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IMAGINARY FRIENDS
Lyra Bright



Prologue
[bookmark: _Hlk154128022]In the beginning there was chaos. Shortly after, approximately three point two nanoseconds, there was music. If you close your eyes, take a breath, and listen, you can hear the universe sing. Every living thing has a sound a voice that is unique and authentically theirs. People are drawn to professions that harmonise with their internal needs and they are caught off guard by lovers who sing a different tune.
Admittedly the universe is plagued with discord and flat notes, but no one’s perfect, not even Gods.												Amelia Ann Doe lived with her mother, Delilah Doe in the house Delilah had grown up in. Her first steps were taken on the landing shortly before her first real accident; tumbling headlong down the stairs. She had her first kiss on the porch, consensual, and had to fight off her second, nonconsensual, also on the porch.							By the time Amelia was fourteen she was regularly paying most of the rent on their house. That grey house had been in so many of Amelia’s dreams the good, the bad and the truly horrific. The house she spent all her spare time cooking, cleaning, and caring for her mother in also seeped into her dreams. She did her schoolwork online so that she could make sure her mother was ok. On Wednesdays and weekends Amelia worked in the corner store down the road it may have been just five hundred yards from her front door but to Amelia it was freedom. The most at home she felt was when she was working in the shop, Boxes of Bargains, with Mr and Mrs Ruban. It was a somewhat clumsy shop. Shelves stacked from floor to ceiling with tins and packets and cans and booze and sweets. Row upon row tightly packed into the tiny space.										There was simply no escape, till Monday the fourth of June 2021, at four o’clock in the morning, which incidentally was when she left. She had been seventeen for exactly six months and had passed her driving test a week before. The one good thing her mother had done for her was to insure her on the little caddie van, Bessie, who was to aid Amelia in her escape. 

One
May 20th, 2023
[image: fig: An original drawing of Larry's Diner]Amelia pulled off the road, shutting the ignition off. She had just spent her last twenty pounds on fuel as Bessie was running on empty. 							“Amelia, you don’t need to eat, come on girl you’ve done it before,” she half-heartedly told herself. Her stomach growled in protest followed by a slightly queasy pang. 			“Oh, maybe I can find some change under the seat.” Amelia often talked to herself; it made her feel less alone. She reached under her seat to feel for coins; before she knew it, she found herself upside down head squished under the steering wheel and he legs stretched across the passenger seat. Amelia twisted herself every which way, searching amongst the long forgotten sweet wrappers, receipts, hair bobbles and all the other things that seem to exist universally under car seats. When she righted herself, she had exactly two pounds forty-nine. 						Half cursing half laughing Amelia said, “probs not even enough for coffee.”  The air was fridged outside and the breeze howled. Stepping lightly to avoid the puddles, Amelia run through the car park towards the neon sign proudly saying in pink and blue ‘Larry’s Diner’. 
Larry's Diner hummed with an infectious 50s vibe even before you pushed open the dark wood door. The pink and blue neon sign flickered above, the "Diner" portion buzzing brightly, while "Larry's" winked mischievously in cursive. Stepping inside was like stepping onto a movie set. A polished chrome counter gleamed under the soft glow of hanging lamps, red leather booths curving along the walls like friendly smiles.
	She was welcomed into a brightly lit room that smelt like fresh ground coffee beans and cherry pie and was about to slide into the booth by the door when a gravelly voice called through from the kitchen.										 “Come to the counter, you’re my last costumer of the night and I need to clean the tables.” 											Reluctantly she slid onto a platinum steel, bar stool. Looking around Amelia took note of the vintage posters that plastered the walls, a vibrant tapestry of musical eras. Bob Dylan's tousled hair and piercing eyes held you captive from one corner, while David Bowie's enigmatic gaze followed you from another. On the opposite wall, The Ronettes grinned cheekily, their bubble-gum harmonies echoing in the air; Amelia smirked she’d always had a thing for the Ronettes. Spinning round on her stool she whistled through her teeth staring wide eyed at all the memorabilia, filling the otherwise quite ordinary looking diner. The aroma of coffee and sizzling bacon danced with the faint melody of Elvis crooning from the jukebox tucked in the corner.
