret eating so fast. My stomach was cramping to the point where it didn’t seem  natural, but like some sort of poison snuck into my food. It wouldn’t have been hard to do, just place a pill right atop my egg. I wouldn’t have noticed.

We were so close to being home free. 
Yet too far, we realized, because the tardy bell rang as we just finished the last set of stairs, out of two. We huffed 
into the classroom disappointed in ourselves, to find it a little bit too chaotic for class
. The scattered groups of kids talked 
the same as they would be during homeroom. I walked 
over to my usual group, almost tripping on the desks while using them as supports. I glanced behind me to find Rena was also walking
 to her usual group on the opposite side of the classroom.

Zack was the first of my group to notice me. “Cutting it pretty close again, Takato. You’re lucky Jeno slept in today, too. By the way, I still think your house adds a good mile to your walk.” 


I wasn’t in the mood for jokes. “Shut it, Zack,” I huffed  between breaths.

It was true that my house was big. My parents left it to me before they disappeared. I have no clue where they may have gone, nor have they talked to me in any shape or form in the last three years. They had a lot of money, so a month after I started seventh grade they put a bunch of money in a bank and told them to let me have so much a month. Not that I miss them that much. Since they were always traveling or working I had to mostly fend for myself anyway. But, sometimes I do get curious…



“Without her you would be screwed.” Zack pointed to Rena, chatting with her friends (?).
“I know,” I sighed, feeling a little bit useless.

Zack smirked. “I’ve got to say, I’m impressed with you. Her figure is great, though she does lag in the breast department a bit…”

As soon as he said that I’m sure my jaw hit the floor. Needless to say, Zack is a bit on the perverted side. I can’t believe half the things he says, and at completely inappropriate times too.
“Sh-shut up,” I stuttered, still amazed, hoping that Rena didn’t overhear.

Toji turned from his conversation with another classmate
. “Come on Zack, do us a favor and grow up, or at least get through puberty.”

Zack scoffed at Toji then turned back to me. He then shrugged and walked way towards one of many groups of chattering girls.

Toji scoffed
 in a high, girlish pitch, doing what I assumed was an impersonation of Zack. “Man, he just never quits.”

I guess you could call Toji my best friend, but that wasn’t saying much. We often talked during homeroom and during lunch, and sometimes played a few games together online. I had known him since the third grade, but I still didn’t know much about his personal life. It was a bit weird, actually. I knew he had an older sister, but that was it.

“Tell me about it,” I sighed.

But at that moment, Jeno Sensei walked into the room, high and mighty, as if he was wasn’t late because he could control time itself.  
He set his brown leather case on his desk. “Class representative.”

“Yes sir. Stand. Bow….”



I had no idea why we had to do this. I knew most elementary schools on the islands
 made their students bow, but there was no reason we should. And to top that off, our class was the only one in the school that did it!

________________________________________________________________________

I think by now you are all wondering why 
this girl named Rena, saved my sorry ass from being late to school. Well, as I had mentioned earlier, it wasn’t the first time, either. I tended to sleep in about twice a month, whether I wanted to or not. She had always saved me, ever since that day when I didn’t meet her at the usual spot, and came to make sure I was okay. 
No, even before that she was saving me…

 
It all started a few days after my parents left. I gave up my study hall hour to go with her to shelve some library books because the school librarian was out. I’d raised my hand out of boredom; I had finished my homework the day before, forgetting that I would be able to do it during school.. It was just a whim. There was also the fact that I was one of the few in my class who knew the difference between fiction and nonfiction
, which I knew would make finding the right spots to place the books much easier, but that had little influence on my decision.

While we were walking up the hall we exchanged normal hellos, like you
 usually did when you talked to someone for the first time. But then she asked me “How are you?” It was just a normal greeting, so I could have 
said “good” or “fine”, but for some inexplicable reason I felt that I needed to tell somebody, to let my loneliness be known to someone, and that I could trust her. And so I did.

I don’t know whether she listened out of pity, or that she actually, for some reason or another, cared, but she listened nonetheless.  When I was done, since we where the only ones in the library, we talked some more.

Not long after we found that our paths crossed when we went to school, so we started walking there together. Needless to say, that gave others the wrong idea.

That was about three years before, and Rena was still the only person who knew. It was not like I was hiding it, though. It was just a bit…. uncomfortable to tell people.

For example:

Policeman: “Hey kid, where’s your parents.”

Me: “Oh, they kind of ran away on me three years ago.”


Get what I mean? And, besides, I was sure there were laws against minors living alone.

Bing-bong.



I got up from my desk and walked to Rena’s desk, where she was packing her materials into a white school-monogrammed bag. “I owe you one for this morning.”

She said absently, still continuing her work, “It wasn’t a problem.”

“Yes it was. I’ve been sleeping in a lot lately and it’s making more work for you
.”

“No, it isn’t, but you should try harder to wake up on time.”




Toji suddenly came up from behind me. “You’re just too nice to him, Rena. Have you ever considered leaving without him one day to teach him a lesson?” He smiled as he said this, and, even though I knew it was just a joke, it perturbed 
me.

Rena wasn’t fazed; she kept the small smile she always wore intact. “If I did that he would just sleep ‘till the next day and not notice a thing,” she said with a laugh, placing her final book into her sack. “Anyway, I have to go. See you tomorrow.”

Once Rena was safely 
out the door, Toji turned to me. “Maybe Zack’s right for once in his life--you two would make a good couple,” he said, smirking.

I scoffed at the thought and started out the door.

Even from behind me I could hear Toji’s retort perfectly. “Whatever you say.”


The next day I forced myself to get up. I got into my green and black uniform consisting of a green undershirt, black cloth pants, and a thin and tight cloth coat that was black with green accents
. I then ate and did all the other usual things people did in the morning
. I met Rena along the way to school at the usual spot, one block away from my house. We said our normal greetings and conversed? Chatted? a bit while walking. When we arrived at? class we again went our separate ways. I talked to Toji, ignored Zack a bit, and then sat down for class, like any other day.


How could I have known that this day would change me forever; that my life would never be the same? That the people I had known for years were not who or what I thought they were, and that my influence could change, save, and hurt those both close to me and those I had never even met? The people I would meet! The experiences! If only I knew it all from “the beginning”… but, sadly, I didn’t. I had no idea. Not a clue.




After four periods of long, boring lectures we finally stopped for lunch. A few friends and I ate on the roof of the school, along with a few other groups. 
We were always on the side overlooking the courtyard where most of the girls ate, which had a fountain and a few benches. Needless to say, Zack sits with us. 

As I sat down my head started pulsing like an overworked woofer.



 “Dude, you don’t look so good,” Zack said. “Your face is, like, vampire white.”

“I’m fine. I just need a drink from the fountain,” I replied, standing up.  The movement started a harder throbbing.  Hissing in pain, I put a hand to my head. 

I staggered down the two flights of stairs, keeping a tight hold on the railing so I wouldn’t lost my balance. My vision was becoming 
blurry, for the throbbing spread from the back of my head to the rest of my head like a wildfire?, burning my eyes and everything else it touched.

My face was dripping with sweat by the time I had finally stumbled onto the second floor. I could see the fountain not five meters away; my oasis in the center of the dessert.
 I was in pure bliss during those five seconds that the cool water moistened my tongue--that is, until I heard hard footsteps getting louder, as if someone was running towards me.

Slowly, trying not to make my head hurt any more than it already did, I looked up. To my utter amazement I watched a boy that was sprinting up the hall with such speed that his body looked blurry
. Within seconds the boy, who was just an unzipped uniform jacket swaying in its own wind and a streak of light blond hair that was almost white. 
I jerked my head around; forgetting for a second that the pain was spreading, to my neck now, just in time to see the boy easily sway
 his legs over the railing in front of the staircase leading to the ground floor.

That blond hair… Toji? Toji was the only person I knew who always kept his uniform jacket unzipped. But could it possibly be him? Maybe the pain was getting to me… maybe…

I ran down the stairs, only to find a black blur exiting the building through the door that led to the courtyard – the one where all the girls always ate. I walked 
up to the thick metal fire door with a sign in red font that read “Emergency Exit” in English letters and the Kanji equivalent below in the same bold font. 
I felt myself unconsciously take a deep breath. Why? I still have no clue. It was as if my body knew that it had to prepare for what was on the other side.

Lifeless bodies were strewn everywhere: the grass, the concrete, park benches, on their lunches
, on each other. Everywhere. I goggled? at them, unable to tell if they were asleep, knocked out, or, worst of all, dead. My body mindlessly? staggered forward as my eyes bolted from one body to other unmoving body; my mind trying to make sense of what was happening. Then the thought hit me. I started hyperventilating in fear; what if whatever happened to them will soon happen to me? I started to feel woozy.



Unable to take any more of the sight before me, I moved my line of sight to the sky. I was sure that anything but  the bodies would do. I gaped wide-eyed in disbelief at what would normally be a nice, peaceful blue sky, tinted red. 
Then I turned my gaze straight forward, because that was the only direction left. My heard skipped a few beats as I found everything beyond the school’s property was also tinted red, as if blocked off from the rest of the world. It was as if blood covered the sky; the blood that was for some reason missing from the scene on the ground 

My mind started racing through the many possible ways I could die in the next ten seconds. Between the blood-red sky and the bodies on the ground, I was going insane. Then my mind started to scramble and darken what I was seeing. I was barely able to keep standing. Whoever said that the mind had an off switch to protect you was lying; fainting was the last thing I wanted to do. It might numb the pain in the end, though…




A pained groan behind me? brought me back into control. It wasn’t because it was the first sound since the squeak of the doors when I first came into the courtyard. No. It was because I knew that voice. It was probably the only voice I could recognize layered with so much pain.


I bolted my head from side to side, before glimpsing some movement?. It was Rena, somehow still awake, laying 
in front of a bench on the concrete walkway. I ran
 over to her. “What happened?” I asked, still shaking from shock.

“I don’t know,” she replied, attempting to sit.  She seemed not in pain, but very weak. “Everyone just fell!”

“I have to call an ambulance, or...” I started.

Rena’s eyes grew wide, staring into the space behind me. I looked over my shoulder to find a kid about my age standing behind me. He was wearing a school uniform that I never saw before, an eerie combination of black and red, which matched his black hair.

"No, you don't." He was casual, as if nothing was happening. Actually, more than casual – he was grinning.

“What do you mean I don’t?” I yelled at him, wondering how he was not as terrified as I was given the situation.

