Good, Morning

Every morning is typically the same as the one that came before, isn't it? Well I mean I get out of my lonely pillow-filled king-sized bed, head straight to the bathroom to brush my teeth using my soft oral-b electric toothbrush for my fragile gums, complemented the minty flavor of Colgate ultra white toothpaste, same as I did yesterday, well every day. Then I would head downstairs enjoying the melodic squeak made by every step of my wooden staircase, as I make my way to the kitchen to make myself a hot brew of coffee to enjoy on my porch while I ignore my nagging neighbor giving me shit about how tall my grass is. However this morning was different, pretty much everything was the same up to the point of breaking the threshold from my house to the porch, the sun waved at me, yes it waved at me, with a bright smile and a hot wave. Terrified but mesmerized I stood on my porch in a pool of coffee that dropped to process what I was witnessing. I stood there in awe, should I wave back, I mean it’s rude if I don’t right? I slowly shook my hand from left to right as my gaze shifted to the streets to see if I was the only one noticing this. Looking around, my neighborhood is exactly the same, nothing out of the ordinary, down to every strain of grass is where it should be, except, my street seems to be busier than usual. I'm talking about traffic at 6:30 in the morning, crowded bus stops, and people hustling to work as if they didn't sleep the night before. I went over to my neighbor’s house, and frantically knocked on the door, no answer, that’s strange usually she would already be outside glaring at my grass while mumbling slurs. Then I suddenly realized that I didn’t recognize a single soul in my neighborhood. It’s as if E.T. came and replaced everyone and forgot to take me. I decided to take a stroll down the block to test if I was dreaming or if this was actually real. As I walked, I noticed that I was dressed differently than everyone else. There were people dressed in bright red jumpsuits that looked like they hadn’t been washed since they left the factory, while the others were dressed in tailor-made suits, which must be the executive types. I realized that the jumpsuit people were separated from the executive people, both groups were on opposite ends of the street. In an effort to cure my confusion, I stopped one of the ladies in a jumpsuit and asked
“excuse me maam, whats going on? And also why is there a waving sun in the sky”, I asked politely. “Boy move from ya, cya see me done late”, she said as she kissed her teeth and walked away. 
Was that English? I didn’t understand a word she said except for done and late. Even more confused I stopped a friendly-looking old man and asked the same questions. As soon as I opened my mouth I could tell that the man was more confused than I was, when I was silent he began speaking to me in French, at that point I just walked away, hopeless. In a final attempt to figure out, I ran over to the other side of the street where the executives roam, when suddenly I was on my ass. My body slammed into what seemed to be an invisible barrier stopping me from going to the side of the executives. I looked up to see one of the executives looking directly at me with disgust. He looked up at the sun and then pointed at me. Suddenly a burning sensation covered my entire body as my skin began to melt and drip off my bones. That’s it, I'm going to be killed by a smiling sun, isn’t there supposed to be a light that I go into instead it’s just a blinding darkness. Then my eyes opened, I was in my room. I sprung to my feet and opened the blinds and was greeted once more by the sun. convinced I’m going crazy. I frantically run around trying to get some one to give me the answers I need. Suddenly I was teleported to a dungeon-like room, with gargoyles staring at me and fire for walls. A funny-looking skinny fellow was sitting on a throne at the end of the room. He’s dressed in a red suit with red shoes to match, his hair slicked back with all the gel in the world. “Welcome to hell my child”, hell? Did he just say hell?. “yes my child, I have to say u had the most peaceful death I have ever seen for someone that ended up here, you died in your sleep”, he says. I’m Dead!!!


























