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Abstract

The paper deals with the problem of rendering descriptions of feelings and sensations in the
speculative fiction novel Rebirth of Order by D.D. Williams. It has been found that the "emotional
paradigm” of Dark Academia and Romantasy genres acts as a fundamental instrument for generating
psychological tension, requiring specific reformulation strategies to achieve functional equivalence.
The research systematizes translation techniques based on the taxonomies of A. Kozachuk and Molina
& Hurtado Albir, integrating P. Stockwell’s cognitive-stylistic framework of "textural reading.” The
practical part contains a linguistic analysis, demonstrating that literal translation, modulation, and
transposition are the primary tools for preserving the atmospheric quality of the source text.

Key words: Dark Academia, emotional paradigm, emotionally colored vocabulary,
modulation, Rebirth of Order, Romantasy, translation techniques.

AHoOTaIiA

Poboty nmpucBsueHo npoOieMi BiATBOPEHHS OMHCIB MOYYTTIB 1 BiAYYTTIB Y pOMaHi B XKaHpi
cnekynatuBHoi Oenerpuctuku /1. JI. Binbsamc «Bigpomkenns nopsaky». Bussieno, mo «emoliiiHa
napaaurma» >kaHpiB Dark Academia Tta Romantasy € OCHOBHHUM IHCTPYMEHTOM CTBOPEHHS
MICUXOJIOTTYHOT HAMIPYTH, 1110 MOTpedye 3aCTOCYBAHHS CHEIU(IUHUX CTpaTeriil nepeopmyaroBaHHs
JUISE  JOCATHEHHS  (DYHKIIOHAJIBHOT ~ ©KBIBAJICHTHOCTI. Y  JOCHIPKEHHI CHCTEMAaTH30BaHO
nepeKyagalpKki npuidoMu Ha ocHOBI Kinacudikamiii A. Kozauyka ta Momninu 1 Xyprago Ans0ip i3
3QTy4eHHSIM KOTHITUBHO-CTHJIICTHYHOI KOHIEMIii «TekctypHoro uutanas» [I. Croksermia.
[IpakTyHa YacTUHA MICTUTH JIIHTBICTUYHMN aHali3, KU JOBOAMTH, IO JOCIIBHUN MepeKias,
MOJIYJIALIST T4 TPAHCHO3MIlS € OCHOBHUMHU 1HCTpYMEHTaMU 30epekKeHHS aTMOC(epHOCTI TEKCTYy
OpUTiHAIY.

Kurouosi cioBa: «BigpomkeHHs MOpAIKY», BIITBOPEHHS MOYYTTIB, €MOIIiifHA MMapaaurma,
eMOIl11fHO 3a0apBiieHa JIeKcUKa, MOAYJISLIS, epekiananbki npuiiomu, Dark Academia, Romantasy.
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Introduction

The relevance of the research topic is driven by the intensification of intercultural contacts
and the necessity for high-quality adaptation of contemporary English-language prose amidst
globalization. Currently, the "Dark Academia™ and "Romantasy" genres are gaining substantial
popularity; however, their comprehensive perception depends on the skillful reproduction of the
original text's emotional paradigm. D.D. Williams’ novel Rebirth of Order is chosen for its dense
linguopoetic structure, where sensory and emotionally colored vocabulary act as fundamental
instruments for generating psychological tension. Investigating the methods of rendering these units
not only surmounts linguistic barriers but also ensures emotional equivalence in translation,
facilitating the popularization of contemporary foreign literature in Ukraine.

Analysis of Recent Research and Publications. The theoretical landscape surrounding
translation strategies and the rendering of expressive imagery in literary prose has been shaped by
diverse academic perspectives, focusing on both linguistic transformations and cognitive-stylistic
analysis. General equivalence and transformation systems were explored by Mona Baker (2018) and
Jeremy Munday (2016), who focused on pragmatic dimensions and stylistic interventions.
Domestically, Viacheslav Karaban (2015) and Leonid Chernovaty systematized English-Ukrainian
shifts and psycholinguistic intent, while Anatoliy Kozachuk (2023) updated the taxonomy of
translation techniques, and others.