The strange kid didn’t answer me—he just  lifted his hand in my direction. I told my arm muscles to help my legs stand straight
. It took me longer than it should have to realize I was not getting up. I tried again, in vain. It was as if he had paralyzed me from the neck down. My mind again went through the many ways I could die, only this time by this boy’s hand. Then they
 were gone, along with all my other thoughts.

“You did this, didn’t you?” I surprised myself at how casual I was. Maybe I was crazy after all.

He ignored me, instead turning towards the barely-awake Rena. He scrunched up his features, as if trying to decide what to do with her, and then lifted his hand.

“Leave her alone!” I yelled at him.

He still ignored me, still looking at Rena, who looked like she was too scared, or weak, to move. 



“What are you going to do with her?” I asked, my voice shaking.
At this he turned around, no longer smiling, but frowning. Then his face instantly lit up, like the world’s best idea just came it him. Or, maybe it was the worst idea, granted my position. 
His eyes glinted in the red light. He slowly walked to me, both hands forward, making an “o”, as if he was practicing on the air before he would choke me.


What would happen to everyone if I died? What would happen to Rena? Was there really nothing I could do besides watch this boy choke me to death? I felt my muscles tense, my body preparing to do its best to defend itself. Then his cold hands were upon me. I needed to try.


Using all my strength, I forced myself to leap up and hit him in the stomach as hard as I could. He flew through the air and skidded on his knees, trying to stop the momentum. I ran at him as he was trying to recover. When he was stable, he looked at me, and then his eyes went wide. 


I could feel my brain again trying to turn itself off, saying that my body could not go on, but I stubbornly held on. My mind went blank. My eyes were still open, but I remembered nothing of what I was seeing. I only needed to attack. Nothing else.

I awoke startled, sitting up in alarm. I could hear the soft, mesmerizing sound of the fan inside my computer beside me. The warm, comfy mattress below me and the soft covers atop the lower half of my body contrasted the event that seemed to have happened mere minutes ago so much that my brain could not handle it.




I groaned, clutching my skull. How did I end up here? What happened to the school? What happened to me? What happened to Rena? I groaned again and fell back, bouncing my head against the pillow.


Huh? I touched my cheek, which was cold and wet. Water maybe? I felt my pillow, and, sure enough, there was a cool wet spot. How long had I really been sleeping? I looked out my window to find the sky was dark, then turned around and grabbed my alarm clock. 8:13, the fluorescent numbers flashed?

I heard a click of a doorknob turning. Flipping around, I found the door wide open and Rena standing in the doorway.” Thank goodness, you’re finally awake,” she said as she walked to beside my bed.

I was a bit embarrassed with my accidental drooling
, but I was so very confused that my embarrassment didn’t matter?. “Yeah. Could you tell me what happened?”

“You mean you don’t remember?” She was shocked for a second, staring at me, wide-eyed.

It couldn’t have been that surprising that I forgot what happened
. Heck, it could have all been a dream for all I knew. I shook my head. “Nope.”

“A…after,” she said, glancing down at the floor for a second, “after you fell, everyone woke up at once, without anyone noticing anything. By the time the police came, everyone was fine and just went back to eating lunch. The police decided that it was a prank and 
left.” Her speech was very speedy.

I scratched my head. “What about the two guys?” 

“Two guys? I only saw one, and he disappeared in all the commotion.” For some reason, Rena was pausing between phrases.


I guessed she didn’t see the other guy from the hall. I stretched. This was way too much to process after just waking up. Then my stomach started rumbling. “Man I’m hungry.” 

“You should be,” Rena replied. “You’ve been asleep for more than a day.”

“Really?”  I wasn’t that surprised, for it could have been longer. “I hope you at least went to school.” I was sure she did. The last time she’d missed a day was two years ago when she had the flu, and a bad one at that.

She glanced away from me again, more out of shyness this time, though. “I skipped today.”

I was surprised at her answer
. “You did?”

“Yes, but it’s no big deal.”


We were both silent for a little while.
“Um…” I said, feeling my hunger grow, “why don’t we go down to the convenience store and get something to eat?”

“Okay,” Rena replied, nodding. “Are you well enough to come?”

“Yep, I’m fine.” But was I really? That even I didn’t know.


We both started eating as soon as we got back. Well, more specifically, I started shoveling food in my mouth as soon as we got back, and Rena just shook her head and started eating too, at normal pace. Soon, though, I started choking, so I was forced to slow down.


We made small talk for a few minutes, and ate in silence for another few. In that time I reviewed Rena’s story in my head. So, after I fell unconscious everyone was…wait a second.

“Hey, Rena?” I somehow fit more than one word in between the small but frequent shovels of food.


Rena seemed caught off guard. “Yes?”


I stopped shoveling for a few seconds. “How did I fall unconscious?”


Rena also stopped eating. “You just fell.” She said it very a-matter-of-factly, as if it was more of an hour-long lecture than three words.


Something sounded fishy. I decided to test the pieces of her story. “So I fell while everyone else recovered?”

“Umm… yes?” she tried. On most days I probably wouldn’t have questioned her this far; usually I just accepted what she said.  It’s true that Rena was good at keeping secrets, but not from me. In the end she would either blab by accident in the middle a normal conversation, or I would guess right.

I wanted answers today, so it was time to guess. “Are you not telling me something?” I accused.

By now she knew I was on to her. “No.” She was half joking and half buying time.

I gave her my best “yeah, right” look so she would know I was not going to drop the subject. 
“Uh, huh. Whatever you say.”

She paused for a second, before putting her utensils down and then looking back at me. “Okay, I’ll tell you, but you’re not allowed to tell me I’m crazy.”

“You’re crazy,” I smiled. Then Rena gave me that dirty, “I’m going to whack you” look that it seemed all women had and I stopped.

Rena took a deep breath. “You grew wings and a tail and fainted after you hit that guy twice. Happy now?”

“What?” I wasn’t sure whether to start laughing or take a step back, though the latter would have been impossible since I was sitting.



“Just what I said.” Rena seemed a bit miffed. “You had neon green wings and a tail, hit that guy twice and knocked him out, then fell, or do you not even remember the whole day?” I wasn’t sure if the last question was sarcasm, or if it was serious, for she seemed borderline between.

“I remember up to the first time I hit him, but…” I shook my head, getting back to my questioning, “Are you okay? I mean you looked pretty bad back there and - ”

Rena cut me off. “I’m fine. I told you you’d think I’m crazy.” And, for the moment, I did. I stared at my food, wondering how the rice seemed to turn from a gift from above to unappetizing in only a few seconds.

In the silence I attempted to mull over what Rena had said. If it was true, I couldn’t seem to wrap my brain around the physics, or the possibility in general. It defied all reasoning.



When Rena finally calmed down she spoke, startling me out of my thoughts. “Why were you in the courtyard anyway?”

“Well, I had a headache, so I went downstairs to get a drink from the water fountain. I saw a kid run past me and I followed him outside, but I didn’t see him again after that.” 

We talked for a few more hours, though was about things unrelated to the original subject, ending when Rena had to leave. After she did, I walked into my room and hit the spacebar on my computer. I then sat down and clicked the desktop shortcut to the newest Massive Multiplayer Online game I had downloaded. I needed to get away. To blend myself into the crowd of thousands, sometimes millions, of people; to be someone else for a while.



Then, without warning, my head fell to the keyboard, the tiredness coming from nowhere and conquering my body. 
I started thinking about my conversation with Rena—especially when she said that I had neon green wings and a tail. Most of me said it was a lie. That Rena was seeing things. That the whole day had been a dream.

 But, there was a small part of me that said that it happened, and that it was all real.
 Anyway, I was sure Rena didn’t lie to me. The way she said it; she was both embarrassed and sure of what she said. I was sure I could trust her. At the very least, she’d hallucinated it.

If only there was another witness…

Chapter 2: Toji Talks a lot

“Here come the lovers” was the first thing Rena and I heard when we walked into the classroom the next morning, on time. 

“Come on, Zack, leave them alone,” pleaded Toji from his perch atop a desk.

“It’s elementary, my dear Toji. Both of them weren’t in school yesterday, left at the same time two days ago, and then they come to school together today. The reason; they…”

I did not want Zack to finish that sentence. “Go flirt with someone, Sherlock.” I said finally, and surprisingly, Zack walked away and did just that.


Toji slid off the desk. “Sorry ‘bout that,” he shrugged.

“Not your fault, besides, he’s always like that. If only there was a girl that would teach him a lesson.” I smirked at the thought.

“He goes from one to another so quickly that there isn’t enough time to tell him off.” Rena joked.

Then Hikari walked over. “Hey, Rena,” she said, “When did you start hanging out with Zack?” Most girls in the school had beef with Zack, though the few that didn’t seemed to love him. It was very odd.

   
Hikari was one of Rena’s best friends. I don’t really know anything about her but that. It did though seem that every time I saw her light-orange hair it would be styled differently. One day she would have ponytails, and the next she would wear it long, then the next she would have it tucked behind her ears, and the day after, well, I think you get the picture.

“I really wouldn’t call it ‘hanging out’,” Rena sighed, “We were just talking.”


Then Hikari motioned for Rena to follow her then turned around, starting for her respective side of the classroom. Rena smiled at me, and I smiled back, then Rena chased after Hikari.

Then Toji walked closer to me. “Nice work a few days ago,” he said, almost at a whisper.

“What work?” I asked, confused.

“You know, when that Magi almost took control. I owe you one,” he muttered under his breath, as if to no one.

“Huh?” Then I remembered the light blond blur of a kid that ran passed me, “Are you talking about two days ago?” I was surprised, but I took the hint and didn’t yell out my thoughts.

He looked a bit puzzled. “Yeah, didn’t you see me run past you in the hall?”

“I did, but I didn’t know it was you,” I said. Then a thought occurred to me, and I wasn’t too happy at it. “Could you kinda fill me in, because I’m pretty sure we would have all been in deep…” I caught myself before I got too far. Please note that we were still in homeroom.

Toji was taken back. “Wait, so you have absolutely no idea what happened?”

“Nope.”

“So you know nothing?”

“Nope…err, well, it kinda depends on…”

Toji interrupted my to-be rant. “I guess I better fill you in.”  Toji sighed. “After school by the rock good?”

“Yep.” I was content in the fact that I may finally get some answers, but I still had doubts. I didn’t know what to make of Toji knowing that he was tied somehow to this mess.


School was exceptionally slow and long that day. I was relieved when the bell finally rang. I packed quickly and was about to head out the door when Rena came over to me.