Erased
I'm scared, scared to dig too deep into myself. A lonely 29-year-old aspiring writer, more like a failed writer. It seems these days all the publishing companies are more interested in younger more creative minds. “Readers wanna see what makes a writer tick, you got to dig deep down into yourself,” they all say. It’s like they’re mocking me, pulling out my deepest fear and throwing it back in my face. Every day I think to myself, “if only I’d done things differently. I don’t think about it too seriously though, there just, as soon as they pop into my head they vanish as never existed. I work as an Uber Eats delivery driver, not cause I like it, just need money. As I was out on my regular delivery route I was struck with a familiar feeling. There it is again, that feeling, it’s like a tingle in the back of my neck warning me of some imminent danger, suddenly I knew something was wrong. My awareness kicked into overdrive, everything around me became vividly clear as I searched for the cause of this strange feeling. A truck passed me in slow motion, that’s it! I quickly hit a U-turn on my scooter and began casing the truck, yelling at the driver to pull over, which proved to be a waste. With my scooter gaining speed I found myself right beside the truck pounding at the sides, I got a look into the side view mirror and saw that the driver was not responding. Why am I doing this, I thought to myself, what's that, a child approaching a crosswalk, focused on his yellow balloon he skipped across paying zero attention to the world around him. Crap, I can't believe I'm doing this. I reached into the truck tugging at the driver, his body managed to shift turning the steering wheel in the process, the boy was saved, I however was pushed onto the opposing side of the ride, staring at a bright red machine headed straight towards me. 
“what am I looking at, ohh it's my life flashing before my eyes, all my memories from childhood to now, presenting themselves before like one short movie, this is what happens when you involve yourself with other people's problems, ohh well, if I'm dead I'm dead, who cares, I sure don’t. I mean, what do I have to live for? Hey, who is that, a girl from my childhood? ”
My eyes forced open, revealing that I was not dead, just in a hospital, hooked up to machines keeping me alive. “it’s about time”, I heard. looked over to see Mya sitting in the corner looking at me with a smile on her face. Mya, she’s just a girl that I work with, apparently she saw the accident go down, she told me that I was in here for two days and that she was the only one who came to visit me until I woke up. Not surprising, as I literally am the definition of a loner, my moms alive but lives hours away, plus we’re not very close.
In the taxi ride, I began thinking about what happened to me, that tingle. It’s happened before and every time it does I seem to go back in 5-10 mins back in time, it only happens when something bad is about to happen though, I usually manage to fix whatever it is that is about to happen without any consequences or casualties, except this time. As I faced my front door I realized that it was ajar, pushing it fully open I was faced by a figure standing in my kitchen cooking noodles, Mom? The hospital called her, filling her in on what had happened. Now, she’s in my kitchen and refuses to go to a hotel. At nightfall, we sat in front of the TV watching the news and eating noodles. On the news a missing girl was found wandering down a lonely street, “ you remember back then when something like this happened in our neighborhood”? mom asked, “How can I forget”. When I was a kid a group of kids went missing one by one, and eventually they all turned up dead, they were my friends, we all were in the same class, played at the same playground then one day they were picked off one by one.
In the morning Mom and I were leaving the local grocery store, when I saw a little boy drop his ice cream cone, then suddenly it happened again, the tingle, before I knew it I was back in time watching the same kid drop his ice cream. “crap, where is, where is it! As I looked frantically looking for whatever seemed out of place. Then I saw it. A man wearing sunglasses and a cowboy hat walking holding a little girl's hand. I kept my eyes on him waiting for anything awkward to happen so that I could intervene, then to my surprise he turned and looked at me, released the girl's hand, and casually walked to his driving away. Did I just stop a kidnapping? Yes, I did, I mean look a that guys m.o, he didn’t want to be seen, and what’s up with that look he gave me, it’s as if he knew me. He definitely knows me, and those eyes, those dark blue eyes looked so familiar to me, where have I seen those eyes before?
I decided to go get some ice cream to clear my head while my mom took the groceries home. I can't stop thinking about those eyes, where have I seen them before? I figured ill just let it go, the most important thing is, that I stopped him from kidnapping that girl. Walking into my apartment I noticed that the door was wide open, that’s strange, she wants us to get robbed I see. Entering the room everything is a mess, the table is turned over broken plates and pots are on the floor. I entered the bedroom to find my mom on the ground in a pool of blood. I froze in shock. “No no no this can't be happening”, I repeated. Dropping to her side turning her over to reveal a knife in her abdomen. I shook her lifeless body in hopes of waking her up. I was snapped back to reality by the sound of sirens outside, I looked up to see my neighbor looking over me with a scared look on her face, she ran screaming for help yelling “he’s in here, he’s covered in blood”. It wasn’t me, I didn’t do this. I ran behind in hopes of explaining, but instead, I was faced by police with their guns drawn. I had no other choice but to run, I ran in the opposite direction to the fire escape, scared and confused, and then suddenly I felt the tingle. Feeling revealed hoping that I could change the timeline and save my mom I continued running waiting for it to happen. My eyes closed, and everything went silent. When they opened I was still running but I was in a totally different location. “where am I, this looks familiar”. Then suddenly I heard a kid's voice telling me to hurry up. It was John, one of the kids that was killed when I was a kid. I followed him around a corner, To my surprise it was my old elementary school, sporting a banner that said “Class of 2002”. I was 8 years old again. “why did it bring me so far back, is this a new chance at life”. Filed with questions I played along with my 8-year-old life and went to class. In the school halls, I saw a calendar on the wall, today was the after the first murder and the day before the second. I quickly realized why I was here, to stop the other murders and catch the killer. In the class I can't help but experience nostalgia, it feels good to be back here as a kid. At the front of the class stood the teacher writing the day's lesson on the board, he turned around to greet us and then I saw it, the same eyes as the kidnapper from the future. It’s him. Trying to hide my true feelings I went through the day thinking of how I am going to take him down.
