
Chapter X

Persia couldn't do the talking, at least not for a few hours.

Maya did it for her.

The girl was stunned by her family, a sucker for their stories.

Persia didn't tell her much over the time they knew each other.

"Wait, so, you've been on this earth since it started?"

Sprite laughed, her tongue clicking against the roof of her mouth as

she shook her head.

The gesture felt familiar, caused a warm feeling to spread in her

chest.

"No, we have been here for seven thousand years."

Maya tuned in, and Persia was sure that she didn't understand a thing

of what was actually going on.

Sprite bore Persia small glances every now and then.

It did make her happy to hear them speak.

She missed Sprite more than she thought, but didn't allow herself to

show it.

She had no clue how long they'd even he staying.

"Persia, can I talk to you."

She lowered her face and got up from the couch, walking a er Sersi.

Her eyes were tired, menacing to give up on her. Body covered in

scratches.

They stopped in Persia's room, Sersi closing the door a er them.

Both stood opposite each other, taking in the sight of one another.

Persia couldn't believe it.

Sersi was here.

"You've changed." the woman spoke very gently.

Persia looked down at herself, then nodded.

"I don't mean physically, I mean yes you've changed physically, a lot

but-" Sersi took a breath. "your persona is di erent."

Persia nodded again, the corners of her lips li ing a little, "I know.

None of you did."

Sersi laughed.

Oh, there it was.

The known motherly smile.

"You're here because of the Deviant, aren't you?"

The smile disappeared and was replaced with a cooler facade. "Yes, it

happened to us too. Ikaris showed up out of no where. You killed the

one we thought we did back in London."

Persia didn't comment on the hint Sersi made at Ikaris showing up

again. If their love fell apart, it must have hurt.

There was no way she'd be the one to bring it up.

"Do you know where they came from? Since when they are able to do

that?"

Sersi shook her head, obviously uncomfortable with the little

information she had.

"We want to look for Ajak, ask her what she things we should do."

Persia swallowed the clump down her throat, stomach pulling her

down.

"Why did you come to me first?" she asked, tilting her head slightly.

Sersi shrugged in response. "I'm aware that you su ered most with

us breaking apart-"

"Sersi please, spare your pity." Persia interrupted.

The woman stopped, closed her mouth.

"I don't know if I want to see the others."

Persia explained, putting a hand to her chest and rubbing it gently.

"I have moved on, the best I could. I think that if we reunite now, I

would not be able to handle us breaking apart again."

Sersi inhaled, nodded understandingly through an exhale. "Yes, I

understand."

But Persia knew Sersi wasn't honest.

The girl had kept her family at a distance consciously for years by

then.

Wherever she felt their energy, she took a turn around it, sometimes

even choked it down which made her weak.

The combination of a fighter and thinker, that's what Makkari always

spoke about.

"What do you think is right?" Persia questioned, catching her o

guard.

Sersi thought of an answer for a long time. "I won't make you go with

us, Ajak will understand. But I think there will be a piece missing if

you're not there."

Persia took in her words and let them wash over her.

"I'm not the girl you know anymore."

"I think you're being too hard on yourself."

" You don't know me, Sersi."

The woman pulled her face back at the sharp tone, then slouched her

back again.

"I guess you are right. That doesn't change my love for you though."

She hesitantly felt for her hand,

"I want you with us, we all want it. But if you don't want to, no one

will make you."

Persia stared down at their hands, like her mind couldn't

comprehend the touch.

She knew deep in her heart, she shouldn't go.

It could ruin them again.

Somehow the little girl in her fought against those doubts with the

childish reason of regaining that chance of hope.

The little sparkle.

"Fine, give me ten minutes to pack."

"What?"

"You heard me." Persia smiled tiredly, yet a small reflection suddenly

present in the dark of her eyes.

Sersi lit up with a cheeky grin, pulled the girl into her arms.

She returned the hug.

Persia loosened herself, went to twist the doorknob when two people

fell right in front of their feet.

"Did you guys spy on our talk?" Sersi scolded, putting her hands on

her hips.

Maya and Sprite looked at each other as if they were unbelieving of

the fact that they were pancaked to the ground.