“Bet you’re glad you sat up to bar now, eh?”	Amelia spun round to face the literal giant of a man who had managed to silently appear. He had to be six foot five, at least and approaching sixty, with the breadth and wrinkles to match. His gaze was unassuming, and his eyes slopped down giving him a kind of dopey look which was topped off with a crocked smile. Kinda like a bulldog Amelia thought, nodding completely not registering what he had said. 
[image: A drawing of a person

Description automatically generated]He smiled disarmingly at her, “what can I get you love?”
“Coff, oh ur, just a tea please.” As if to add insult to injury her stomach let out the loudest growl. Amelia cringed and looked down at her hands unable to take another pitying look. 
“Rough night?”
“Something like that,” Amelia shrugged.
“Here’s your coffee love,” he said placing the mug of steaming black goodness under her nose. “The names Larry, and you are?”
“Amelia. You didn’t have to. I don’t have the mon…”
“Can you wash pots?”
“Yes.”
“Good. Now what do you want to eat?”



Two
July 12th
Breathing a sigh of relief, Amelia scanned the diner for anything she could have missed. For the first time since hiring her, Larry left her to shut up shop. She had swept, whipped down the counters, mopped and written tomorrows specials on the board. Satisfied with her handywork she stepped outside. 								Amelia looked to the heavens and sighed. The stars shone like gazillions of pin pricks in a threadbare tapestry. She started to thank each star in turn, it had become her nightly ritual. Amelia didn’t like to think about where she could have been if Larry hadn’t given her a job. Although she would be lying if she said that was all Larry had given her. Larry and his wife Sandra and practically adopted her; Amelia always figured they had a thing for strays.  Breathing in the crisp night air she turned to the door that still needed locking. 		Bessie stood waiting, her valiant steed, and her home. Tonight, Amelia thought she’d like to go for a drive. Living in her van allowed her to change location whenever she felt out of sorts. Driving had always given her the feeling of absolute freedom. Her thoughts would run and jump over one another interweaving and dancing through her mind. She could go anywhere. Be anything. Bessie held no judgments, had no expectations. Amelia liked that she did not have to keep Bessie in line with the expectations of others. Bessie was Amelia’s and equally Amelia belonged to Bessie. 								Amelia drove. Driving always seemed to calm her. However today was different. She felt sick and had to pull over. Turning the ignition off all she wanted to do was lie down but something compelled her to get out of the van. Every inch of her caught fire, the feeling of electricity dancing across her pores. Amelia thought, I need to run, I need to get there. Unaware of where there was, she was powerless to resist. So, she ran.				She ran till the road disappeared, replaced with shrubs and then trees. The night grew ever darker. Her feet pounded the earth. The woods wore a shroud of melancholy. Twilight descended like a thief stealing the last shards of light, plunging the undergrowth into a tapestry of muted greens and blues, but still she ran. Mist, thin and wispy as a wraith's veil, clung to the gnarled branches of ancient oaks, their silhouettes looming like watchful giants against the leaden sky.										The air was too thin, she couldn’t seem to breath properly. She felt faint. Her knees and elbows began to seize and shake. Waves of dizziness washed over her brain, she tried to breathe but none came. The edges of her vision clouded over, thick smoke filled her eyes, they watered. Colours and pounding and crying, bouncing off each other through her thoughts.  It burnt, like having her skin peeled off. Amelia tried to scream, as her tissues were torn from sinews, and blood vessels from brain matter. As if she was sucked into a black hole, her consciousness gaping out across the event horizon. 						“I have no body. I float. I exist. But there isn't a breath of air or a single hair, I am…”, she said out of nothingness. 			


Three
Dreary and parched, Amelia opened her eyes only to immediately regret it. Her head felt like it was splitting open. A chill had seeped into the air, the scent of damp earth and decaying leaves hung heavy, oppressing her nose. Every drip from rain-laden leaves resonated like a tiny drumbeat. The once vibrant moss clung to rocks and tree trunks, its emerald glow now a dull jade, tinged with the sorrow of impending night. There was grit between her fingers and dew in her hair. The moisture drops clung to Amelia’s cargo pants and sweater. Her lip was wet. Strange, Amelia thought licking said lip, blood, and snot. Her face creased in disgust. 		“Christ all I need now is a nosebleed,” she spat. Wiping blood on her sleeve Amelia rose shakily, looking around for any recognisable landmarks. She needed to get back to Bessie, and it had been a long day.  	 							“Everybody hates me. They don’t care about me”, wailed a small voice. Startled from her thoughts Amelia scanned the trees looking for the owner of the voice.