“Want to do something today? I’m free.” She asked.

 “Actually, I have something I need to do. But it shouldn’t take long, so I’ll call you after if it’s okay with you.” I replied, worrying that I may involve her in an event that I could not control, like the other.

“Okay then, see you later.” You could tell she was a bit disappointed, but a bit more surprised than disappointed; I don’t usually have anything to do after school, ever. When you have neither chores nor a job, you tend to have time on your hands.

“Okay, see ya.”


After we parted ways I went to a school vending machine, bought myself a drink, then headed to the rock. 


The rock Toji was talking about was located in the area above the school’s property, called The Rock by the locals. The school rumors say that the name popped up around 25 years ago, when The Rock was just a field and some trees, with, of course, a huge boulder in the center of it. I guess that someone said “I’ll meet you at the rock” and it got misheard as a name for the area, but who knows.


The land itself was owned by an old company that moved to another town and still owns the land. They still have the old, broken-down warehouse at the northwest corner of the property.


In The Rock there are three landmarks: the actual rock, the warehouse, and a clearing on the eastern side. The woods on the area are not dense, but you still can’t see more than two meters in front of you. Many well-traveled paths go from landmark to landmark, as well as to a few little ponds and rivers here in there. It’s one of the best places for privacy around.

When I finally got through the wood, Toji was already there. “Took you long enough,” he looked a bit mad.

“Sorry,” I said simply, not caring, with other things on my mind.

“Well, anyway, lets get down to business.” He seemed a bit more serious than usual. “So you have absolutely no clue what’s happening?”

“Nope,” I said, with an innocent grin on my face.

“Okay,” he sighed, “do you want the long version or the short one?”

I thought for a second. “Long,” I decided. I wanted to make sure I knew what was going on.

“Okay then. There is this invisible substance called gii that some humans can manipulate. There are many different species of ‘manipulators’, but the most common are forgers, magies, and cremies. With me so far?”

I nodded. His explanation sounded simple enough, but I couldn’t be more wrong.

“Good. Forgers turn the gii into weapons to use, and since the gii is in the air, their guns have unlimited ammo, swords can repair themselves, etcetera. They also can absorb the gii to make themselves stronger than normal humans, and can use the gii to heal themselves. The second group, magies, can manipulate the gii to move things and use the gii atoms to “possess” other atoms that are weaker. They are really bad at absorbing gii, though. The last group, cremies change the gii into colored goo, which adds onto the manipulators body. They can also absorb gii like forgers.”

By the time he was done my jaw was dropped and the look on my face probably made me look like a total idiot. I had doubts about what he was saying, like any sane person would, and I didn’t like the way he was saying everything, like I should know all this already and that he was being forced to tutor me. And the fact that he said all this in one breath amazed me too.

“But that still doesn’t explain the huge force-field-thingy.” I still didn’t have a correct name for it. I wasn’t sure that he didn’t mention it; almost everything he was saying was going in one ear and out the other.

“Sorry, I forgot that,” he replied, leaning on a nearby tree, sighing yet again. “You see, there are hundreds of these temples throughout the world. Most of them are hidden underground, or have buildings added on to them, like many of the old places of worship, so they are hard to find. Right now, there is a clan that is trying to take control of as many temples as they possibly can in a limited amount of time. There is, sadly, one right below our school. What you saw was what happens when a clan tries to force control of a temple from another clan to theirs. Many of the weaker humans within the temple’s property faint – or even may die – during a shift. I took out that other guy’s partner before he could complete the process.”

 
“Why did they pick our school’s temple?” I asked, still not getting anything at all.

“Well, my clan is small in number, so if they could take it, it would be very hard for us to get it back.”

“Why is that?” I knew it was a stupid question, but only two came last time. Why would it be hard to beat two people? Then again, look who’s talking.

“When a clan gets a hold of a temple, all people without pacts with the clan that owns it and is in its area are affected. You said you had a headache, right?”

I nodded.

“That’s probably since you are not part of a clan, and our temple was trying to reject the invader. I guess you could say you got some of the shock.”

“If it’s your temple, why wasn’t I affected before?”

“Since this is a school, it’s kinda not a good idea to make it affect everyone all the time since it may affect some students, like in your case.”

I pretended I understood what he was saying. “Oh, okay.”

“Anyway, both of the guys disappeared, so they may try again,” he warned, glancing at his watch, “And I need to get home before that fool Rei tries to cook again. Almost burnt down the house more times than I can count.”

“Ok, thanks for the advice. Talk to you later.”

When I got home I decided to call Rena and invite her over to tell her about the conversation I had with Toji. 

When I finally finished talking, and looked up from the table that I was staring at half the time, I found Rena was looking at me as though I was crazy, mouth open and everything.

“Okay,” I said, still looking at her, “ you don’t have to give me that look.”

“Are you sure he said it in one breath?” Rena said, staying on the subject, “It could have just been your imagination.”

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

“Wow.”

“I know.”


Then we both cracked up, her giggling and me choking on the water I had been sipping on the whole time. Neither of us were good at being serious, especially when it was just the two of us.

“What now?” Rena said when our laughing fit was over.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, lets see. Toji’s crazy, our school is under attack, and you’re some kind of monster. There’s not much to decide upon.”

To anyone else, I would of probably flipped out, but this was Rena I was dealing with. I knew she was just joking around. But still, I hung my head anyway. “Monster…” I said, in a child’s complaining tone.

Rena ignored me. “That reminds me.”

“What does?” I asked.

“Nothing, I just remembered something.”

“Okay, then why did you say that something reminded you?”

“It’s a figure of speech.”

“It is?” 

“Yes it is. Well, not always…” You could tell she was going to continue, but by then she realized that I was just playing with her.


I still wanted to know what she recalled. “Anyway, what did you remember?”

“Well,” Rena started to slowly move her gaze downward, “I was wondering if it happened again.”

“If what happened again?” I asked.

“Umm… the wings and tail…” She looked like, for some reason, she didn’t like to talk about it, so then why was she bringing it up?

“No, it didn’t, but I haven’t tried.” I interrupted, trying my best to keep my tone casual.

“Oh…” Rena didn’t seem disappointed, nor did she seem like she was relieved. It was just a placeholder, I guessed. A useless, meaningless word.

“But why don’t I?” I was bored, and it may benefit me in the future. Well, at least that was how I reasoned it. Maybe Rena did hallucinate it. Maybe I was still dreaming. Maybe Toji was crazy after all. But, oh well.

Surprisingly, it didn’t seem that Rena was going to object. The idea also didn’t seem to disturb either. “Are you sure about this?” she asked.

I smiled at the thought of being sure of something, “Sure? Not at all.” Then I closed my eyes and imaged myself the way Rena described to me. Two seconds later I opened my eyes, and then I tripped and fell of my face. When I looked up, I saw Rena standing above me, looking down.

“Are you ok?”  She asked hurriedly for what seemed was for my benefit only.

I answered as I stood back up. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

“Guess you have to work on that.” She was trying to hold back a laugh.

“Work on what?” I questioned, confused.


Rena couldn’t hold it in any longer, and started laughing, pointing behind me.


When I turned around to see what she was laughing at. I found that my tail had, as if magically, appeared. At first I stared at the long, gel-like object, noticing it was rounded at the end, both in awe and still wondering why Rena was laughing. It took me a few seconds to put two and two together. I had tripped over my tail. You bet I needed to work on that. Well, at least the pain proved that this wasn’t a dream. Whether it was for the best or not was a whole other story. 

“Now that was embarrassing,” I said sarcastically, smiling a bit. I noticed my own easygoingness. Or was it that I knew it was real all along?


Rena half-heartedly returned my smile. “Umm…how do you feel?” She asked, a bit shyly.

“Not bad.” Actually, I felt great. I unconsciously swished my tail in the air. It was much longer than I thought it would be. Weird. I didn’t think I thought about it at all. I was trying not to.

There was awkward silence for a bit, which I decided to break. “You thirsty?”

“Yeah, just water’s fine,” Rena replied.


I started to walk over to the refrigerator, but I tripped over my tail, and landed flat on my face, again. “I’m okay!” I announced. Then I got up.

The rest of that night was spent trying not to trip over my tail again and joking around with Rena. 

Later, after Rena had left, I walked up the stairs to one of my bathrooms to brush my teeth. When I stepped in and looked at myself in the, mirror, I was surprised to find that I still had my tail and wings out. I had left them out all night! Wait a sec… how do I make them disappear? But then again, I was extremely sleepy, so I wasn’t able to think straight. I went to bed anyway, without any attempts to put them away.

Chapter 3: The First Sin Part 1

It took me until I brushed my teeth to notice that my tail and wings disappeared. I guessed they must have gone away when I fell asleep, but I was still pondering the subject as I finished, ate, and headed out the door. I met Rena at the usual spot and started to school together with her.

The ten-or-so minute walk was uneventful to the point of awkwardness conversation was scarce as we made our way passed house after house. It was Rena, though, who seemed to be the anti-social one today. Each time i asked a question or attempted to start a conversation she would give a one or two worded reply that left no open ed to continue the given subject


As the walk went on, though, Rena started to open up more and more, which added to te feeling of awkwardness. By the time we entered the classroom she was completely normal, even laughing at some of my not-far-thought-out jokes.
The scene we were greeted by was what seemed to be an argument between Toji and Hikari, with Zack trying to stop them. “Toji, just calm down.”

Toji childishly pointed at Hikari. “Tell that to her. She started it.”

“What do you mean I started it? You’re the one that brought it up!” Hikari furiously yelled.

Zack slowly shook his head in defeat, shrugged, and started walking towards Rena and I, leaving Toji and Hikari to their fight. “Yo guys,” He waved as he got close to us, then he leaned against the wall next to the door and sighed.


Rena and I spoke at relatively the same time. “ ‘Morning.”


“Are they at it again?” I asked, guessing the reason behind the fight.


Zack sighed yet again. “Yeah.”


I think I forgot to mention earlier that Hikari was the class president, and that Toji was the Vice. They often get into fights about stupid things like field trip ideas, where class funds should go, or after school activities. It is a bit sad, really.


It was then that Hikari noticed us and stomped over to our spot beside the entrance to the classroom. “There you are, Rena. Please tell them that an art museum would make a perfect field trip.”


By the time she finished Toji was with us too. “Takato, wouldn’t a science museum be better than a boring art museum? At least there is a chance to that something will explode.”


