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Short Story
Pure and Poison

I am orchestrated to pure a poison.
It is the Pure Noose Ceremony and my obligation is to draw a poisons blood. 
I am sitting in a vast auditorium with cream-white walls and closed apple-red curtains. I was assigned a middle seat in the front row with ten apprentices. Each of us come from a different province. All of us represent Lune and our nations Prime minster Charlotte Paloma. I come from the province Bodhi and I am an apprentice to Dr. Evangeline Collins. My new classmates are all brilliant and possess a pure trait that contributes to our justice system. I possess a theoretical mind that promises to create new Pure Serums. Only select people are born with this gift. My mind is a rare gem. Or so Dr. Collins told me. 
I am wearing a honey-gold tag and it is pinned over my sugar-white lab coat. It bears my first and middle name: Vanessa Abigale. I smooth my chestnut-brown hair and ensure no hairs have escaped my ponytail. It is traditional for the female apprentices to have slick ponytails and the male apprentices to have buzzed heads because it shows professionalism. I smooth my hands down my sugar-white lab coat and erase the little crinkles from sitting. Prime minister Paloma comes in as sly as a snake and marches across the stage. I snap my head forward as her rose-red heels echo around the auditorium. Clink. Clink. Clink. One master scientist from each province follows behind in a pin-straight line. Each scientist sits in one of the ten chairs assigned to them on the stage. Prime minster Paloma steps onto the podium and goosebumps prickle my skin. A chill goes down my spine as she addresses the room.
“Welcome to our 30th Execution Ceremony. You have all been selected to pure the poison from one subject who committed heinous crimes from your province. The master scientist from your province chose you because each of you showed an impeccable promise to uphold the purity in our nation. Do not let me disagree with their decision.” 
I feel a bile rise in my throat and a weight drop in my stomach. 
Do not let me disagree with their decision. 
A burning seeps in my chest as the truth settles around the room. 
Execute a subject or you will be executed. 
Our nation collapsed three decades ago due to an surge in crime. Prime minster Paloma stepped into government abiding one motto: Pure the Poison. She created our experiments and developed the Pure Serums with a master scientist and the Pure Noose Ceremony was born. 
The Pure Noose Ceremony is simple. Once a year, one apprentice and one subject from the same province are in a room. The apprentice is obligated to execute the subject due to a heinous crime committed. Prime minster Paloma and the master scientists observe the subjects execution. Prime minster Paloma gives instructions inside the room but she cannot hear outside the room due to improper design. The master scientists doodle and record the subjects reaction to death. Once this is completed, the apprentice is a graduated scientist and begins their study to develop new Pure Serums for the next years subjects. This year the Pure Noose Ceremony is held in Bodhi. 
Prime minster Paloma clicks a remote and a projector screen displays three syringes: blood-orange, plum-purple and sea-green. She slithers around the deep colored tubes and explores their torturous purpose. Her long-painted fingernail taps the blood-orange syringe. “Slice splits the vital organs and the subject bleeds to death.” Prime minster Paloma positions a photo portraying a man’s sides spilt open, blood oozing from the wound. She moves her manicured hand and taps the plum-purple syringe. “Lesion overcomes the body with bruises and the subject swells to death.” Prime minster Paloma lays a photo portraying a woman’s figure as round as a circle, swollen with bright bruises. She releases her sickly graze and taps the sea-green syringe. “Drench rises fluids in the lungs and the subject drowns to death.” Prime minster Paloma places a photo portraying a child’s clothes drenched in sweat and unlike the other two photos, the child’s eyes pulse with fear as death consumes them. “You will choose one serum and inject it into a subject. Let us begin the Pure Noose Ceremony.”

Prime minster Paloma snaps her fingers and the projector screen rises as the apple-red curtains open. A gasp echo’s around the room as a glass wall separates us from a subject. He is strapped to a chair with burnt leather and his curly blond head is lowered. She selects an envelope from the female plate and carefully opens it. Prime minster Paloma purses her plump lips together and a pressure builds in my chest as her dark eyes bore into mine. I am the first apprentice. A small smile curls on her painted lips as Sage Chandlor is assigned to me. I rise from my seat and focus on my pounding heart as I cautiously walk towards the stage. Pound. Pound. Pound. 