Specific challenges of translating sensory and emotional language are addressed through
cognitive linguistics. Peter Stockwell (2020) and Jean Boase-Beier (2020) established mechanisms
for "textural" reading and capturing the author’s emotional "mind-style.” Locally, Olena Selivanova
(2017) and Iryna Shevchenko investigated the cognitive mapping of emotional concepts and their
transformation across language systems, and others.

The aim of the study is the analysis of linguistic and translation-specific means of rendering
descriptions of feelings and sensations in the Ukrainian translation of D.D. Williams’ novel Rebirth
of Order.

In line with the aim of the study, the following tasks are set:

1. to perform a translation of the selected chapters of D.D. Williams’ novel Rebirth of
Order into Ukrainian;
2. to characterize the genre and stylistic features of the source text and the role of the

emotional paradigm in the author’s idiostyle;
3. to establish the theoretical framework for the translation of emotionally colored vocabulary
and sensation-defining units in English prose;

4. to identify and systematize the specific translation techniques and transformations
applied in the process of rendering sensory and emotional imagery.

The material of the study comprises the English-language novel Rebirth of Order by D.D.
Williams (approx. 600 pages) and the author’s own translation of the selected chapters into Ukrainian
(50 pages / 40,000 characters), which serves as the practical basis for the analysis.

Structure of the diploma paper. The BA paper consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, a list of references with 13 entries, and appendices. The total number is 53 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of Rebirth of Order by D.D. Williams

Source text

Rebirth Of Order

Author’s Notes

Book one is the start of an eight book series. Filled to the brim
with clues and codes for you to find and crack. It’s a slow burn in
every right, so if you are expecting spice, it won’t happen in this
book.

Relationships are being built, and the enemies are becoming more
treacherous by the minute. While reading, if you suspect certain
things are left open, I promise it’s for a reason. Future books will
always guide you back here—book one, and every circle will
become closed by the end of the series.

Please check the trigger warnings as things in this book may be
hard to read. I strive for your safety and comfort, so please, if
anything in the warnings seem alarming, for your safety and
mental stability, take caution. If you do take a chance on this
series, | hope you enjoy book one as much as | did writing it.

Thank you!

Target text

BinpomkeHHs MOpsIIKyY

[TpumiTku aBTOpa

Knura nepma — modaTok cepii 3 BOCbMU 4acTHH. BoHa 3amoBHeHa
miKa3kaMu Ta muQpamu, sSKi BaM JOBEAETHCS 3HAWTH Ta pO3TagaTy.
Lle noBinbHU, aTMOC(hEpHU PO3BUTOK CTOCYHKIB, TOXK «TapsSdux»
CLIEH TYT HE Iepe10aueHo.

['epoi mocTynoBo 307MKYIOTbCS, aje iXHI NPOTHMBHUKHM 3 KOKHOIO
XBWJIMHOIO CTaIOTh HEOE3MEeUHIINMHU. | SIKIII0 BaM 34a€ThCsl, IO MIOCh
JIMILUIIOCS. HE3aBEpLUICHUM — 3HalTe, 116 YaCTUHA BEIMKOIo 3a1yMy.
HacTynHi kHUTY 1jopa3y noBepTaTUMYTh Bac /0 MepIoi, 1 10 ¢iHaty
cepii BC1 KoJ1a 3aMKHYThCSL.

bynbp nacka, 3BepHITH yBary Ha 3acCTEpEKEHHS, OCKUIBKM JEsKl
MOMEHTH B I[iil KHU31 MOXKYTh OYTH CKIIQAHUMH TSl CIIPUUHSTTS. MeHi
BaXJIMBO, 100 BU MOYyBaIKCS B Oe3Melll, TOMY SIKILO I10Ch y CIIUCKY
TPUTepiB Bac HACTOPOXKYeE, Moa0alTe mpo cede i ynTaiTe 006epe’kHO.
Slkiio  BM BUpIIIMTE AATH 1[Il cepii MIAHC, IIUPO CIOIIBAIOCS, IO
nepuia KHUra Mojiapye BaM CTUIBKU XK Bpak€Hb, CKUIBKM MEHI —
rpolec il HalMCaHHs.

Hskyro!



P.S. No Al was used in any part of the writing, editing, artwork, P.S. Ilix yac namwcaHHs, pedaryBaHHs, CTBOPEHHs LIIOCTpaliid Ta
or creative process. TBOPYOTO MPOIECY HE BUKOPUCTOBYBABCS IITYYHHUI IHTEICKT.