Zack smiled, he way he usually did when he was about to put his two-sense into other people’s conversations. “I think we should all just go to the beach. It’s educational with all its fish and starfish and shark-fish and… umm… other kinds of fish.” His spoken reasons didn’t even compare to his obvious unspoken ones, which I couldn’t bring myself to complain about. Miss a day of classes to watch girls in bathing suits tan, swim, and run around. Oh yeah!


Rena and I looked at each other. For some odd reason, the on-a-whim decision I had made forced a small smile to creep across my lips. When I saw that Rena was also smiling, I was sure she came to the same conclusion I had; for different reasons, of course. Then again, the smile could of just been from her guessing about what I was thinking, but it didn’t matter either way. We turned from each other to the three people waiting for our votes. “The beach,” we said, almost in unison for the second time today.


A triumphant grin appeared on Zack’s face. At the same time, Hikari and Toji scowled at each other, then stomped away to their respective groups on opposite sides of the classroom.


Later that day we received an announcement that we would be going to the beach next week. Zack was lucky that beaches did not have entrance fees or Jeno Sensei would have surely vetoed the decision out of hassle of handling school money.
The next day, Saturday, I woke up to the sound of the doorbell. I drowsily rubbed my eyes, half-fell down the hall, and then opened the door to find Rena, her normal awake self, waiting for me.

“Good morning…Err…did I wake you up?”  Rena asked apologetically.

“It’s no problem; I would of probably slept all day if you didn’t wake me anyway.” I covered my mouth and yawned. “Anyway, come on in,” I gestured with my hand. She did come, and then I quietly, or as quietly as I possibly could, shut the large hard wood double doors to my house.

Since Rena was familiar with my home, I left her for a few moments so I could change from my night-cloths. When I got back down, I started cooking some breakfast for the two of us; just simple steamed rice and a few sides. After a few minutes of watching me work, Rena offered her help. When we were done, we sat down at the table and ate.

I ate a few quick bites before I decided to finally create a conversation. “So, why did you come over so early?”

“Well,” Rena stopped eating, then leaned over and pulled something out of her purse. After that she passed whatever she retrieved to me. “I found this.” The item I found in my hand was a news article, probably cut out from a newspaper from the cllok of the askew angles of the cuts around the edges. The headline stated “Mass Faintings Have Public Worried”. I quickly scanned through the seven paragraphs, noting that there were no deaths and no damages. 

In summary, the article was about six cases of the police finding large groups of people unconscious for a short time all around NAME TBA. The list included two local places, a crosswalk and the local park, along with a beach, an airport, an island off the west coast, and on a mountain to the north. Of course, the article did not include our school since everyone was awake before the police came. It also warned against going to the places, but the police could not find any reason to legally block off the areas.

Rena took a few more bites of her food “I wonder what is at the closer ones?” she thought out loud.

“I don’t know…”I replied. It was then that one of those adventurous feelings suddenly came over me, taking my common sense over. “Want to go see?” There couldn’t be any damage in just looking. I mean, it was not like I was going to try anything. I only wanted to know what caused them. Maybe the same thing happened there that happened at our school…but the events were all over now, so it wouldn’t be dangerous, right?

Rena shrugged. “Why not?” And so, with that, we finished eating, cleaned up, and headed out.

It was a fifteen-or-so minute journey to the crosswalk. During that time we didn’t really talk about anything… you know, just a series of small comments put together.

The crosswalk was in the more urban part of town, on the northeast side. If you needed to go shopping or want some entertainment, it would be where you would go. I don’t mean it’s a huge city, but it’s more of like our mini-city inside our cozy town, and since our “mini-city” was in the middle of a territory point of three smaller cities, there is always a small crowd of people there.

The intersection itself was located in the northwest part of the city. The four-way intersection linked the streets with the most popular businesses around. Needless to say, this was the busiest crosswalk for miles around, always with at least a few people walking across it and people window-shopping on the streets in the area around it, even at night.

Everything was completely normal when we got there. The stores that lined the walkways were bunched with eager shoppers, all wanting to take advantage of the weekend sales. The various food booths and restaurants were not so crowded, likely due to the time. The wide sidewalks that lined the two laned road were packed with more moving objects than the street, which a car would go down once every minute or so, probably just passing through town.

 We then decided to look around for about an hour, only to find that there was a sale with an outfit that Rena “totally had to have” and that window-shopping with Rena was not the best idea I ever had. There was, though, a rusted manhole on one of the corners, but neither I nor Rena thought it would be worth going down there just for a little, childish adventure.

The park that the article referred to was in the center of neighborhood. A wire fence surrounded the park with entrances at many places. The southwest portion was a clearing with a few sad sets of swings and some benches for the younger kids around, with a dozen or so trees to give shade to the light green grass on the ground. Most of it, though, was a series of cracked and weathered cement paths that weaved through the area, creating the effect that there were many large spots of grass and trees in a place that they didn’t seem to belong, but, also oddly, seemed to be at home.  There were benches scattered around here too, making this the “site for lovers” in the area, which, may I remind you, was not even close to the reason we were there.

We arrived to find the park to be empty. A light wind blew on the swings, making them shiver and yelp, cold. The trees too blew with the wind, making a nice, calm, and peaceful ambiance around us. Yet again we looked, for about the same amount of time as the last hunt. The hour passed, and we came to be tired from doing close to nothing.

I leaned tiredly onto a tree, for a tiny bit of rest, and the next thing I knew a deafening crack was ringing in my ears and I was thrown to the ground, landing on the elbow of the arm that was previously holding me up against the tree. It stung, and I was sure that it would be a bruise in twenty-four hours, but, I considered, it could always be worse.

I looked up to find Rena standing over me. “Are you okay?”

I tried to get up, but accidentally used my right arm, and, of course, that was the one I fell on. I was successful in standing, but I hissed from the pain. “I think.”

When Rena was sure that I was okay, her line of sight suddenly went beyond me. I turned around to find the huge, old tree had fell from my weight. Branches of all sizes were scattered every which way on the soft grass. The end of the tree that was ripped from its bottom was jagged like a saw blade, only hollow in the middle. There was only about an inch of rotting wood around the center, wet and dead. I jumped my head to see the part that it was previously connected to the stump, which now looked like a giant brown ball of spikes emerging from the ground. It was also hallow in the middle, and it looked to too be rotted.

Curiosity overtook me. I walked over, looking inside the tree to find a huge, flat piece of metal lying across the mossy dirt that was in the bottom of the stump. Again with unusual curiosity, I decided to pick it up, for it did not look rusty, and had a rounded piece of it sticking up so I knew I wouldn’t get cut when I tried. I put my good arm in and my hand on the outcropping.

“What are you doing?” Rena asked with a tint of disgust in her voice. Her sudden speaking made me jump for a second, for I had forgotten about her presence, but I kept my hand firmly on the piece and started to pull on it before I answered. “Well…” I pulled once, getting no movement out of it, “oh, just come here,” I said, at a loss for adjective.

Rena came over and peered into the stump. I tried yet again to pull it, getting a bit of movement out of it this time, but only about a millimeter. “And you think pulling that has absolutely anything to do with why we are here?”


I pulled for all I was worth this time, fueled by Rena’s sarcastic remark and my anger at myself. This time it suddenly came up from the ground, but something must have been still stuck in the ground, for I ended up on my butt with a burse on my other elbow and scratching my head.


Rena slowly shook her head at me, and then peered again into the stump. She came out with a whole other look on her face than last time; this time of a sort of defeated one. “Okay, maybe you were right.”


I was puzzled by her sudden change of mood, for I was expecting her to point and laugh and tell me how she was right all along about the stupid stick of metal in the mud. I yet again got up from the ground, hoping to find out what triggered the mood change. Sadly neither of my arms were good so I just had to deal with the shooting pain. I leaned over the stump, trying to not get my shirt caught on the prickled wood. The rounded metal piece I was pulling turned out to be connected to a square, flat piece, which stood up on its side. The ground that it was covering was a big hole, about one foot in diameter. It took me a minute to figure out what I was looking at, but it hit me all the same; it was a trap door somehow inside of the stump.


“That’s intriguing.” I thought to myself. It was, too; anyone who could put a trap door inside of an old dead tree was a genius or they needed a new hobby if they did it via the hole in the ground. In the hole itself was dark; a starless sky. You could feel the moisture from inside that had been locked in from who knows when. It made the shady afternoon feel eerie.


I laughed nervously. “I guess I am, I mean, it is not like I see any other secret passages leading underground.”


A crunch from behind us broke the moment. Rena and I both spun around to find a girl in her school uniform. It was a sailor fuku; a pure black uniform, almost as black as the hole in the ground. The stripes on the fuku were blood red, as well as her sailor neckerchief. She was taller than me by a few inches, stood straight, and her blackish-brown hair came down to below her shoulders, somehow making her give off an I-am-more-popular-and-you-know-it vibe. I hated that.


She smiled and waved in greeting. “Hi. I know this is going to sound kind of weird, but could you two please leave?”


“Leave where?” I asked stupidly.


“The park of course.” Smiled the tall girl, somehow not annoyed.


Rena spoke this time, a bit perturbed. “We’re kinda busy right now.”


The mystery girl’s voice dropped into a monotone. “So, are you going to leave or not?”


I shrugged, “When we are done we will.”


“That’s not fast enough. Chances are you know that.” Her face was blank, threateningly so. Then a smirk appeared out of nowhere on her face. Her body turned into a blur, my eyes watered from the sudden wind that rushed from it. Then she was gone, blur and all. A cold, hard feeling came from my temple. I turned my head to see what was there, only to get a shooting plain in the same spot and my head knocked back into looking straight forward. 


The split second glance to my side I received gave me all I needed; it was of a sliver of the girl in black’s face to my left and Rena, her eyes wide open in fear. Next to her face was a gun, a MAC-10 machine pistol to be exact, painted jet-black; the muzzle pointed to her temple. Even though I was staring at a deserted park, totally normal in the daylight, the image was carved into my eyes. The sound from the squeaky swings continued still, but this time it made the situation not only eerie, but a bit scary too.


Assuming in the back of my mind that I was in the same position as Rena, I mentally panicked; not only for myself, but also for Rena, who I had brought here with me. Both of us only wanted a little adventure, a childish want, yes, but still… 


It was no reason to come here. In the end, this was Toji’s battle, and I had nothing to do with it. I endangered our lives without even a second thought. I lied to myself about this place. I ignored its dangers. I am not invincible; I can’t even defend myself, let alone another. I am going to get not only myself, but also Rena killed. I am so going to-

Chapter 4: The First Sin Part 2


Just then I felt something warm wrap around my hand. At first, I was startled by the sudden heat, thinking that it was a bullet piercing my skin, about to burn. I soon realized that I was incorrect as the pressure around my hand started to increase. I glanced diagonally down to my left to see what was by my side, hurting my sockets. Though the corner of my eye I was barely able to make out my own hand with another’s wrapped around it, somehow recognizing the foreign one to be Rena’s. 