A woman opens a door for me and I step inside the Pure Noose room. It is similar to a dentist’s office and my hands intertwine behind my back. There is a large chair and beaming light above as well as three syringes lined on a table. My feet feel like glue on the concrete floor as I move closer to Sage. He is sitting with his hands cuffed to the seats arms and his clothes are oil-black to orchestrate his impure crimes. My subject tips his curly blond head and a unfamiliar sting occurs in my chest as warm caramel-brown eyes meet mine.
He looks familiar. 
The chart hung around his neck reads: I carved an innocent’s eye with a kitchen knife. 
And then I remember. He carved an innocent’s eye to save me. 

I was walking down an alley and a classmate was guiding me. We were coming from a post-exam party that wrapped up our school year. Our results had come out that morning and I was chosen as Dr. Collin’s apprentice. My classmate was the runner up to me. He had stormed out of the classroom like a thunder cloud and turned tables and chairs upside down. But that night my classmate smiled at me and his stone-grey eyes creased with purpose. He given me a drink that tasted too sweet and made my knees as loose as water. My classmate offered to take me home because the earth beneath my feet was spinning and I agreed. Our cities lights were dim and the lab buildings that toward over the others swayed like dandelions in the wind. My mother used to tell me Bodhi was surrounded by mountains and trees before Prime minster Paloma constructed factories. She called it greenery before machinery. I reached my hand out --- I wanted to feel a trees autumn-brown leaves between my fingers --- and stumbled to the ground. My classmate caught me and began guiding me behind a dumpster. I groaned as the buttons of my shirt opened and his hands wrapped around my throat. He began to squeeze the tender skin and the crisp air became dense as it got lodge in my throat.
And then I heard the crack. 
His stone-grey eye was split down the middle with a butter knife. My visons blurred as warm blood pooled down my classmate’s cheek and dripped on my clothes. A copper smell filled my lungs as it splattered on my face and sinched my skin like dried fruit. Two figures thrashed against one another until one collapsed on the concrete. A boy came over to me and rested his palm on my shoulder. 
He kneeled on the ground and his caramel-brown eyes scanned my face for injuries. “You’re safe,” he calmly whispered.
I closed my eyes as my body fell limp because I was safe. But I should have kept them open because the boy was in deep danger. The commotion caused our Harmony-Controllers to siren and the boy was arrested and put on trial. My classmate did not hurt me. He did not get around to hurting me. I was too muddled to testify. But I was not too muddled to remember. The boy is here because of me and Prime minster Paloma’s smile as she called my name sinks deeper in my chest. She assigned me to him on purpose and is testing the depth of my purity. He saved my life and I am obligated to end his. 

Prime minister Paloma’s voice creates a nauseating bubble in my stomach as she instructs me to choose a Pure Serum. I gingerly choose the blood-orange syringe. He carved an innocent’s eye and a syringe will split his vital organs. It is a fair trade eye for an eye, blood for blood. Dr. Collins nods her head at my choice and Prime minister Paloma instructs that I clean the subjects neck. I swipe the alcohol pad across his throat and take a pen from my breast pocket. I press two fingers to his pulse and mark where the needle will go with a black dot. 
And I then do something stupid. “Hi Sage.”
He tilts his head and his caramel-brown eyes scan my honey-gold name tag. “Hi Vanessa Abigail.”
I take the syringe from the gold plate and flick my finger against the tube. “Vanessa is fine.” I focus on the blood-orange serum as I softly say, “It’s not right that you’re here.”
He meets his eyes with mine and for a moment I admire their warm colour and how it reminds me of those golden caramel treats. A small smile turns his lips as he comments, “I’m surprised you remember.” 
I am surprised when a laugh escapes me and I shrug my shoulders. “You don’t normally forget the person who saved your life.”