TRIGGER WARNINGS emotionally colored vocabulary 3ACTEPEXXEHHS

Panic attacks, Traumatic death, Violence, Blood-Torture, Strong Ilaniuni aTaku, CMepTh, HACHJIBCTBO, TOPTYPH, HEHOPMATHBHA
Language, Invasion of Privacy, Slut Shaming, Nudity, Murder, nekcuka, BTpy4aHHS B OCOOMCTE O>KUTTS, UPUHIDKCHHS JKIHOK,
Amputation, Decapitation, Gore, Attempted Murder, Assault, oromenicTb, BOUBCTBO, aMITyTallis, 00€3roJOBIOBAaHHS, KPOB, CIIpoba
Bullying, Car accident, Mental health, Sexual Harassment, BOuBcTBa, Hamaj, 3HYIIaHHS, aBTOMOOIIbHA KaTacTpoda, NMCHXIYHEe
Stalking, Frogs and Lizards. 37I0POB'sI, CEKCyalibHi JJOMaraHHs, epeciilyBanHs1, )a0u Ta SIipKu.

* 3ragkd Mpo CeKCcyaldbHE HACHIBLCTBO HaJ HEMOBHOIITHIM (T03a

* References to sexual abuse of a minor (Off-page in flashbacks, kaxpom, y bopmi criorazis; He cTOCY€eThCS TOTOBHUX IEPCOHAXKIB).
Not involving main group.)

VISIT RASERIES.COM FOR FULL/ UPDATED LIST BIZIBITAWMTE RASERIES.COM, OB O3HAMOMUTUCS 3

Rebirth academy

House Earth
House Life
House Fire
House Death
White Wing
Green Wing
Medical Wing
Red Wing
Black Wing
Colosseum
Speak Easy
Heaven's Hole
Training Center

I[TOBHHM/OHOBJIEHUM CITMCKOM

Akaziemisi BIIpOIKEHHS

Jim 3emui

Him XKurrs

Jim Bornto

Him Cwmepri
bine Kpuio
3enene Kpuio
Menuune Kpuno
Yepsone Kpuito
Yopue Kpuno
Komnizeit
Taemuuii bap
He6ecna IIpipBa
Hapuanpuuii LlenTp


http://raseries.com/

Dean's Office
Missing Room
A. D’s Office

Elders

Guest Dorm

For all of you who’ve raised your glass in turmoil.
And tasted the agony of destruction.

Then swallowed the burn of revenge.

And asked for another shot.

Let’s give a toast...

To Death, the coldest Bitch | know.
Chapter 1

A faded memory
KYRA

The funeral was better than expected if I'm being honest. It’s been
a week since her passing, and everyone is acting as though it’s a
normal death. Typically when someone passes, a reason is given
to friends and family: old age, a car crash, murder, etc. Those are
the things I’d prefer to hear. Normal.

Damp hair drapes over my shoulder, sticking to the small part of
my exposed chest as rain soaks it, and tears stain my cheeks while
droplets merge within them. I don’t know if the liquid seeping into

KaGiner /lekana

Kimnara 3aukmmx

Kabiner 3acTynHuKa qeKaHa
CrapiimuHu

I'yproxkurok

3a TUX, XTO MiJHIMAB KeIUX y OYpXJIUBI YacH.
I BimuyBaB cMaK HECTEPITHUX MYK PYHHYBaHb
KoBratouu ripky momcry.

I mpocuB 11e 1Mo oAHIM.

JlaBaiiTe miTHiMEMO TOCT. ..

3a CMepTh, HAWXOJIOAHIIITY CTEPBY, SKY 5 3HAIO.

Po3min 1

Crepruii crioraj
KAMPA

YecHo Kaxkyud, MOXOpPOH OyB Kpamium, HDK S odikyBasia. Bike
THUXJICHb, SIK BOHA MTOMepJIa, 1 BC1 MOBOASATHCS TakK, HIOM 1€ 3BUYaiiHa
CMepTh. 3a3BHYaif, KOJIM XTOCh TIOMHpAE, JPY3IM Ta POJUHI
MOBIIOMJISIIOTh IPUYMHY: CTapicTh, aBTOKaTacTpoda abo BOMBCTBO.
Hywmaro, came 1ie 51 6 xoTina nouytu. [l{ock Tumnose.