I devised a plan to follow him after school in hopes of finding clues. I followed him to an abandoned scrap yard and watched him go into an old school. Thirty minutes later he left, dressed in all black. No is my chance. I entered the school bus only to find a box. The box had clothes of young children, and various toys along with a rope that had blood on it. I immediately ran to the police and showed them the evidence. The next day in the papers the headlines read “Kid Killer Caught”.
Relieved, my eyes and suddenly I was back in the halls of my apartment. The aroma of sweet noodles filling the air, I opened my door to find my mom alive and well making dinner. I gave her the biggest hug as we sat to feast on our meal. I know who I am. I am Chronos. 





























Evelon

Nothing is ever new, As the saying goes history repeats itself, every major event that happens in the present happened before somewhere in the past, not even we as humans are new just DNA passed down from generation to generation. In the bustling city of New Haven, hidden beneath the rouge of the ordinary world, an enigmatic realm of magic lay dormant known to only a select few who possess special gifts that make them different. On her way to work Jane, a 25-year-old accountant, is met by a group of four thirsty men cat-calling trying to get her attention. Ignoring them proved as useless as using a fork to eat soup. They continued to follow her calling her degrading names, not knowing how to handle their persistence, Jane sped up her walk in an attempt to lose them. They were on a mission and they are not about to give up, they chase behind her, grabbing her arm while shoving her into an alley. Her knees were bruised and her arm red, Jane’s heart started to run out of her chest as she prepares for what comes next. One of them begins unbuckling his, whispering all the things he is going to do to her,  belt while two others continue degrading her with words and the other standing lookout. Feeling distraught, helpless, and furious, Jane sat in the corner of the alley knowing her faith, shaking with fear. She then begins thinking to herself, thinking to her self about what she wishes would happen to this horrible scum on earth. She looks at the one unbuckling his pants, and pictures his testicles bursting, dropping him to the ground squirming in pain. In the blink of an eye, Jane hears a loud pop, followed by a screech. He was on the ground, just as she pictured it. She sprung to her feet looking around frantically and confused, the two other men who loved degrading her looked at her, and she looked at them while thinking of the mouth disappearing. So she thought, so was done, the men's mouths vanished leaving a smooth surface where they used to be. Jane, shocked, took the opportunity to run. She jumped over the men and ran for the exit, totally forgetting that there was still one more guy guarding the exit. As she is running down the alley she sees him, and closes her eyes, picturing he was simply not there. As her eyes open, they are greeted by a clear exit and a pile of dust on the floor. Jane is stunned at the sight but continues running out of the alley into the main street. “what the hell just happened?, am I a witch? Am I dreaming?, she asks herself in confusion. Starstruck by what happened, Jane decides to go home instead of work to book a doctor's appointment to get her brain scanned. While walking, she keeps looking behind her, feeling like someone’s eyes are on her. She stands and looks behind her, as she turns around she bumps into a tall man in a long dark cloak. He proceeds to grab her masking her face with cloth covered in a substance that knocks Jane out cold.