His smile grows. “And I won’t forget the one who ends mine.”
I am speechless. 
Speech.
Less.
Sage drops his voice to a low whisper. “His mother is a member of the counsel. My mother is an addict … You tell me who is the prize and who is the trinket.” He lets out a long slow breath.
 “You tell me who gets justice and who gets served.” His curly blond hair has fallen in front of his eyes as I push the impulse to brush it aside. “My execution was bound to happen at one point. It least I know it’ll be for something good. Even though I’m the only one who sees it.”
I put two fingers over the spot where the needle will go and lean in closer. “I see it.”
Sage does not push the impulse to brush my hair aside and tucks it behind my ear. He does not say anything. Does not need to say anything. 
Prime minster Paloma watches me with a beady eye. She is probably wondering what is taking so long. Her voice is collected when she speaks into the microphone. “Vanessa Abigale,” she pushes, “proceed with a pure heart.”
I squeeze his shoulder and calmy whisper, “You’re safe.”
I proceed with a pure heart and push the syringe into my own neck.  
Flash Fiction
Burning Ocean

Glowing blue water laps around me. 
And turns petal-pink from a gaping wound on my dandelion-white wing. 
I open my palm and feel prickly barnacles beneath me. My head has a pounding spin and rests on a sand-paper surface. Foamy white waves crash and decorate me with salty mist. The droplets sting like a honey-bee and it burns the little cuts along my creamy-white arms.
I push up on my elbows and cinnamon-brown spots colour my vison. My head has a woozy spin and I raise my fingers to the dizzy spot. A lump as round as a goose egg touches my fingertips. Dry blood crumbles between them. I squint my melon-orange eyes and a cocoon shaped boulder comes into view beneath me and a vast ocean surrounds me. 
Oh. Fire Crackle.
She banished me. 
I pull my knees into my chest and wrap my frail arms around them. My chin rests on my folded hands and a lone tear escapes down my candy-pink cheek.
How could I be so foolish … ?
I pull my bottom lip between my teeth and familiar vicious slurs roll in my battered head.
You are not enough. You are not enough. You are not enough.
My mother wanted me to become princess of the season I was born to rule. She is the Above queen and in the Below humans call her Mother Earth.
My mother had no troubles with my three sisters --- Holly, Blossom and Solana --- because it was their destiny to rule winter, spring and summer. Holly is winters princess because her breath can turn water into ice and blanket our mountains with soft snow. Blossom is springs princess because her sweet voice can entice animals from hibernation and bloom gorgeous flowers. Solana is summers princess because her mind can craft light and warmth upon our village. 
My sisters took their season as a blessing. And I took mine as a curse. 
My mother watches over us and ensures our season turns the correct wheel in the circle of life. She named me Autumn because my hands ignite bright flames and cast crisp winds to undress our ever-changing fruit bushes and trees. I was born to rule the youngest season. But it was not my destiny to be the fall princess. My destiny was to see a human’s world and travel the Below. 
I curl my fingers into my palm and my nails threated to break the delicate skin. Hot rage consumes me and steam hisses out of my pointed ears. I count the waves from me to the crystal sand. Five waves. 
This is not good. Not good. Not good.
My mother banished me to a place where flames cannot thrive. A place where I cannot thrive. My heart booms inside my chest and rattles my body with shakes. Boom. Boom. Boom. 
I knock my hands against my melon-orange eyes and fire prickles in my palms. Warm sparks kindle beneath my coffee-brown lashes. I brush my almond-brown hair behind my ears and my fingers outline my cracked lips. I breathe in the salty-air and brittle ash consumes my senses. A heinous dry cough draws from the back of my throat.
I give myself a command. “You need to look Autumn.” 
I tilt my head and with a shaking hand touch my spoiled wing. Dark cranberry feathers crumble in my hand and dance in the wind. 
Blood. Deep and warm and sticky. 
I pull my butter-yellow sleeve over the palm of my hand and bite into my other one as I press a shaking hand deeper into the cranberry feathers.
Bone. White and cold and solid. 