It was then that I decided on it: my plan of action, that is. I was to save Rena from that, otherwise, I would drag her into. 


The girl again spoke, mockery in her voice, and probably on her face too, but she was still in a place that my eyesight could not reach. “So, are you going to run?” she waited a few seconds, and after seeing neither of us moved, she sighed. “ Oh well, guess not… would you like me to end you now?”


Now! I pulled Rena’s hand and threw her in front of me, then blindly kicked behind me. Luck was on my side when I felt my foot connect with something and a hard crack. “Run!” I screamed, in desperate terror.


Rena’s eyes grew huge, at first in confusion, then silently begging me to come with her.


The sound of what was obviously the snaps of few large branches falling to the ground thumped through the air. The girl dressed in black’s voice echoed after it, her anger showing through her earlier monotonous tone. “I just got this uniform! See what you did?”


I turned around, about to run the opposite direction of where Rena, who hadn’t moved, was sitting on the ground, both legs to one side. “Might as well buy her time,” I thought to myself, “death’s waiting.” I put my left hand back, preparing to spring forward, until I felt something grab it. I turned my head around to find Rena on her knees; left arm stretched forward, her other holding her off the ground, her hand squeezing mine. “Don’t go,” she squeaked, her eyes wide open in fear of what I assumed was I leaving her. Or maybe it was more of what I was leaving her to go after?


“Go!” I hissed as demanding as I could. I sprinted forward, pulling my hand with me, away from Rena’s. I ran towards the girl in black and red. She was just standing there, a scowl across her face and one of her guns being twirled in her left hand. I noticed for the first time a weird ball hanging from the front of the gun, swinging with it, as if an invisible string attached it to the mini machine gun.


After a few seconds of me running toward her, she suddenly smiled. The speed of her gun twirling seemed to be directly connected with her mood, for it speeded up, making the ball stretch farther away from it. Her voice, too, seemed to come closer to the first time I saw her, “Oh, a Cremi. You don’t see many of you around any more.”


At first, I was confused about her comment. That is until I got five feet away from her and instinctively lashed out with my tail, still running. My mind didn’t process this information right away, though. I only realized it after the events to follow, since my brain was too busy focusing on the two most important factors of my current situation: stalling and not messing up.


The lash hit her on her stomach, using the side of my tail. As soon as it connected, however, a jolt of pain ran through my tail, up my spine, forcing me to reflectively pull it back. The girl’s hand immediately found her stomach, but it seemed to be more of an automatic response than due to the pain of the wound itself, since she removed it a second after it got on. Her other hand pointed one of her weapons at me, the ball still magically floating under it.


My tail burned as if I had placed it in boiling water. I still wasn’t sure why, too; maybe the recoil from the hit? Maybe she did something that I didn’t, or couldn’t, see? I was unable figure out one that would fit, so, like all of my other thoughts, it disappeared. Then I heard a click, as if someone dropped a huge pin on a steel floor in a room where everything echoed. My body moved before my mind could understand what it was doing, yet again. A wave of bullets flew over my left shoulder. The sounds they made launching out of the gun echoed in my ears. I wondered for a moment how it was possible that no one was coming to see what all the commotion was, but, yet again, the thought flew away from me.


I lunged at her, this time aiming for her stomach with my right fist balled.  She easily stepped to the side and let me run right past beside her. I tried again, with the same result occurring, then a few more. It was then that I became aware of the fact that I wasn’t thinking: at all. No, of course it was not like one of those cheesy shows that the answer was right under their nose and you just were too obtuse at the time to see it. It was more like an epiphany, but much less dramatic. 


I realized, as the girl started laughing uncontrollably, holding her stomach with both of her arms, that I could never win against someone who actually knew what they were doing. Me, well, I never even got into a fistfight before. I always tried to avoid people that didn’t make a one hundred percent perfect impression on me, so there was no chance that I would even have any enemies, thus no fights. I have seen a few though, and have seen what the looser looked liked after he was beaten to a pulp, their body sore, numb, bleeding red, and body swelled. I imagined myself as that kid, only dead, and with more blood.


I silently prayed that Rena got away. It was my last wish, in a way; not wanting her to see me get my ass kicked. Well, maybe “kicked” wasn’t the best word for it, but I think you get the point. Use of the word “kicked” just made it sound less painful in a way, I guess. 


Pain. I had forgotten about the possibility, and probability, for that matter, of pain. I watched as the girl was getting over her laughing fit. She coughed a few times, bending over about twenty-five degrees, which I thought was extremely ironic. When she was finally finished, she tilted her head from her hutched over position, in my direction. I jumped backwards reflectively. Oddly, the words “if looks could kill…” flowed through my mind, and then popped out the other end. In retrospect, though, when I would tell Toji and the others about “my first real life-and-death situation” (that I could remember all of), I would say that her glare at this moment was just about the scariest thing I have, and possibly will, ever see. 


I felt goose bumps crawl over my skin and the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. I used all my concentration to not shiver. For those few seconds, I had forgotten what, and for whom, I was fighting for; not only for my own sake, but Rena’s also. The girl took advantage of the moment, shooting with both machine pistols at me, scattering the inaccurate and uncontrollable bullets everywhere. 


The sounds again rang in my ears, queuing me to run sideways, or more specifically, left. The wind and speed from the run was incredible. I barely knew how to keep myself from falling over my own feet. The ground below me whirled past, colors blurring together. I could hear her following me, bullets still flowing in a never-ending wave from the guns. We were going toward the more wooded section of the park now, going between running across concrete paths and little patches of wood that would hide my chaser for a few seconds, and then she would pop out suddenly, giving me all the more reason to keep on running. 


I was lucky that she was unable to aim well with her pistols, especially while moving. The bullets barely missed me, and I could see them zoom past me as I ran. I was careful to make sure that I did not get my tail caught on an overhead branch, fearing pain like the last blow to it. At first, I constantly kept peeking behind me, only to get a look of the insane girl, motivating me even more to run. As we continued the time between looks multiplied and, after a while, I only focused on what was in front of me.


There was no plan. Well, that is unless you count “buy time” or “run” as a plan. I knew they were not winning ones, thus I attempted to think one up as I moved. As hard as I racked my brain, the only other plan that kept coming up was “attack the enemy”. It took me all my will to not obey this seemingly instinctive and, may I add, suicidal plan. 


The worries about messing up or doing something idiotic flooded back to me. I felt a tight frown form on my face. I decided that, if I survived this, I would yell at Toji about not warning me about the odd, unexplainable feelings I was getting. And, if he couldn’t warn me because he didn’t know, I decided that I would yell at him anyway for everything that has happened in the last few hours. 


A minor shift in the bushes twenty meters behind me made my heart skip a beat, which somehow didn’t affect my running. It was five meters ahead of the girl. I sensed her run into whatever - or whoever – made the bush move. I couldn’t tell exactly what it was, mostly due to the fact that I had no idea how I was getting this information. Images were just appearing in my head, like an old antenna black-and-white TV, getting barely any reception. Occasionally it would slip to a fuzzy screen - a station without a reception whatsoever - then back again. 


When the girl noticed the it/person I was afraid that it was one of her allies, here to help her hunt me down. That fear, though, dissipated the second the two dark figures, like stick people with cloths, in my mind started making sounds. 


“W-what the…” I was sure it was the girl’s voice, but this time her tone was stretched, instead of staccato like when she was talking to me.


The unknown, human-like figure hutched over; its fingers parted from each other, its arms vanished from sight momentarily, reappearing with his left in front of his body and his right stretched backwards. It bent over, but it did not seem like it was trying to pick something up, only gearing up for the kill. The sound it made was at a pitch that was too high for any human. Imagine nails slowly scratching down a chalkboard, but three pitches higher, then have it go straight up to that pitch then back down again, ending at a hiss, all taking a total of five or so seconds. “Ssscciiiicccttthhhhhh!” 


The sun was starting to set into the horizon of the evening sky. Though the trees covered most of it, you could still see the faint orange glow behind the wood to my left. The uneven heating of the area startled the wind, making it jump from place to place trying to warm itself, lightly moving leaves around with it. 


The girl jumped back, letting out a new wave of faintly glowing bullets from her guns. The figure’s arms blurred yet again, this time knocking away all bullets threatening to pierce its skin. At this the girl started retreating back towards where we left Rena. Her run was lopsided, only moving her right hand with her while the other was pointed behind her, bullets still blaring from it flying at her pursuer. The inhuman figure did not give chase, rather it ran in the direction of the sunset, its sure steps dodging each and every incoming bullet with ease.


A shooting pain in my left shoulder turned my attention from the movie in my mind back to my difficult postion. My right hand automatically jumped over to aid it, but the pressure only made the pain worse. I fell to my knees, pulling my hand off the injured part of my body. My head turned, my chin touched my chest trying to see what was causing the pain, only to find huge amounts of red dripping down my shirt. I lifted my hand in front of my face and found it to be covered in dripping red, wet blood. My eyes widened as I took in a huge breath in surprise, which coughed out of my system due to the pain it caused.


I tried again locate for the cause of the pain, stretching my neck and making it crack a few times attempting to get a good look. When I finally had one, I was horrified to find a gaping hole in my shoulder. Blood oozed out of it, like something you would see on old horror films when somebody lost a limb, except this was real, and on me. For a minute I stared at it, waiting for myself to die from pure blood loss. 


This death never came. Instead, the bleeding slowed, and I was able to see more of the wound with the blood not gushing out as it once had before. Whether or not to say this was a good thing, I may never know, for when I saw the forest that was behind me through the flesh, I nearly puked. Lucky for me, the whole left side of my torso, right up to the tips of my fingers, was numbing, or else between the pain and the hole in my shoulder I would of just went into a fetal position, leaned against a tree, and waited even longer, to die. 


A high pitched squeak, as if someone was crying and trying to hold it back, suddenly echoed through the park, bouncing off every bush and tree. A squeak that I never heard before, but somehow could still recognize. The television in my mind jumped to the channel the whimper came from. The quality this time was even worse than last, with me only being able to see shadows, with a faint glow in the background.