Moxkpe BoJioccs criajiac MeHi Ha Tieue i JIUIMHE A0 HEBEIUKOI AUTSTHKH
rpyaei, He TPHUKPUTOI OJATOM — JOII MPOCOYYE HOr0 HACKPI3h.
Cnpo3u pO3MHUBAIOTBCA MO MIOKAX 1 3MIMIYIOTBCS 3 XOJIOJAHUMU
KpaIuisiIMM, 110 MaJaloTh 3ropu. S BkKe HE po3yMmilo, 110 MOTpaIuise



my mouth is my own or rain, but either way, even the heavens
weep for her.

The gathered crowd dissipates until I’'m the only one left.
Hushed...Unmoving...Rigid...Transfixed. Simply put, hurt.

Rosie was without a family. No one mourns her other than me, yet
strange bodies had attended her funeral. False friends claiming to
have known such an amiable soul gathered to witness the mangled
body of someone they met in passing. Fuck’em all.

Freshly dug dirt becomes a darker tint as the rain collides with it.
The smell penetrating my nose is a reminder that no more than a
week ago Rosie and | were running through a haunted field.
Halloween was always her favorite holiday. Each year she’d make
plans for us to visit as many haunted hotels, houses, and fields as
we could in a day. A fun thrill, being chased, and all too consuming
until it wasn’t.

I place a lily at the center of her casket when workers signal my
time has ended. “This hole needs filling, and there’s other graves
to dig,” they say as if I'm an inconvenience.

Dirt falls and thuds over her walnut casket, snapping me out of
deep thought, which consumes my harsh reality. To my right, a
man shovels more dirt and tosses it into the hole like someone who
is immune to feeling anything.

Dark brown hair fastens to the forehead of his expressionless, pale
face, and the veins in his arms bulge with each shovel swing. Part
of me envies him, yet the other part wonders how many bodies he
has buried till now. Ten? Twenty? Thirty? Nah. It has to be in the
hundreds.

MEHi JI0 poTa — MO COJIOHI CIIhO3H YH J0II0BA Boja. Ta, 3pemToto, 11e
HE Ma€ 3HaYeHHs. 3/1a€ThCsl, HaBITh HEOO OIUIAKYE i1 pa3oM 31 MHOIO.

HartoBm moTpoxy po3XOoAauThes, JMIIaloud MeHe camy. llpurtuxia...
Hepyxowma... Ckyra... 3acturia. [Ipocrimie kaxy4u, mopaHeHa.

VY Posi e Oyno ponunu. Ilo-cipaBxHbOMY 3a HEtO CyMyro juiie s. |
BCE K HAa TOXOPOHI 3i0payiucs 4yXi JHOIA — JUBHI OOIMYYs, SKI
NPUKUIAIOTHCS APY3sIMH, HIOUTO 3HAIH L0 CBITIY, BIAKPUTY JIBUUHY.
3i0panucs nuiie I Toro, o0 moOaYyuTH MOHIBEUSHE TIJIO JIFOIUHH,
SIKY BOHHU 3yCTpPiJIM BUIAKOBO. Ta Miluim BOHH BCi.

CBiXKOBHKOIIAHA 3eMJIs TEMHIIIAE ITij JomeM. 1i 3amax — BOJIOTHIA,
ripkuil — npoOupaeThes B JIETeHI U Harajaye: 1€ THKICHb TOMY, Ha
['ennoBin, mu 3 Po3i 6irnmu yepes moue, e BoAsAThCs npuBuan. Lle
3apxkau Oyno 11 ymroOnene csato. ll{opoky BoHa miuaHyBana pasom
BiJ[BIJITaTH SIKOMOTa OiJIbIIIE MOTOPOIIHUX TOTENIB, OYIMHKIB Ta TIOJIB
3a OJJMH JeHb. XBUWJIIOBAaHH:, IIEpeciilyBaHHs — Bce 1ie OyJI0 HAaATO
3aXOIJIMBUM, JIOKH HE BTPATUJIO CEHC.

S xnany N0 B TPYHY — MPAIiBHUKH [IBUHTAPS MOKa3ylOTh, IO Yac
Buuepnano. — Lo simy Tpeba 3acunaTH, a 1HII KOMAaTH, — KaXyThb
BOHHU, HIOU 5 3aBa)karo IM MpaIlOBATH.