I wrap my hands around my neck and lower my head between my legs. 
This
Is 
No 
Place 
For 
A 
Seasons Fairy.
I snap my wings closed as a wave splashes onto the boulder and pools at my bare feet. 
A boy pops his head out of the water and curiosity bubbles in my chest like champagne.
Our eyes mirror each other as we take in the other’s appearance. The boy is wearing a slippery black suit from head to toe. He has a flamingo-pink circles around his eyes and a tube hanging in his mouth. His legs and arms ebb and flow in the water, keeping him afloat. 
He pulls the tube from his mouth. “Hi.”
I raise the tips of my fingers but do not return the smile. “Hi.”
His tips his head to the side. “I like your costume. It’s a little strange to be wearing in the ocean. But cool nonetheless.” He pushes his hair back and sunflower blond curls sprawl in every direction. “How do you manage to swim with wings?” 
I cross my arms over my chest. “It’s not a costume.” I pinch the skin on my arm. “And I can’t swim with my wings because I don’t know how to swim. I control fire not water.”
He raises an eye brow and a small smile paints his lips. “Ok. It’s not a costume … How come you’re on a boulder --- wearing very inappropriate clothing for the sea --- in the middle of the ocean?”
I roll my eyes and glance at the salt-water pooling at my bare feet. “I was banned from the circle of life because my mother wanted me to become the fall princess. She shot me down here because I wanted to see a human’s world and travel the Below.”
He pauses for a moment and then erupts with laughter. “You’re strange.”
His comment pisses me off. 
I dip my hand in the ocean and splash him. He gags on the water and wipes his mouth. 
“Deserved. But you’re in a humans world although here we call it earth --- E-A-R-T-H --- and not the Below.”
I cover my hand over my mouth as the realization slaps me. I push my almond-blonde hair to one shoulder. “You’re human?”
His smile grows. “Yes. But most people call me Luca.”
Luca.
Luca.
Luca.
I like your name, Luca.
I return the smile. “My name is Autumn.”
Luca places his hands on the boulder and slides onto it with ease. He pushes his hand to me and our palms intertwine. “It’s strange to meet you, Autumn.”
I laugh. “It’s strange to meet you too, Luca.” 
He nods towards the water. “Do you want to learn how to swim?” His chest boasts and he winks. “I’m excellent.”
I shrug my shoulders. “Sure.” I point to the flamingo-pink circles around his eyes. “I like your pink circles.”
He raises his eye-brow. “Do you mean my goggles? I was scuba diving.” 
	I slowly nod my head. “Do they help you see?”
	He pulls them off his head. “Underwater. You can try them on.”
Luca pushes the goggles from his head and straps them around me. It sucks my face and I cannot breathe through my nose. He plunges into the water and it makes a splash. His head pops up as I place my toe in the water and it burns my skin. But then a cool sensation overcomes my cuts and bruises. 
Luca wraps his hands around my hips and guides me into the water. I open my wings and create a whirl pool. He swims between the waves and his body spins in circles when the waves get too large. Luca paddles over to me and his fingers intertwin with mine. He instructs me to pinch my nose and pulls me underwater. The beams of the blazing sun are reflected underwater in the bright, blue, sparkling waves of the sea. 
It is beautiful.  
And I can feel my destiny unfolding.

Flash Fiction
He Comes For Me

He is coming for me.
His viscous warning circles as my lawyer announces my former fiancé is being released.
“I am coming for you, Penelope.” Isa promised with dead eyes as the police escorted him from the court room. I cupped my hands around my swollen belly and my closest friend had his arm around my shoulder. Jessie was my safe haven. We watched as the large oak doors closed behind them and I turned my head into Jessie’s shoulder and cried. Isa was sentenced to three years in prison due to physical and sexual assault charges. He pleaded guilty as a one-time offender and was granted a lower sentence. Everyone knew the lower sentence was permitted because his parents came from old money and bribed a hierarchy. But I had full custody of our unborn child and that was all that mattered to me. 