The two human-looking figures were half covered by a park bench, blending its dark silhouette with the standing figure’s legs, its hands were behind its back innocently. The bench also was covering up most of the one sitting down, its legs under itself. Even though there was no color, you could still tell the wind was aroused in the area. It pushed the hair behind the standing figure out away from its back, and then stopped for a millisecond, letting the almost black strands fall, only to be lifted back up again in a seemingly endless cycle. 


The affect from the wind was opposite for the person sitting down. It threw its hair forward; blowing its bangs into its eyes, and the hair that was to be behind its shoulders in front of them.


“Heh.” The standing figure finally took one of its hands out from behind its back, sticking it straight forward at the sitting figure, locking its elbow. 


At first, it seemed as if the shadow was pointing, a wide finger coming from the hand was aimed straight at the other. That is, until the person on the ground fell backwards onto its hands and seemed to slowly try to crawl away from the dark silhouette, as if it was being threatened. “No…no…please…no…”


I felt my eyes stretch open, and the air rocket out of my lungs, which hurt almost as much as when I took a deep breath. Rena? Why was she still in the park? Didn’t I tell her to run away? Why?


I stood, entirely forgetting about my injury. I again started running. This time, though, I was running back. Back to the park’s playground where this ludicrous, seemingly surreal battle began. 


I was somehow able to force my body to move even faster than when I was running for my life. I felt the wind blow trough my hair, and through my wound, though I didn’t acknowledge it. Neither did I acknowledge the fact that my feet were burning from within my socks, friction rubbing away at the balls of my feet, and the pain that was sent from my heels when my feet touched the ground. Avoiding the trees was easier this time. I kept my tail low, directly behind me. My wings were still folded against my back. I could feel the warmth radiating from them in the cold air.


By the time I finally made it past the final line of trees it seemed as if I had been running for hours; time wise only, though, not tired wise. In that category I was anything but great, but no one would complain if they ran as far as I did and only their feet itched and they where breathing somewhat heavily. 


The scene before me was the exact image that appeared in my head, with barely any more color due to the clouds forming overhead, covering up the fraction of the sun barely making it over the horizon. Despite the lack of sunlight, a black gleam bounced off the single gun the girl was holding not two yards away from Rena.


They didn’t notice me, only each other. You could feel the current in the air, originating from the girl in black. The only sounds were the wind rustling through the trees and Rena’s quiet cries.


Then, out of nowhere, the girl in black smiled. “Humph. So you sic that evil beast on me? Then what? Well, seems I win in the end anyway.”


These few sentences seemed to foretell conclusion to this battle. The conclusion that she wanted, though, was not one that I could let happen. I would not let her hurt Rena. If I did, then everything I had done tonight would of been for nothing. If I did, how would I live with myself? 


I rushed forward, running for the girl’s back. Those few seconds in the run, time seemed to slow dramatically. I could see Rena; her eyes wide open, displaying mixes of fear, desperation, and sadness, that turned into surprise, wondering, and light relief. I could see the girl in front of her, just noticing me attempting a one-eighty. She was also surprised, and, when I was within a foot of her, afraid.


The unorthodox kick I landed into her side sent her flying into a patch of trees, making her invisible from sight. But I didn’t just have sight. No, I had something else now, too. I could still see her in the black and white TV of my mind. I could see the dark beast from earlier come up to her, again sending out its battle cry to the sky. The dark shape attacked the other; the one that seemed to be the girl was to be on the receiving end. Its fingers caught each bullet shot at it, throwing them angrily at the ground, as it casually walked toward her. Then, when it got close enough, it tapped the girl’s neck with a single finger somehow making her fall forward into his arms.


It hoisted her onto its back, into a piggyback, holding her upright by her legs. It then looked around, as if for spies or witnesses. When it finally felt as if he was safe, it lightly and inhumanly leaped up into a high branch of a tree, and then jumped to another ahead, then another, and again, each time getting fuzzier and fuzzier.


“Takato… Takato… Takatoooo!” The sobbing voice behind me of Rena brought me back from my newfound sense. “Takato! You’re bleeding! Please say your okay! Please!”


The sudden new wave of pain from my shoulder brought me to the cold, hard ground just as the rain started pouring down onto the earth. The accompanying clouds played with lightning, tossing it to each other, laughing thunderous laughs at my agony. I felt the beads of water land inside my wound, burning more and more as the storm picked up.


I could see the light wind blow the rain onto Rena’s face above me, mixing with her tears of both joy and horror.

Chapter 5: Wounds are not Always External


I felt my eyes squeeze shut; I hoped the darkness would somehow relieve my pain. I realized my vanity as what felt like an ax was swung at my chest. The pain flowed through every bone and muscle in my body, forcing me to throw my chest upward and my eyes to be flicked wide open to the point of burning. As soon as the wave crashed and was pulled back into the ocean, I immediately shut my eyes again, only for them to be pulled apart by another swing of the ax.


It felt like hours passed. Only the reoccurring pain, the concrete, and the split second glimpses of Rena existed for that time. Over and over again, the ax was heaved at my chest, tearing me apart. At some points, I wished I would just die; the pain seemed too much of a price for life. At others, I was plain and simply desperate for answers. How long have I been here? Am I going to die? What were those figures in my head? What was that animal? Will this ever end? Was Rena okay?


As I pondered over these questions, the convulsions began to feel less and less intense. I did not notice it at first, for when it was all over, possibly even several minutes after the pain ceased, I felt my tense muscles start burning for oxygen I was unable to give. For several minutes I was afraid to un-tighten my body, in fear of another jolt of pain that I would not be prepared for. Soon, though, my muscles ran out of energy and I was forced to unclench them. I laid still on the ground, totally motionless, minus my choked breathing, waiting for the pain. Each passing second added to the sweat of worry on my forehead that fused with the cool rain. 


The wave never came.


At some point, I had been able to convince myself that there was no danger in only opening my eyes. Just a split second. That was all I needed. I felt my courage build up, reinforcing my decision. I slowly cracked open my eyes to a starry sky and a full bright moon, its craters easily seeable. I closed my eyes again and took in a deep breath. No pain. None whatsoever. The air tasted clean and a minor bit moist in the warm night.


I again unlocked my eyes, fully this time, and gazed at the moon above my head. I innocently smiled, telling myself that I had survived. I put my hands under my head to cushion it from the concrete as I inhaled yet again. I felt that nothing could disturb the sense of peace that echoed through the purple darkness. That is, until a faint moan entered my ears. I immediately sat up, making myself light headed from the speed. 


I looked to my right, where I assumed the sound came from. A figure was curled up next to me. She had her head in her arms, and was leaning on her knees for support.


“Hello? Rena? Yo? Hmmm…ah.” I stood, feeling the needles in my feet poke hard into my skin. I put my arms up in the air, then behind my head. Lastly, I put my hands a little above the end of my spine, above my bottom, and leaned back as far as I could. The cracking itself felt a bit painful, but in less than a few seconds the stiffness in my back dissipated. I took a step, and leaned over above Rena’s hidden face. Only her hair was visible, for her forehead and the top of her eyes were covered with her medium long bangs.  I tried yet again. “Hello?”


The only answer I received was another soft moan. I sighed. I put my pointer finger on the sitting girl’s hidden forehead and pushed with a light pressure, just enough to make her face visible. I smiled for a second. Not dead, I thought. However, the smile was short lived, for Rena’s eyes slowly opened, then starred at me in pure horror, falling back onto her hands. 


I was puzzled, for though I had almost led her to her death, I did not think that made me myself a monster. Though I wouldn’t blame her for never, ever socializing with me again. But, after a minute of staring at my mouth agape, Rena’s features lost most signs of the emotion known as fear. Not knowing how to react, I offered out my hand, which was accepted after a moment’s hesitation from Rena. Her faced displayed feelings of confusion, yet she seemed too tired to ask questions. I helped her up and, as if in silent agreement, we started for my house.


All along the solemn and slow walk in the light rain, a fog seemed to surround where we were and where we were heading, yet neither beside nor behind us. Our journey was silent for the first few minutes, until we made a left turn, and I glanced over at Rena’s distressed features. I took a deep, refreshing breath, cold beads of rain falling in my mouth, wetting my tongue. I was hopelessly addicted to that air.


I exhaled and finally attempted to speak, trying to sound as natural as possible. “What’s wrong?” I knew as soon as the words escaped my mouth that they could not be correct for this circumstance.


That didn’t seem to be the case. After a few more seconds with only the sound of the rain pelting the ground softly hitting my eardrums I yet again stole a look at Rena’s face. It was unchanged. Without even blinking, Rena’s sudden staccato, monotonous reply seemed to come out of nowhere, for even her lips barely moved while she spoke. “Nothing.”


I highly doubted that. “You sure?”


 My question was answered by nothing but a change in Rena’s facial expression; one that I couldn’t see due to her moving her line of site to the ground, making her hair cover her face from my view. Her voiced answer came several minutes later, when my house’s front gate was finally in sight, as if she was contemplating the question in her head the whole time. And even then, she didn’t at all seem sure of her answer. “Y-yeah…”


We were then standing directly in front of the gates into my property. The gates, moderately tall, silver poles molded together bending this way and that, swirls everywhere, were a bit shorter in the middle than on the sides that had the hinges that connected to the tan, sandy brick walls surrounding my house. I stepped up to the small electronic keypad in the center of the gates, the only thing locking them together. Instead of entering a pass code, I lightly pressed my thumb against the small rectangular LED screen above the number buttons that had the word “Secure” lit up on it. A click soon followed my motion, and I squeaked open the spring-loaded gate, holding it, motioning for Rena to enter. I attempted to smile the brief second that our gazes met as she walked past me, but either I wasn’t able to smile, or she just didn’t care, for she continued ahead without emotion nor reply.


I sighed quietly to myself, wishing I knew what was going on in Rena’s head, but then I imagined some of the possibly bad things that could happen if I did. I shook my head in disapproval of myself, letting the gate jump back into place with a metallic “click”. I then continued to venture farther into my property, a meter behind Rena.  We were now on the car-wide path that accompanied the twenty or so meter walk through my front yard. I noticed a few loose stones falling farther into the dirt beneath as my foot leaned on their somewhat flat tops. They seemed to mock my loss of balance from the earlier events, laughing, “I’m a rock, one of the sturdiest objects known to man. You can lean on me, you’ll be… ha-ha!”