Ha ii ropixoBy TpyHY 3 ITyXHM 3BYKOM MaJa€ 3€MJIsl, BAPUBAIOYU MEHE
3 INIMOOKHX PO3AYMIB, IO MOIJIMHAIOTH MOIO CYBOPY PpEabHICTh.
[TpaBopyu 40JIOBIK, IKOMY Hade Bxke Ha Bce Oaliayxe, IpocTo Habupae
3eMJTIO 1 3aCUIIAE SIMY.

TeMHO-KOpHYHEBE BOJIOCCA TPHWIWIMAE JIO 4YoJia HWoro OJiI0ro,
0e3BUPA3HOTO O0IMYYsI, 2 BEHU HA PYKaX BHIHPAIOTH 3 KOXKHUM PYXOM
nonatu. YacTuHa MeHe HWOMY 3a3/IpuTh, aje I1HIIA 3aMHUCITIOETHCS,
CKUTBKM TN BiH Bxke moxoBaB. Jlecars? [IBagusats? Tpuamsarts? Hi.
Cxopimr 3a Bce, BXX€ COTHI.



His eyes find mine, accompanied by a sad smile. Empathy or
sympathy? Something about it appears robotic, hinting he does
this often and without enjoyment.

“Excuse me, Miss, we need to finish up here. I’d be more than
happy escorting you to the entrance,” the guy on my left inserts. I
cut him a squinting leer and then continue looking forward.
Though his words sound genuine, his expression tattles what he
desires.

His lingering stare traces my body hungrily, and disgust blossoms
within me, causing my lips to curl. My best friend lies dead in a
wooden box where she’ll remain for eternity, and the one thing
embedded in this asshole’s mind is him getting his dick wet.

I scoff while turning away, letting water fly from my hair. No
doubt he is eyeing my ass as I exit. Most men do after I’'m in their
presence for more than a second. “You’re pleasing to the eye, and
every guy wants their cock buried deep in you. This is your one
purpose, but remember, my cock is the only one that matters.” The
ghost of Dominic’s voice plays in my head.

Rain pounds against the fresh cut grass as the sky becomes
unforgiving, but my pace remains even. Slow and unrushed while
I clear these spiteful thoughts. There’s no one else needing me. In
fact, there’s nothing else for me, period. Rosie was the single
family | had left.

Not entirely true. | have a mother. If | could call her that. My
younger years were spent surviving the men she let into our home,
and more times than not, my room was an inescapable prison.
Every so often, one of them would become ‘lost,” probing for the

Bin migBoauTh Ha MEHE 04l W CyMHO BcMixaerbes. CHiBUYTTS 4u
MPOCTO 3BUYHA BBIWIUBICTH? CX03Ke, 1€ MOCh MallluHaIbHE, HIOW BiH
POOUTH 1€ MOCTIIHO, 6€3 KOTHUX EMOIIIH.

— Ilepenporyro, Mic, HaM MOTPIOHO 3aBepIIUTH. S 13 38]JOBOJICHHIM
MpOBEIy Bac JI0 BHXOAY, — Kaxe XJIONelb JIBOpPYY Bix MeHe. Sl
3UPKAl Ha HBOTO CIiuio0a W 3HOBY CIPSIMOBYIO MOTJISIT YHEpE.
[Tompu mupicTh y HOTo CIIOBaxX, 00IMYYsI BUAE T€, YOTO BiH HACIIPAB/II
Xoye.

Moro NMUNKuii Mo KamxioHo KOB3ae MOiM TLJIOM, 1 B MEHI HapOCTae
OTHJa, BiJl IKOT XO4eThCsl KPUBUTHUCS. MOs HaliKpalia moapyra HaBiku
3aMKHEHA B JIEpEB'sHIN KOpoOIli, a €IuHE, IO OCEIUIOCS B TOJIOBI
ILOTO BUPOJKA, — II€ JyMKa PO Te, SIK OM MOMy KyIUCh 3aCYHYTH
CBOTO TIPYTHSIL.