"Ikaris made us!" Sprite defended, pointing behind her at the not-so-

innocent man innocently drinking water in the kitchen.

Persia crossed her arms in front of her chest, awaiting an explanation

from Maya who hadn't spoken a word.

"Listen I-"

" Five minutes."

"Huh?"

"You have five minutes to pack, go!"

Maya's eyes shot open, she was up the ground within the blink of an

eye and disappeared out of the room.

"Didn't you say ten minutes?" Ikaris asked, peaking his head out of

the doorframe.

Persia rolled her eyes, "That's five minutes less of her babbling, you

should be grateful."

Finally, Sprite got herself o  the ground and showed her a wide smile,

"I missed you."

Persia looked down at her and pulled her into a hug, "Missed you too,

big girl."
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Wherever they got the plane tickets that fast, she had no idea.

They had no mind controller or intimidating person, the closest

coming to it were Sprite's illusions which made Maya jump every

time.

Still, the trip to South Dakota was quite a silent one.

Persia still avoided starting conversations, even if it were the people

she spend 7000 years with. They weren't really all that familiar, at

points she felt like she was talking to a stranger.

It stung where her heart sat in her chest.

"How many do we have to collect?" Maya wiggles around in her seat,

squeezed between Sprite and Persia.

"You're taking about us like stupid trading cards!" Sprite laughed,

almost making fun of her.

Maya defended herself weakly, "I mean, that idea also isn't the

worst."

Instead of talking about anything relevant, during the whole flight

they discussed the value of each eternal measured as trading cards.

Persia thought it was silly, but joined in as soon as Sprite gave her a

rating below herself. "That's rude, what quality of yours is better than

mine?"

"Oh come on, my illusions are just cooler than whatever you can do."

She ended up not getting a solid reply.

The rest of the ride, Persia slept most of it.

Her body was finally loosening up and she allowed herself to rest

amongst the others.

Sprite fell asleep in the car next to her too a er all the talking with

Maya, who also knocked herself out.

They woke when the road started getting rocky.

Persia rubbed her eyes and blinked against the foggy light. When she

tilted herself forward to look out of the window, the sky rumbling

with thunder, carrying dark clouds behind it.

The car drove on the breach between clear

sunlight and the consuming dark blue.

Patches of sharp, weakly green colored blades of grass ran o  into

every direction.

Then she saw it, just a small hut in the middle of the huge field, such

a small point in the distance that it was barely visible.

"She hasn't changed either." Persia said, Sersi agreeing in the front

seat.

She certainly wouldn't have admitted it, but she was nervous.

Unbelievably nervous, her body unable to sit still, eyes fixated on the

house, not moving in fear it would disappear.

When they reached it, the sky had been consumed by the weather,

anticipating their arrival.

Persia got out of the car, cracking her knuckles.

"Maya, will you stay here." she said, eyeing her through the window.

The girl wanted to protest when she read the expression and fell back

into the seat. "I will be waiting."

Persia nodded gratefully, closed the door behind her.

She immediately knew something was o .

The energy of her family was formed from the same gravel, the same

stars.

All the same energy.

But none manifested like the other.

Ajak felt like the eye of a tornado, the calm in all chaos.

There was chaos, but no calm.

They headed for the house, Sersi walking up front. The door was

open.

Ikaris tried reassuring them that Ajak never locked her door, but the

comfort didn't do much for them.

Sersi called Ajak's name a few times.

The lights were extinguished, the temperature freezing.

Rain started pouring.

" Something's wrong." Persia said under a breath.

She was still looking through the house, admiring the elements.

It reminded her so much of her. In so long, she hadn't been this close

to Ajak.

The others were out of the house, searching the yard.

The steps got heavier, faster.

Sesi called Ajak's name, but it was so much more desperate than

before.

Her heart dropped in Persia's chest, her feet moving her out of the

door before she could guide them on her own.

She reached where the others stood, stared down to ground.

The eye of a tornado.

Ajak laid on the ground, skin grey, Sersi's bloodshot hand resting on

her cheek.

Her lower lip stared quivering, body refusing to support her any

longer.

All the newfound energy she regained during her sleep, if drowned

until she was le  as an empty vessel that begged to be filled.

The pain that tickled her skin intensified until all she could feel was a

tearing of her heart.