“Hello,” she called, “are you ok?” Silence greeted her. “My names Amelia,” she called out into the undergrowth.
“Amelia?” came the choked reply from behind a tree. Crouching down in the leaves Amelia peeped around the tree trying her best not to look intimidating with blood and mud smeared on her face. She found herself face to face with a small be freckled child. The child’s hair was cropped close to her head but still managed to be an unruly nest of orange curls sticking out every which way.
“Are you ok? Are you lost?”
“Amelia. It really is you. I knew you’d come I just knew it.” Upon seeing her face, the child perked up considerably. Amelia had never been looked at with complete trust before. It made her stomach knot. 
“You know who I am,” Amelia asked?
“Of course, I do.” 										Amelia stood puzzled but the statement was so matter of fact that she didn’t want to upset the child by questioning it. “What’s your name, hun?”						The child looked up at her with eyes shining with fresh tears. “You don’t know me! Do you?” Her tone was accusatory, a stark contrast from the relief she had conveyed moments before. Amelia decided it would be best to play along till she could find the child’s parents. 
“I’m sorry hun, I had a fall on my run and I’m not feeling myself. Could you help remind me?”												The child smiled impishly, grabbing Amelia’s hand she said, “I’m Bea.”
“And where do you live Bea? I’m sure your parents are worried about y…”
“My parents are dead. You really don’t remember, do you?” 
“Oh Bea, I’m so sorry.” Amelia couldn’t bring herself to confirm or deny knowing Bea, something about her face seemed familiar, and the way her little hand fit neatly in hers. It all felt incredibly peculiar, a half-remembered dream.							“Ok let’s take you back, you must be tired,” said Amelia. 					“K. This way.” Bea started marching off, firmly holding onto Amelia’s hand. It brought a smile to her face to be wanted. Something about this little girl resonated with her. They felt in tune.

Four

[bookmark: _Hlk155026180]Beatrice Price lived in Madam Grizzel’s home for unwanted children. She had lived there for approximately six months, and she hated it. Not that her disliking living in an orphanage is particularly original; it isn’t. 										The house had two faces. The face that greets the outside world is beautifully inviting. Perfect falls flat in comparison to the immaculate front lawn, with every blade of grass standing to attention in evenly spaced rows. The front door, rouged in crimson lacquer, puckers up to the street below, and the spotless windows, glistening, wink at passers-by. In much the same way, the front rooms such as the parlour, breakfast room, and entrance hall, all display the aloof luxury of old money. 								The other side is the stuff of nightmares. Not the kind filled with monsters, the other face of Grizzle’s home for unwanted children is that of despair. It’s that hollow feeling in your stomach after missing another meal. It’s in the threadbare cots occupied by one too many children trying to keep warm. But most of all it is in the knowledge that your family is either dead or doesn’t want you. Despair, loneliness, hunger, and fear are the faces that visit each child in Grizzle’s home every night, without exception. 						The heart of the home however, beat in the courtyard, a cobbled square enclosed by high, ivy-wreathed walls. Here, hopscotch squares etched in chalk battled for space with the sun-warmed stones, each one a fleeting stage for the children's games. Laughter soared up like chimney smoke, punctuated by the rhythmic beat of a jump rope against the roughened brick. These were the sunlit moments, stolen from the clutches of Madam Grizzel's watchful gaze.													For within the echoing hallways, a different tempo reigned. Madam Grizzel, a woman built like a sturdy Welsh dresser, presided over her domain with the precision of a clockmaker. Her voice, a rasp against the hush, echoed through the corridors, enforcing iron clad rules. Mealtimes were a study in regimented silence, forks dancing to the metronome of her expectations.	