[TupxHyBIIK, BiABEPTAIOCS, CTPYIUIYIOUM BOAY 3 Bosoccs. MokHa He
CYMHIBATHCS: BiH MPOBOJKAE€ MEHE IMOTJSAAOM. BUIBIIICTh YOIOBIKIB
TaK poOJIsITh, BAPTO MEH1 3aTPUMATHUCS MTOPYY JIOBIIE, HIK Ha CEKYHAY.
I Toni B ronoBi o3uBaeThecs naBHO 3a0ytuil ronoc Jlominika: — Tu
BUTJISAAENI TaK, 10 OyJb-sIKMI YOJOBIK MparHe 3acaguTH ToO1
skHairmome. [le Bce, ana goro tv motpiOHa. Ane mam’sitail: Mae
3HAYEHHS TUTLKU Mil YJIeH.

Jlom mepiiuTh Mo CBIXKOMY ra3oHy, HeOO cTae aeAali TEMHIIINM, aie
s Wy pIBHUMH, HEKBAIUTMBUMHU KPOKAMH, HAMArarOYuCh OYUCTHTH
MEp30THI JyMKU. 51 Oinblie HIkoMy He OTpiOHAa. SIKII0 YecHo, y MeHe
B3arajii HIYoro He 3aynumuiocs. biwkye 3a Po3l y MeHe Hikoro He
Oyro.

Tounime, B MeHe € Matu. SIKmio ii MOXHa Tak Ha3BaTu. Yepes
YOJIOBIKIB, KOTPUX BOHA BIYCKaja B HAII JiM, OUIBIIY YaCTHHY CBOTO
TUTUHCTBA s MpOBEJia 3aMKHEHa y CBOIM KIMHAaTi, sika MeH1 Oiiblie



bathroom and stumble in. It wasn’t until I was old enough to fight
back that thing’s took a dramatic turn.

Evelyn, my mother, would often say how she wished | was handed
to someone else when things in her life went wrong, but the
thought rarely took root in my mind.

Making it to the cemetery’s entrance, a guard waves me over
beneath the awning. He is a heavyset fellow, an inch or two taller
than me, with more hair on his chin than head. “Are you okay,
ma’am? Can I help you with anything?” His words are soft and
sincere.

“No, I’'m fine. Just leaving.”

“Where are you parked? I can retrieve your vehicle,” he rebuts
while his eyes slip for a second, finding their way to my breasts.
He realizes his abrupt action and reverts his gaze. “The weather is
getting worse, and someone like you shouldn’t be out.”

Someone like me? A damsel in distress or easy prey?

Ignoring his chivalrous notion, or lack thereof, I shove through the
gates, exhausted, and head towards my car. The rain doesn’t
frighten me. Hell, I welcome it with open arms. The cold embrace,
the scent letting me know its presence is near. A clear ‘fuck you’
from Mother Nature if there ever was one.

Anger swells deep within me, and the center of my palms itch. It
wasn’t fair she was taken away from me. Clasping my fingers into
a tight fist, the radiating heat warms my hands a degree above
normal.

10

HarajyBajia Kamepy y B’si3HuIIL. Yac BiJ 4acy XTOCh i3 HUX «T'yOUBCS B
KBapTHPI, NIYKAIOYH BaHHY» 1 BUITAIKOBO 3aXO/IMB JI0 MEHE. Y Ce Pi3Ko
3MIHHIJIOCH, KOJIH S TTOIOPOCIIIIaia 1 3MOTJIa IaBaTH BiJICiy.

EBenin, MO MaTH, 4acTO TIOBTOPIOBAIA, M0 XOTiia O, abu MeHe XTo-
HeOy/1b 1HITUK BUXOBYBAB, KOJIM ii KHUTTS MIIUIO MKepeOepTh. Ta 11
JYMKa PiJIKO 3aTPUMYBAJIacsi B MOTH TOJIOBI.

JlicTaBIirch BXOJly Ha IIBUHTAp, 51 0auy, IK OXOPOHEIb Maxa€e MeHi 3-
i HaBicy. BiH kpeMe3HMit 40JI0BiK, HA KiJTbKa CAHTUMETPIB BUIINHN 32
MeHe, 1 6opoJla B HBOTO TYyCTillla 3a BOJIOCCS Ha rojioBi. — Bu B
nopsiaky, mani? Mojke, BaM YUMOCH JOHNOMOTTH? — HOTrO ToJ0C
M’SIKHMH 1 IMUPUT.

— Hi, Bce mobpe. S Bxe iny.