The hardest part about coming forward was knowing that Isa would be on my heels the moment he was released. No matter how much time passed. And I could feel in bones as my lawyer mentioned Isa’s release that it was coming soon. She said he had good behavior. He was good in the cell. He was good with the community jobs. He was good on parole. My lawyer told my husband and I that good behavior is rewarded. She apologized and assured us that Isa understood the terms of his bale and he was not to come near our family. 
But she does not know Isa like I do. 
He is good. 
He is good at gas-lighting. He is good at getting what he desires. He is good at manipulating situations. Isa abused me for years and no one suspected a thing. No one except that man who held my hand as my lawyer promised that I would be protected. He brushed his thumb over the delicate skin as she confirmed Isa would not be coming for me. Or our child. 
I flinched when she referred to Isa as my son’s father. Forcing a person into unprotected sex does not qualify you as a parent. Punishing a person because she becomes pregnant does not qualify you as a parent. Hurting a person because a child will slow you down does not qualify you as a parent. Love qualifies you as a parent. And Jessie loves Oliver as though he is his own flesh and blood. Oliver is no one’s child but Jessie’s and mine. I pushed myself from the table and Jessie finished the conversation for me. We found out I was pregnant that night and this morning I found out we were having a girl. Her name set to be Honey. She was our sweet surprise in a bitter mist. 
I am in the kitchen prepping to bake watermelon-pink cupcakes because I am planning to tell Jessie tonight. I tie my orange and daisy print apron behind my back and combine butter and sugar. I crack an egg against the bowl and measure vanilla extract with a table-spoon. I scoop flour and pinch salt and whisk it together. I sprinkle confetti into the batter because it is Oliver’s favorite. My favorite song plays on the radio and I hum along to “She Calls Me Back” by Noah Kahan. I keep my voice down because Oliver is in his room napping and sway my hips. I smile as warm hands wrap around me. I lean my head back to rest on Jessie’s shoulder.
“Hi princess.”
I drop my wooden spoon in the bowl. 
Jessie is not here. 
My entire body paralyzes with terror as he brushes my peach-blonde hair behind my ear. His finger traces the small scar on the side of my sea-green eye. A scar he gave me.
Jessie is not here.
I close my eyes as his hand travels under my shirt and he squeezes my hips. 
Jessie is not here.
	I am spun around and Isa’s smile does not match the pure venom in his eyes. “Miss me?” He wraps his hand around my throat and his fingers dig into my skin. “Ask me how I did it? How I found you?”
	I close my fingers around his wrist and my voice is raspy. “How?”
	Isa smiles. “Your lawyer was surprisingly easy to persuade. Ten grand for her to tamper with my case and sell your file.” His smile grows. “Surprisingly easy to sleep with too.” 
	This is not happening. Not happening. Not happening.
Isa pushes my head in the sink and wraps his around my peach-blonde hair. Bubbles foam and sting my sea-green eyes. His fingers snap on the garburator and I slap and scratch at his chest.
	“Please,” I choke, “I am pregnant.”
	He pauses and then something peculiar happens. 
Water flows in his eyes and he places a hand over his heart. “I am going to be a father.”
He is crazy.
But I do something insane. 
“Yes. Isa.”
He wraps his arms around me and in his moment of weakness, I reach for the knife and slide it across his neck. 
Blood sprays in my face. Isa drops and twitches on the ground. 
I sink down to the floor and the knife slides out of my hand. My hearts thumps in my chest.
Thump. Thump. Thump.
I brush my peach-blonde hair behind my ears and slowly stand onto my feet. I look at Isa’s body as my tongue slides across my lips and I spit on his fowl face. It drips down his cheek and mixes with the slippery blood. “You cannot hurt me anymore.”
I continue baking the watermelon-pink cupcakes and have set them on the table when Jessie opens the front door. He sees Isa’s body on the carpet and runs overs to me, stumbling as he 
Jessie’s hands cup my face. He brushes his thumb across the plum-purple bruise on my throat. “What happened?”
I smile. “He slipped.”