	Amelia and Bea hesitated on the edge of the orphanage grounds. Bea clung to Amelia’s arm, as if she was adrift clutching a buoy, her strength depleted and yet hope held on. 													“You, sure. I’ll explain what happened. You got lost and scared. It is ok no one can blame you,” said Amelia.									“Ma don’t listen. She likes us scared. She says rules are to be obeyed and punishments should be feared. I ran off, she won’t care why,” Bea said. Her small form seemed to be trying to shrink ever smaller. 										“Ok, so how do we get to your room without being seen?” 					Bea pointed to the north side of the house. It was cloaked in shrubbery. The few windows at the back of the house were black, unlike the south side, which was lit up like a christmas tree, twinkling against the night. Hugging the hedges, they crept up to the north wall. Three windows along and two stories up was an open window. 				“How the hell did you get down from there,” Amelia asked incredulously? 			“Along the ledge and down the tree,” said Bea, as if it was the easiest thing in the world. 												Amelia stepped back looking at the tiny child, “what are you a spider monkey?” The only response she got was a face splitting grin, showing off front teeth too big for her mouth, giving the girl a rather rabbit-ish look.									“Ok then. Up you go before we’re seen,” said Amelia. She needed to get home wherever home had gotten to. 									“You aren’t coming, are you?”								Yawning Amelia said, “no hun.”								“Oh. But, but, but won’t you tuck me in?” Tears began spilling over her freckled cheeks. 												“You are gonna get me in so much trouble if we’re caught.”				“Pleeeeeeeeease.”										Taking a deep breath Amelia nodded. She lifted Bea into the oak tree and climbed up after her. They crawled along a thick branch that reached out to the ledge encircling the house.	Bea stepped across the gap between the tree and the ledge with ease. Fearless didn’t come close to describing the skill with which the child moved. 					“How often do you sneak out” Amelia asked. “It looks to me like you could scale the wall without the tree.”											“I can but I like trees.” 										At that Amelia smirked. She was a girl after her own heart, not that it made it easier for the much larger Amelia to walk along the five-inch-wide stone rim. Gulping down air she faced away from the wall, trying her best to find figure holds. Her toes stuck over the lip. Barely containing the urge to loudly swear Amelia shuffled along to the window ledge. She let out a silent prayer to any god that would hear, please hold. She crouched so that she could fit through the window and then tumbled in.								“Ok let’s get you into bed,” Amelia said from the floor. 					“Can you stay till I fall asleep?”								“Ok but then I really must go.”								“Amelia.”											“Mmm.”											“I love you.”									



Five
July 13th
Amelia woke with the dawn. Which was normal. What was unusual was that she awoke with spindly arms wrapped like a vice round her neck, and curly red hair sticking up her nose.		“Shit! I fell asleep.” Bea stirred her arms loosening their grip. Sensing an opportunity to get out of here, fast, before anyone discovered her, Amelia tried to disentangle herself without waking the child. She failed.									“Amelia. You’re still here. I knew you’d stay,” said a very sleepy Bea.				“I didn’t mean too. I must get out of here without being seen and what’s worse I am dying for a pee. I think my blader may explode.” She was panicking now, and she knew it. 		“The toilets down the hall. It has a little lady on it,” came the very sleepy and rather bizarre reply. Oh well, Amelia told herself, just go pee and climb back out the window, nothing too it.													A chill crept down Amelia's spine upon her silent return from the bathroom toward Bea's room. Everything felt off somehow warped. Then, Madam Grizzel materialized, a formidable storm in human form, immovable and unavoidable. Amelia froze, expecting a torrent of fury, but instead, an invisible wall, charged with prickling energy, shoved her aside.  She looked for any hint of an explanation in the Madams eyes. She stared blankly on. Nothing. As if Amelia was some kind of microscopic parasite thrown aside by a giant, her world upended, while Ma went about her day totally oblivious to Amelia’s very being. The world dissolved into a kaleidoscope of pain, static, and blinding cream-coloured clouds. 	The light like razor blades sliced through the brain fog; a bucket of ice water to cure a hangover. When her vision returned, she was alone, slumped in the deserted corridor.				Bea spent the day prattling away oblivious to the panic gnawing at her. Was she real? Evidence would suggest that she was not as no one in the building except Bea, could see her. Was she just a figment of a lonely child’s imagination? Do figments question their own existence? A clumsy cut to her palm, crimson blooming against pale skin, offered a shaky answer. Blood. Pain. Reality. But why the invisibility? Why the strange silence that shrouded her from the world?								