Sprite also dropped down next to her.

" Ajak." she crawled up to the woman, putting a trembling finger to

her face, right above Sersi's hand.

Persia felt for the energy she was longing for, but there was none.

She couldn't help herself any longer, loosing herself to sobs that

shook her body.

" No no no." she kept repeating, unaware of someone putting their

hand to her shoulder.

Control sept from her, a tortured scream causing her cosmic energy

to flood into the earth. A sound wave, almost a small earthquake

exceeded where she was kneeling.

"She can't be dead." Persia cried, tears paving down her face.
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Persia was unable to for a sentence, still lost in cries. The others were

in the house, but she couldn't go back in.

Instead, she sat with Maya on the ground in front of the vehicle, had

her face buried in her neck.

When Persia was finally able to step away from Ajak's body, she

headed for the car immediately. She couldn't handle the others

energy.

More like the lack of Ajak's.

Maya could be oblivious at times, but when she took one look at

Persia's face, she understood.

Did not even ask a question.

Just sat there, ran a hand through her hair, sometimes humming a

so  " shh."

"If I hadn't le , she'd still be here." Persia choked, wiping her tears

with the back of her hand, "I didn't get to say goodbye."

The harsh sobs didn't seem to stop, she thought they would go on

forever until she was too weak to keep them going.

"She died thinking I hated her."

"No, you know that's not true." Maya spoke, pulling her a little closer.

Out of all eternals, Persia spoke about her the most, if she ever

decided to.

"This was a mistake, I shouldn't have come here." Persia got up, "I

shouldn't have dragged you here, i'm sorry."

"Wait hold on-"

"Maya, I just want to go home."

Persia's voice cracked, "I want to be back on our stupid couch and

listen to you ramble about physics. I want to forget we came her. I

don't want to be thrown back into the world of a superhero. I just

want to live."

"No you listen to me." Maya got up and forced Persia to meet her

eyes.

There was only one sore light and it barely caught their features.

"You're not doing yourself justice by running."

"This is not about justice!" Persia yelled, trying to keep her words

from submitting to her cries, "I failed a long time ago."

"Yes, and you're the one taking that second chance away from

yourself!"

Maya stepped up to her and took her by the wrists, keeping them

from running over her eyes.

"This is not how Ajak would have wanted it. No one wanted it to be

this way. But she knew, she could count on you."

Persia took a few shaking breaths.

The image of her dead body didn't leave her mind.

"They came to get me because I was part of them a long time ago.

Because destiny forced us to be a union." Persia breathed, chest

shaking.

"And what about it?" Maya asked, twisting her face so she could look

at Persia again,

"They are your family. Destiny or not.

You fell apart, but what matters is that you are back here."

Persia didn't want to listen.

"Persia, hear me out this once." Maya whispered,

"It will forever be your life, but don't allow yourself to give up

because your don't think you're strong enough."

"I'm tired of being strong."

"Oh Pear, I know." She wrapped her arms around the crying girl.

" Your family needs you, Persia."

Maya spoke as so  as she could, convinced it was the only way to

reach through to her best friend.

" You need them."

Persia tried her best to control her breathing. Maya was right,

"I need them."

They stayed like that for a while, until even the light went out.

"I hate when you look through me." Persia whispered, a light sarcasm

to her voice.

Maya chuckled, squeezed her once more a little tighter and pulled her

away from her.

She was about to open her mouth to say something, when she heard

the others call Sersi's name.

Persias eyes shot open, both girls heading for the source of the

voices.

Sersi was sitting on the ground, besides Ajak.

Persia felt nausea grow again, tears rising but kept her sight on the

others

"What's wrong?" she asked lightly.

"Arishem, the sphere that Ajak talked to him with." her hand rose to

her neckline.

"He spoke to me."

Persia swallowed, facing her feet.

So it really was serious.

The others stayed silent, until Ikaris broke it.

"Persia, if you want to go it would-"

"No,"

she interrupted, clearing her throat, "I want to stay, if you want me

to."

Sersi felt for her hand, a fear to her eyes.

"We want nothing more than that."

"Alright." Persia exhaled, still forcing her eyes from Ajak,

"Then we will need to get the others."

—
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