I peeked over at the cherry blossom trees in my front yard. There were three on each side of the path, each in a triangle formation pointing toward the gate behind me. My small attention span got the better of me as I watched the various types of flowers that lined the edges of the multi-shaded stone path. I did not stay in La-La-Land for long, for yet another stone tricked my feet, making me almost trip and fall forward. It was then I realized that I was standing right in front of my dual front doors. Both were large and made of hard wood that would hurt your knuckles if you tried knocking. The wood itself was a light brown that, in the right light, would give off a beautiful red-ish tint. The right door was already open, so I assumed that Rena went in before me and left it in that state. The doors were never locked, for the outer wall kept my house well protected.


I stepped onto the hardwood flooring of my house, the same shade as the doors. I turned to close the entrance, catching a glimpse of the stone path. I scoffed in victory as I shut the door with an unintentional slam that echoed through the large, wide-open spaces of my house.


My mother always called the front of my home the “welcoming area”. My father would always joke with her about how she was wasting space putting relatively nothing in the front of the house, not even in the “nest” area, as my mother had called it, referring to the area that was the ending point of the two curved staircases lining the left and right walls. The area had no doors, just molding lining both where the walls met the flooring and where the walls met the ceiling. Flawless white paint covered everything but the floorings up there, and, from below, it looked as if it reflected sunlight.


I could almost see my mother waving to me from behind the railing of the nest, welcoming me home from school. She could often be seen from her place a little bit to the right of the center of the room, leaning on the banister, looking out the large, clear windows that were above the door, scanning in awe at the cherry blossoms and flowers. Sometimes, though, she would be standing looking out the windows on the other side, out towards our garden. I remember once Father asked why she kept the space bare. She smiled as she answered, saying that every time she walked into the house it was as if it was the first time. Then she wrapped her arms around Father as she continued, telling him it was even better than that first time she saw the house that he had built for her, for beyond the large opening between the dual stair cases and below the nest was her family.


A light cough awoke me from my reminiscing, reminding me that I wasn’t alone. I continued my earlier path between the stairs into the living room, which hosted various modern black leather, though it was possibly fake material, couches and chairs, as well as two flat screen TVs that were rarely used and a computer that I only used when it was convenient for a light task, atop a black desk. The right side of the room slowly turned itself into a kitchen by the time you hit the bend going left, which would make you go into a bit more kitchen then into a hallway with doors lining the right side, all going into various rooms my parents had set up. They included a theatre room, a billiards room, an art gallery room, and many others. If you went left from the living room you would find yourself going down a seemingly mirror hallway from the opposite side. This time, though, you would find yourself in bedrooms if you went through most of the doors.


I found Rena in one of the large chairs, bent over, hands covering her face, perfectly silent. I hesitated. I had no clue how to begin a conversation without worsening her mood. No, not “mood”. Wrong word. It was closer to a mental breakdown. Afraid, I quietly excused myself from the room, muttering something about needing to go to the bathroom that even I could barely hear.


I went down the left hall to the first bathroom I came to. After I had finished my business and went to wash my hands, I stepped up to the sink. Above that sink was a mirror. I was so surprised at my own reflection that I gasped and took a jumping step backwards. My hooded long sleeve shirt, which used to be grey with black lettering, was now a stained brownish red in the front, and, when I turned to look at my back, it also had a huge spot of dripping blood. I looked at my face, which had various cuts from trying to weave through the woods at such speeds, hitting some branches dead on. My hands were crusted in dried blood, and cut in a few places like my face.


I nervously took off my shirt, knowing that I would have to see the wounds eventually. What I found had the same effect on me as the first time I looked into the mirror. There was no hole in my shoulder. Instead, translucent green goo filled the would-be life-threatening wound. I turned and looked at my back in the mirror. The exit was closed in the same manner. Not daring to touch the wound, nor the goop, I grabbed a washcloth from the wall rack and wet it then carefully attempted to wipe off the dried blood that surrounded the holes. The cloth stung, but it was barely anything compared to the torture I had survived just hours ago.


When I did as well as I thought I possibly could do, I exited the bathroom and went a little farther down the hall to my own room to change. I pulled off my dirt-covered pants, holes in both knees, and the bottoms frayed. I went into my dresser and pulled out a pair of new ones and put them on. I then walked to the double doors of my walk-in closet. I picked out another shirt – a T-shirt this time – and took a last second look at my wound before pulling the shirt over my head. My mind flashed back to that day at school, where I was so confused, and alone in the world. Then the darkness caused by the shirt dissipated, and I came back to the now.


I told myself I shouldn’t worry about things I couldn’t control; that if I did, it would take me over. But a lingering fear held. What is this world that brought itself upon me? Why was Toji in it? I told myself to leave it alone. To live in the now. I shoved back the questions to a small cranny in my mind. Take these things as they come, I told myself.


Then I remembered Rena, and how she was still waiting for me. I hurriedly took a hoodie from the rack. It was the gift I received from Rena for my last birthday, a month before. It was a very… odd hoodie in the way that instead of the sleeves tightening at the openings for your hands, they expanded, making only my fingertips visible. It was a unique turquoise blue with black accents edging the zipper, bottom, and the sleeve holes. The hood, though, was all black. As for designs, it had a black zigzag ringing almost halfway up the sleeves, and triangles of black pointing at an angle to the zipper from the shoulders. Two more triangles were halfway up the hoodie, starting from the sides, aiming a little bit higher then the bottom of the zipper, and two more outside the pockets, pointing at the corners of the ones halfway up the hoodie.


I was a bit surprised when I saw the hoodie for the first time. I knew Rena was al into the fashion thing, but something so… different was not what I was expecting. Or maybe it was just that I had just gotten used to Rena’s fashion sense? She even made me buy the matching black cloth pants, which I noticed as I zipped up the hoodie that I coincidentally had on.


I sighed as I walked back up the hall, hoping I didn’t look like a fool in my outfit. I was greeted by a standing Rena. Her face was shining in the light with both fresh and dry tears, eyes red from rubbing. Unable to come up with anything else, I did the best thing I could think of. “What’s wrong?” Don’t worry; I already knew I was a genius.


Rena stared at me, speechless, as if the question was taboo. Tears again started streaming down her cheeks. Staggering forward, she mumbled words that I assumed were addressed to me. “She was… you… her… why-” It was then that her face fell onto my shoulder. Muffled crying seemed to bog down the air. I was nailed to the spot, not daring to move.


A few seconds seemed like hours like the encounter in the forest, but something was different between the two times. Fundamentally different. The shock almost instantly wore off, soon replaced with sympathy. Not the same sympathy you would feel for an abandoned animal, or another person who hit a rough spot in life. No, it was again something fundamentally different, yet the same. My body acted before my mind. I found myself wrapping my arms protectively around Rena, as if to shield her from her own sadness and confusion. My voice, an unintentional whisper, seemed to surprise Rena as much as it did myself. “It’s all going to be okay…”


After several minutes in that position I felt the weight on my shoulder lighten. A sigh, or a deep breath, I didn’t know which, emitted from my left. Soon, I felt a warm and humid air surround and invade my ear, making it tingle with an unexplainable sensation. “Thank… you, Ta-kun.” She then fell back into the chair a meter behind her. Using her sleeve, Rena wiped away her tears, leaving only her slightly red eyes as evidence she was crying. She stuttered as she spoke. “H - how’s your wound?” She seemed to be getting back to normal.


I smiled, and took a seat close to Rena’s. I mentally sighed. Thank God: mental breakdown over. “It is about as good as a bullet wound can get,” I said, chuckling, even though it made my wound itch, which I was afraid would lead to throbbing pain. I don’t know who said, “Laughter is the best medicine,” but that guy was never shot.


“It’s amazing how it stopped bleeding…” Rena suddenly looked almost like she was going to cry again. “I… saw… watched… it go… all the wa - way through…” She seemed to choke on her words. But, suddenly, her face lightened up again. “It’s a miracle you’re okay.” Another sudden drop in her mood occurred. “You are okay, right?”


I stood and stretched, both to contemplate the question and to show my healthiness. I did feel physically okay, minus the occasional itching of the wound and the stinging that started when it was touched. Mentally, well, that was as good as it was going to get. “Yep, I’m fine.”


A relieved smile broke across Rena’s features. She seemed to unknowingly mutter something under her breath that resembled the words “thank goodness. “A few seconds passed before Rena stood. “I should get going.”


I was about to respond that it was still probably raining, but Rena was already in the welcoming area. Well, that is, until-


BBBOOOOOOMM!


A sound so loud it shook the house to its foundation and lit up the welcoming area to the point that you wouldn’t of been able to tell the difference between the lightning and about thirty flash grenades all lit at once. Within seconds Rena was right in front of me; eyes wide open in terror, still moving forward. My muscles tightened, preparing in case Rena jumped on me, accidentally or on purpose, in fear. She made a sudden stop not one decameter away from me, almost slipping forward. Soon, Rena was bent over attempting to catch her breath. I sighed in relief. I was almost sure that after the kinda-hug, or, at least that was how I saw it, Rena falling on top of me would of… umm… been too much for me to handle for one night. 


I smirked, “I don’t know if letting you go would be a good idea, considering how you reacted to the thunder while still inside.”


“Shut… up…” Rena huffed between breaths.


“Why don’t you stay? Your room is still exactly the same as you left it.” Wait… what was I saying? The sane part of me wasn’t too happy. The other side, the one who… really liked the idea came up with a pretty solid argument. It was not like I was planning on making out or sleeping with her, though if that - I mentally scowled at that part of myself –never mind.


“Really? I was sure you would put it back to the way it was!” Rena sounded very much exited. So much, in fact, it scared me a bit.


Her moods were contagious. I smiled. “Yeah, actually, I forgot about it until now, but oh well.”


And so Rena started a run for the left hallway, stopping for a second at the turn to yell, “Thank you!”


I slouched in my chair, trying to figure out how I had forgotten about Rena’s so-called room. I recalled how she had made it maybe two years ago, she had come over and was still trying to figure out the layout of my house. I was busy on my computer, doing who knows what, and I asked her to give me a few minutes to finish up. Somehow, in that time, she had gotten bored and rearranged a guest bedroom that hadn’t been used in years. I didn’t really care at the time. For about a month and a half every time Rena came over she would bring a different thing to put in “her” room. They were mostly things like pillows, books, and, once in a while, cloths. There were many other odd and interesting things she brought, like drawings from when she was eight, a bit of candy, and chances are others that I did not see. After a while, like humans are with all things, she got bored with it, and stopped bringing things altogether.