Six
July 14[image: ]th  
The third day dawned, painting Bea's face, nestled on Amelia's lap, in the soft hues of sleep. Just as Amelia had dreamt her - vibrant, a little wild, and haunted by the spectre of loneliness. The unadulterated joy, blooming on Bea's face from this impossible, inexplicable reunion, twisted Amelia's heart with a gnawing guilt that felt like a bad dream that clung to her wakefulness. 											This limbo, this existence between realities, was twisting everything it touched. She was a ravenous woman, presented with a tantalizingly detailed painting of a banquet, yet perpetually tethered to the gnawing emptiness of starvation. Each attempt to settle, to anchor herself to this new reality, felt like sinking through quicksand, limbs growing numb with uncertainty. The urge to scream, to claw back through whatever veil separated her from the world, clawed at her throat, a phantom limb seeking purchase in the void. Yet, for Bea, she swallowed the rising fury and kept her face a mask of stoicism, though, the effort grated. But today, the phantom aches of existence threatened to spill over in a torrent of fury and violence, of broken noses and shattered porcelain. 										After breakfast Madam Grizzel called Bea to her office.	 			“Don’t leave me! She likes to make me sad. Please. Amelia don’t leave,” Bea said. Her big watery grey eyes seemed to drown in unshed tears. 						It had only been three days, but all Amelia wanted was to take Bea away from here. If she could, Amelia would bring her back to her van, Bessie. There would be no need for her to run and hide every time she heard a noise. No need for her to fight to keep her breakfast. Gone would be the days of her crying herself to sleep after being spanked for a crime she did not commit. If only they were in Amelia’s world, they would be safe, they could stay with Larry. Amelia tried not to think about Larry it hurt too much to think about what her disappearance would have done to him.								A gentle squeeze of Bea’s small hand conveyed Amelia's silent encouragement as she ushered the trembling child towards Madam Grizzel's office. The room groaned under the weight of an obscene desk, a redwood behemoth that dominated the room and dwarfed Madam Grizzel behind it. Despite the sharp features that made Amelia shiver, Grizzel was quiet pretty, were it not for her bland personality only seasoned with vinegar, seeping from her pores. Back home, Amelia knew plenty of that - folks who wouldn't blink twice before tossing you to the wolves if it benefited them and sometimes just because. Opposite Grizzel, perched on a high-backed chair, sat a stranger. Plain faced, with eyes squinting in disapproval at Bea, she looked like she'd chosen her attire with the express purpose of merging with the dusty floorboards.											"Beatrice," Madam Grizzel hissed, her voice barbed with barely veiled threat, "quit dawdling by the door. Heaven's sake, child, come here. This is Dr Summers from the CPA. She has travelled all the way to see you, Beatrice." The implication hung heavy in the air - step out of line, and Bea would pay the price.									Dr Summers offered a tight smile, devoid of warmth. Her outfit, a sturdy beige and brown, adorned only with gold spectacles. The doctor reminded Amelia of a spider, camouflaged against the shadows, waiting for the right moment to pounce.			“It has come to Dr Summers attention that you have an imaginary friend, and it is her professional opinion that you would benefit from her help at Greenacre House where she works,” said Ma with discernible satisfaction.								The tension in the room crackled, thick and suffocating. Amelia fought down her own anxieties, focusing on the fear flickering in Bea's eyes. This was her job now, she reminded herself, her purpose. To shield Bea, to be her light in the darkness. And somehow, she would. Amelia had absolutely zero clue how she could in her present semi-corporeal state, but she would. She had to.


Seven
A forbidding silhouette, Greenacre House dominates the Shrewsberry outskirts like a watchful predator. Its imposing Victorian facade, a symphony of peeling paint and grimy iron railings, whispers of forgotten grandeur and unspoken secrets. Vines, like grasping hands, claw at the walls, adding a verdant layer of disquiet to the scene.					Inside, the air hangs heavy with the mingled scent of disinfectant and dampness. Polished linoleum floors gleam under stark white lights, reflecting the nervous scurrying of tiny shadows – the children, Bea among them. They shuffle down sterile corridors, past numbered doors promising false sanctuaries, their eyes wide with a mixture of fear and curiosity.