Feeling weak and dizzy, Jane’s eyes slowly open, as she is greeted by the sound of two voices arguing, “She is not the one”, “yes she is”, they bicker. She looks around, she appears to be in a small room with shelves made from logs, with weird-looking vials on them, some kind of doctor's office, she sees a door and two clocked figures. Jane slowly gets up,” Where am I, who are you? She asked. Without getting an answer Jane dashed past the two cloaked figures and opened the door and froze. Stunned by the amazing sight of dragons flying through the air, and trolls roaming the streets, fairies sparking past her face, Jane knew she wasn’t in New Haven anymore. Eyes wide open, Jane went back into the room to seek answers. “what is this place? And where am I? Suddenly the tall cloak figures threw off their cloaks revealing their true identity. They were trolls, one on top of the other, four in total. Two of them transformed into two of the men that were harassing Jane earlier. They begin explaining to her that they were only testing her, and she was never in any real danger, “We only wanted to see if you had the DNA”, they explained. “DNA?”, Jane asked.
“Yes, a long time ago a great God ruled over this magical land you see before you, he not only ruled over it but created it. From every leaf to the bright purple sky, scorching sun, and a cool blue moon is his creation. That God was Anansi. Anansi was the God of freedom, he was a funny soul full of tricks and pranks. The other Gods disliked him, they envied his free spirit and his ability to see the light in the most serious of situations, and they often shunned him because of it. One day Anansi’s brother, Jackle, turned to the dark side. He disobeyed the only law, do not interfere with the God's creation. He came down to our land eradicating every species one by one. We had no savior, hope was lost, the Gods sat back and watched as it happened, not wanting to break their own rule, even though it meant saving lives, but not Anansi, he came to our rescue, gathering what was left of each species and bringing them here, to the land he created as a safe haven. He proceeded to battle his brother, the battle lasted a whole day, and in the end, both brothers perished. Before he died Anansi passed on his DNA to a stranger who happened to be in the carnage so that one day he would be reincarnated, and so did his brother. Since then the two brothers have been reincarnated to continue their battle until the DNA gene is destroyed. You, Jane, are the next reincarnation of Anansi. Jackle has already awakened running a muck on the far west side of the country. It is up to you to put an end to his tyranny once and for all”
Jane sat on a chair trying to process what she just heard, they must have the wrong person she thought, but it did explain what happened in the alley. Jane explains that she is just a lonely accountant who knows nothing about magic or whatever it is that’s inside of her. She always felt that she was destined for greatness but she didn’t expect this, I’m not a fighter, I can't even kill a roach in my apartment, how am I supposed to defeat a god? The trolls explained to her that her powers lie dormant within her and that she is capable of things she could only dream of. A decision must be made with hast, Jackle will be here at the capital within three days at the rate he is going, and we will train you in the art of combat and teach you how to efficiently use your powers. Jane reminisces on her life, she realizes that she’s always been a loner and a protector, she sticks up for people without even knowing them. On that note, she accepts. Training will begin right away, yelled the trolls in sync. With Jackle quickly approaching, Jane only had 3 days to fully awaken her dormant powers and become the great warrior the people of Evelon need to save them.
The training consists of both mental and physical challenges. Jane had to practice fighting holograms of Jackle’s mega troll minions. After hours of training, Jane didn’t manage to hit the holograms not once. Frustrated she slammed her sword to the ground and walked off. She found an old sycamore tree that she felt drawn to. She sat under its arms crying, and out of nowhere a spider climbed on her shoulder claiming to be Anansi. He told her in order to awaken her powers she needed to believe, then disappeared.
With that in mind, she marched back to the training grounds filled with confidence but still failed. The day of reckoning came and Jane still hasn’t learnt to control her powers. Jackle and his army marches in the capital destroying everything in their path. Terrified, Jane stood her ground a faced Jackle and his alone but strong. Jackle in his deep demonic voice says, “Kill her”, a that moment Jane's entire body tingles and she whispers “I believe”. She destroys Jackle’s minions with ease leaving the both of them to face of one on one. His body covered in scars shows that he is no stranger to battle. They fought sword to sword equally match, it came down to a battle of stamina and Jackle won. Beaten on the ground Jane stares at the point of Jackle’s sword as he says, “You’re the weakest one yet, prepare to die”. Jane's eyes closed as she imagined the sword turning to rubber, and it did. “no, the power of imagination, how could someone so weak manage to control its capabilities”. Jane stripped him out of his armor and watched as he melted into the ground. She did it. The war is over and the people of Evelon are safe.