“Okay!” I heard echoing up the hall, “Nee-Chan said I could stay!” Rena lives only with her older sister since her parents love to travel the world, and left about a year and a half ago to fulfill their dream. She doesn’t really mind, at least not in front of me, since she gets phone calls and emails, and even gets to see them on holidays. It may not seem like often, but it was more than my parents. A lot more.


Rena came turning into the room in her night cloths; a button up shirt that had the top, or top two, I couldn’t tell, buttons undone, and pants. Both were a baby blue with a pink flower at the bottom of the shirt, which I guessed was to represent the brand. It was all made out of a seemingly soft, silk-like fabric. The cloths seemed very loose fitting, or a little too big.


“So, what do you think?” I prayed, hoping Rena question was rhetorical. “It was really big when I brought it over, and now it fits perfectly!” Rena spun around once to show off her outfit, but I was only half paying attention, for I was still thanking my lucky stars.


“Oh!” I looked up to find Rena leaning over me. “I didn’t realize that you were wearing the hoodie that I bought for your birthday, Ta-Kun! How do you like it?”


Hmm… maybe mental breakdown Rena was better that this super happy recovered Rena? “It’s… wait, Ta-kun?”


Rena straightened up, blushing. “Umm… if you don’t like it...” Her voice faded into the distance.


I was a bit confused. “Err… that’s not…” I stuttered out, unable to think of something both witty and well thought out to get me out of this social situation.


Though Rena’s face was unmoving, her eyes screamed with sadness and disappointment, though I was not sure what the latter was for. “I… I’m sorry… I though about using it for a while now, and it just slipped out in the moment…” She was twiddling her fingers and staring at her feet while she said this, unable to look at my eyes.


Oddly intrigued and a minor bit curious at how long exactly she wanted to call me this, I thought fast. “What are you sorry for?”

“But you said…”

“What did I say?” I smirked at the first well thought out thing I had said in a while.


“That…” Rena’s features seemed to go even farther blank, which I earlier thought was impossible, and had a tint of thoughtfulness added to it. “Nothing, you said nothing.” Rena’s voice was in pure monotone.


Soon, after a trip to the bathroom, Rena again got back to normal, and we were on the couch, watching TV. We changed channels every time something we didn’t like turned on, which was about every ten minutes. It was very late at night, and could have been technically morning for all we knew, when either of us started to get sleepy. We were at the point of falling over in sleepiness when we finally turned off the TV, the only source of light in the room.


Again, it was very late, so I cannot be certain if it was a dream, or it really happened, but I remember a warm weight falling on my shoulder, making me have to lay my head against the exceptionally comfortable armrest. Again, warm air surrounded my ear causing goose bumps to crawl all over my skin. A soft moan followed.


“Good… night… Ta-Kun…”


That was, in fact, too much for one day, but I didn’t care.


That night I had such a deep and peaceful sleep, not to mention the various dreams I could not remember but knew happened, that I totally had forgotten that Rena had stayed through the night, even though she was on my back the whole time.

 
I awoke to the smell of bacon and the sizzling of eggs. Confused, I sat up, bolting my head left and right in attempt to find the source of the sound and smell. When I saw Rena in the kitchen part of the room, I almost had a heart attack. Rena must have been watching, for she burst out laughing. I didn’t blame her. Even I knew my expression must have been priceless.


“Good morning,” Chimed Rena from the other side of the room.


“Morning…” I crossed my arms when Rena still did not stop giggling. “Okay, it couldn’t of been that funny.”


“Trust me, it could,” she replied, done laughing but still smiling.


I rolled off the sofa and stood, stretching. “Mmmm… need any help?”


“I’m almost done with the food, so could you please set the table?”


I sighed as I opened the cabinet and took two plates.


“You okay?” Rena sounded concerned.


“Yeah, I’m fine.”


“You sure?”


Why was she asking again? “Yeah.”


“Oh, okay…” a moment’s silence followed. “Did you hear anything last night?”


Now what? “No, why?”


“Oh… the thunder kept me up.”


Liar, you were out like a light, I was about to accuse, but then she turned off the stove, and I was extremely hungry, so I dropped the subject.


Soon, we were sitting down to eat. It was then that I noticed it: Rena came over early yesterday, slept over, or on top of, depending how you looked at it, and here we were the next morning. It had been more than twenty-four hours. Just Rena and I. Well, actually, it wasn’t just us yesterday, but I was trying to push away those memories. All in all, this was the longest, and most unique, time Rena and I had ever spent together.


 Rena was the first to speak at the table. “S… sorry about yesterday…” She didn’t seem all there. “I guess I just overreacted and freaked out.”


I thought for a moment, trying to justify her actions. “ I wouldn’t exactly say ‘overreacted’. You can’t really overreact in a situation like that.”


You could tell that, for some reason or another, Rena did not like talking about what happened. “I guess…” I felt a pang of regret for bringing her along.


Conversation was scarce through the rest of breakfast. When we finished, Rena helped me wash the dishes, and then decided that she should get home. After the door slammed, again by accident, I decided to go on the computer. I looked through the long list of game shortcuts I had posted in a folder to make room on my desktop. I finally decided on the new Warcraft game. I hoped thinking up battle strategies under pressure would take my mind off the constantly playing movie in the theatre that was the back of my mind.


It was of two shadows, both female. One was standing, and one was on the ground. The standing held a gun to the sitting one’s head, ready to pull the trigger. Their faces were etched in my mind.


Nothing stopped the movie, not even that nights sleep.

�Why?  “Did” what?


�Replace with “couldn’t”?  I can see the parallel structure you’re aiming for but “Wasn’t able to” is kind of awkward phrasing.


�Jarring; “you” is not normally  used in prose.


�This whole sentence is a bit awkward; rephrase.


�Confusing; elaborate.


�Maybe state the exact time.


�Describe the uniform.


�Do you really need to describe this?


�I understand this is exaggeration but it seems like it’s a bit ridiculous.


�Why’s he thinking about poison?  It makes him seem rather paranoid.


�Elaborate.


�Nice word choice.


�Awkward.


�Find better word choice.  (


�Again, try for a stronger word.


�Ditto!


�Confused; what does this mean?


�You haven’t done much to make the situation any more realistic!  Unless it’s for story reasons, why not have his parents dead?  That’d work out better for this story, I think.  I’m just not comfortable with Takato’s blasé attitude towards his parents; no kid, however negligent their parents might be, should think that way about their parents. 


�A bit of a sudden introduction; at least say “My friend” or “Another classmate” before Toji’s name.


�Don’t repeat the verb.  Maybe say, Toji mocked Zack’s scoff.  The fewer words you can use, the better.


�Like this description of his character, but it’s a bit awkwardly phrased.


�Who’s saying this?


�Er…what islands?  Is this story set in Japan?


�Erk, direct address to the reader?  Not good, excise.


�….I really have no idea what this sentence is meant to say.  Sorry.  (


�What?  Why’d the people not know the diff?  Is this sarcastic or an indication of what kind of world he’s living in?


�A bit too formal compared to the casual narrative tone of the rest of this piece.


�These yous…I don’t like them…


�It’s a common mistake, but “could of”, “would of”, etcetera is grammatically incorrent.  Say “have”.


�This seems a bit sudden….Takato never seemed like a lonely kid to me.  Try elaborating on this loneliness; is he lonely because his parents are gone, or he has no real friends?  Explain.


�Ok, I see you’re trying to make the situation more realistic, but I seriously think that you should try a little…harder?  I don’t know, maybe explain that Takato has no other relatives, or something.  Or describe him trying to hide that he’s living alone from the police or something.  (Can’t explain!)


�I know this is probably supposed to be the bell, but maybe mention the bell after this because otherwise it’s just a random onomatopoeia.


�Awkward.


�You’ve got a case of “talking head syndrome” going on here; a lot of dialogue without any tags.   Try describing what the characters are doing here.


�Nice word choice.


�“Safely”?  Why?


�Oh, you describe the uniform here…you probably should’ve earlier, though.


�Unnecessary; try saying, “After eating, I met Rena…”


�Agree with the reviewer who said you should remove this; it’s rather awkwardly done.


�Describe!  Too vague.


�Unnecessary; describe the friends beforehand.


�What?  I’m…monstrously confused.  What is an “overworked woofer”?  And it seems too casual compared to the rest of your narrative tone.


�That’s just how I’d write it, at least.


�Stop with the unnecessary adverbs!  (  I know, I do it myself, but adverb abuse isn’t good.


�Nice.


�Is this just an exaggeration, or is he really moving that fast?


�Fragment!


�What?  Don’t think this is what you meant.  Did you mean, “swing”?


�Try for a stronger verb, you won’t need so many adverbs.


�What?  So this is in Japan?  I’m frightfully confused about the location of this story because there’s a kid called “Zack” while everyone else has fairly Japanese name, and this Japanese kid Toji has blonde hair…I feel like you were inspired by anime, but at least try for some realism in the setting…?


�?


�This part just feels awkward, but I can’t say what exactly about it bugs me.


�Awkward.


�Nice.


�I agree with the reviewer who said that you need a few short, emphatic sentences for greater emotional impact.  Right now, you’ve got too many log, rambling sentence; try varying your sentence structure right here.


�Confusing; I think I know what you’re trying to get across but it’s rather awkwardly worded.


�“Lying”?  Dunno…


�Replace with “dashed”?


�????


�“They”?


�(


�Something about this sentence just bugs me, but I don’t know what.


�Awkward, rephrase.


�I can kinda see what you’re intending to convey but it’s not entirely clear. 


�Maybe expand this into a few more paragraphs…right now you’re kinda skimming over it.


�You need a better segue from this scene to the next; as it is, it seems kind of anticlimactic.   Since I expected a cool fight scene, I’m feeling a bit cheated.  I don’t know…this needs to end more dramatically.


�Awkward, rephrase.  Maybe split into several different sentences.


�LOL.  (


�?


�Would the police really do that?  Something like this seems liable to be a media event…


�Awkward.


�This is telling, not showing; show his surprise.


�Nice description.


�Confusing.


�Awkward…


�LOL, but probably elaborate on this.


�Nice, his reaction is very realistic.  In fact, I think both their reactions to the incident and their interactions about it are realistic.  Good job.


�Again, I have to comment that I like Takato’s reaction to what happened.  Too often in fantasy stories the main characters just accept everything that happens instantly.  I like that Takato is still skeptical; it’s very realistic.


�Very nice.  Nicely phrased, and an understandable sentiment as well.  (


�Awkward.


�Elaborate on this.