Beyond the gleaming facade, hidden passages snake away to unknown depths. In these unseen quarters, whispers of the CPA's true agenda echo through the darkness. Are they studying childhood dreams, imaginary friends, or something so much worse? Their motivations remain shrouded in shadows, as elusive as the smoke that curls from the chimneys on moonless nights.									The lab itself is a chilling contradiction. Gleaming equipment, the envy of any modern facility, their metallic hum punctuated by the occasional crackle of electricity. Yet, the space felt decidedly archaic, with antique microscopes and dusty tomes on forgotten theories stacked precariously in cobwebbed corners. It's as though science and sorcery had entered a macabre dance within those walls.	


July 21st
It had been a week since Dr Summers brought Bea to Greenacre House and Amelia was getting antsy. At first, she had thought that Bea was brought here for psychological help; she couldn’t have been more wrong. The staff of the facility hadn’t even spoken to Bea. She had been given a room with a bed and a bathroom adjacent, plus three-square meals a day. That was it. They watched her all the time, without uttering so much as a hello to her. It was creepy. With little else to do and the growing weight of dread waying on her Amelia had spent the time memorizing passcodes and snooping. They needed a way out.				A lanky looking med student chased after the Docter; Amelia was tailing. She thought about whether she should smack him around the head for almost barrelling her over but the possibility of being shoved aside with another invisible force stopped her. Only just. Besides, she told herself at least you have found a use for your condition best not to blow it on spooking an insignificant student. 
“Dr Johnson, wait!” The student gasped out of breath.
The Dr raised an eyebrow, “what is it”, he said.
“Well, you see…. uh..sir.” Still struggling for breath, he tried to compose himself. “I do not mean to be out of line sir, but”
“But…” said Dr Johnson. 
Amelia pricked up her ears and listened more intently to what looked like might become a confrontation. The student became visibly pale. Apparently, this Dr Johnson was a man to keep an eye on.
“I have been studying up on the old ‘Alba house’ files and I am concerned sir”, he trailed off under Dr Johnson’s stern eye.
“Name?”
“Junior Dr Toby Smith, sir.” 
Amelia couldn’t help but smirk the poor bugger was visibly sweating.
“Who gave you the security clearance to be analysing Alba case files?”
“Dr Summers, Sir,” said Toby. 
Amelia couldn’t believe her ears finally she was eavesdropping on the right people.
“Continue” the Dr snapped.
“Well sir given the age of the subject should we not take care to ease subject...” stumped the student looked down at his notes, “ah, Price. Would it not be beneficial to build up price’s tolerance levels.” 
Price thought Amelia, as in Beatrice Price. They had called Bea ‘Subject Price’. They had to get out of here, fast. Shit Amelia cursed to herself, she had let them drift down the corridor and now she felt like she was going to vomit.
“…ahead without proper council …. We have had six failures...last month alone, not to mention two fatalities and all the subjects received considerable brain damage,” said Jr Dr Toby.
Amelia screwed up her face. Her head hurt. Subject failure, fatalities, brain damage, what were they doing here? Amelia couldn’t think all she knew was that she had to follow them.
“…well Smith…a laboratory here not a hospital, failure is to be expected…”
Amelia felt like she was swimming in treacle; everything was fuzzy, and her nose was wet. Yay she thought another nosebleed.
  	“…predicted but not feared. Failure is to be revered, documented, and analysed, without it there can be no meaning in success. The sacrifice we make may be great, but the rewards are greater. For what price is too great to pay in the name of Celest,” Dr Johnson finished with a flourish, before dismissing Smith by closing the door in his face.			“Who the fuck is Celest?” 									“Who was that” asked Smith?	 He was looking straight at her now. Holding her breath Amelia shifted to the side paying close attention to his eyes; they did not follow. She was shore he couldn’t have seen her, but he had heard her. Right?  					She closed her eyes tried to focus her thoughts, tried to remember what she was doing, brain felt hot, fingers fuzzy, itchy it's too hot, too hot. Turning on her heel Amelia ran. She couldn’t get caught not now when she had just learnt that they intended to hurt Bea.


[image: ]That night
“In the beginning there was Khaos. It is said that she is an artist, who painted the stars into existence. She called her creation Kosmos……”
Amelia jumped back startled at the echoey voice coming through the speakers. “Don’t wake up please,” she whispered into Bea’s hair.  
“……were lovers, and they had many children….”
 The child was asleep, wrapped up in Amelia’s scarf that she had used like a baby sling to secure Bea to her chest. Amelia had spent hours trying to tell her the plan, but she couldn’t find the words. How do you tell a child the danger they’re in? How could she possibly tell Bea that if they did not leave, she could very well end up as just another ‘subject failure’. No, it was too hard.	
“…. Khaos created many dimensions, universes stacked upon each other, each one constructed for one of her children to rule over how they saw fit. Her only request that they respect that all creation was birthed from her.”
That’s interesting Amelia thought. She had not often heard of creator gods described as female or ones that took an anarchist view on creation. Giving each child god their own universe. Amelia tried to imagine what it would be like to have an entire universe to play with.  
“The last born of Khaos was Celest, glorious to behold, he shone so bright that there were no more shadows. Once the bright One could see all he began to sing. He sung order upon Khaos. Stripping the outliers and the discord from the universe. ‘Let there be light, banished by night’, Celest sang out, his voice carried such awesome force that his command became so. ‘Let there be Dark, subdued by day’, and it was so.”  
Amelia thought absently about the nightly sermon, “why”, she mused, “do creation myths start with chaos? It does not matter the universe, or the Gods that live there, beginnings always come out of chaos.”									
“All mighty Celest spent immortality striking down the pagan false gods that honoured the wild, Khaos, and in his wake of destruction he brought justice and equality, he brought order.”
Amelia grimaced, crept through the corridors, while listening to bullshit about some Celest nonsense, that was supposed to justify their experiments on children, hoping beyond hope that her theory about her invisibility would work, and no one would see Bea. After all no one could see her clothes even if they were of this world. It was as if reality rejected her and chose to ignore anything proving the contrary, like her clothes. Amelia smirked remembering tales of the bespectacled invisible man who could only be seen by the presence of his glasses. Of course, this would mean that the beloved character liked to run around in the nuddy. Amelia, on the other hand, seemed to cloak her clothes, and in theory Bea who was hidden beneath them.											“Maybe,” Amelia mused to herself, “if magic is thought about not as a science, clearly impossible, but as a musical beat, it will become tangible, almost real. If magic in its raw form is pure chaos, then what would happen if it was distilled and diluted and passed between friends. Can it be found in the beating of many hearts in unison, the infectious nature of a laugh, the exclusive look between lovers or maybe, something more?” 				“Like a soul beat,” Amelia mused half aloud. “Could we be connected by the rhythm of our souls, soul mates.” Amelia thought over why it hurt when she was too far from Bea, the way she had been thrown to the side by Ma Grizzle, even how she was drawn here. Could it have been Bea?											Not for the first time Amelia thought about her existence. If she was not of this world then it was easy for the symphony of this world to drown her out, she was just a discord in an ocean of someone else’s song, she didn’t belong. If her own rhythm and that of Bea’s were the same, then they had more power together in essence the universe could hear them better when they were singing side by side. Which would explain that when Bea felt that utter loneliness that othered her so much that when she cried out her voice was heard and the universe found her the other half to her Duet, me Amelia thought. 				Grizzle’s confidence in herself, her one note steady metronome acted like a boombox over Amelia’s whispered song, a literal wall of sound between them. However, when she stood beside Bea in Grizzle’s office, she had power. She had her soul mate, her twin rhythm, and everything else that made up who they were harmonised. Yes, Amelia thought, it was hard, but Bea was worth it right?									Amelia paused. Had she heard footsteps? She closed her eyes and prayed. There were no further footsteps. Breathing out a sigh she entered the last security key and waited. The door buzzed green opening.										“Hey! Who opened that door?” Alarms blared and footsteps thundered like they had descended from heaven. Amelia ran…
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