— Jle Bu npunapkyBanucs? S Moxy miIBe3TH Ballly MallIMHY OJMKYE,
— BIJIMOBIAA€ BiH 1 poOirae morisaoM 0 MOiX rpyneid. Bin oxpa3sy
YCBIJIOMJTIO€ CBOIO TIOBE/IHKY 1 MOCHIIIHO BIABOJUTH O4l. — Y TaKy
MOTO/Ty JIIBUMHI HE BApTO BUXOJUTHU HAJBIP.

Koro BiH y MeHi 0aunTh? be3zaxucHy IiBUMHY UM JIETKY 340014?

IrHopytoun ioro musXeTHicTh abo 11 BIACYTHICTh, s BTOMJIEHA
BUXOJIKY 3 BOPIT 1 Wy 10 cBo€l MamnHu. Jlomm MeHe He nskae. Ta 1o
TaM — s IpUAMalo Horo 3 po3KpUTHUMH 00iiiMamMu. X0JI0/1HI JOTOPKH,
3amax, 10 CIOBIIIae Mpo HaOmkeHHs 3nuBU. Martu-Ilpupona HiOu
IIPOCTO TOCUJIA€ MEHE MOojalll — SCKPaBILIOrO MPUKIAAYy Troii U
IIYKaTH.

Hecy 1imOOKO BcepeAWHl 3aKWMaEe JIIOTh, a JIOJIOHI TMOYHHAIOTH
cBepOiTn. Te, mo 1ii BuUpBAIM 3 MOr0 JKUTTS, KJIATa



A short time lapses as | walk from her grave to my car, and my
back finally meets the cold touch of an unheated seat. | blow an
anguished breath, inhaling and exhaling to calm my turbulent
emotions.

Little blemishes of red bubble beneath the surface of my cheeks,
changing my baked almond skin tone. This isn’t the first time
something like this has happened, and I’ve come to realize
controlling my breathing helps.

A minute or two passes, and my rear-view mirror reveals my
almond skin color is back, my palms are no longer heated, and that
annoying itch that tags along is gone. With one last breath, | start
the car and leave Rosie’s final resting area.

“To the sweetest person, this world didn’t deserve you. For
whatever reason, you saved me. | shall never forget the oath made
in my darkest hour. Until time permits a reunion, | will forever
love you.” Rest easy my Rosie.

The drive home is quiet besides the sound of rain slapping against
the windshield and other vehicles passing by. An animal attack. A
fucking animal attack. That’s what her death was ruled as?

“Bullshit! They weren’t there. What type of animal disappears into
the shadows, has tentacles for arms, and uses them like whips?
Animal my ass!” A dangerous growl vibrates my throat,
summoned from a dark place.

I went over Rosie’s attack with the officers investigating her death,
and they all laughed in response. Voicing my memory wasn’t
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HECTIpaBeUIMBICTh. S CTUCKAIO KyJIaKy i BiT4yBaro, SIK Majblli o0mikae
3CepeinHM.

MuHae Tpoxu 4acy, HOKH sl Wy BiJl il MOTHJIM 10 MAIllMHH, 1 HAPEUITi
TOPKAIOCh CIIMHOIO HEMpOorpiroro cuiiHHsA. S 3007€HO BHAMXaAO Ta
KOHIIEHTPYIOCS Ha TUXaHHI1, a0 3araCUTH BHYTPIIIHIO OypIO.

HeBenuki 4yepBOHI MyXWpil 3 SBISIOTHCA T IIKIPOKO HA IMOKAaXx,
3MIHIOIOUHM BIATIHOK MO€i 3acMariioi mkipu. Bke He Bmepiie Take
BiZIOyBa€ThCs, alie, K 5 BXKE HE pa3 MepeKoHalacsi, KOHTPOJIbOBAHE
JIUXAHHS CIIPaBJIi BiJI [LOTO JTOTIOMArae.

MuHae JeKisibKa XBUIMH, KOJIU 51 0a4y B I3epKaJli 33 JTHLOTO BUY, IO
Mili 3BUMHUI CMarisiBUi BIATIHOK IIKipH MIOBEPHYBCS, AOJIOHI OibIe
HE MajarTh 1 TOM HAJAOKYWINBUN CBepO1K 3HUK. 3 OCTAHHIM TTTHOOKUM
BJIUXOM S 3aBOJKY aBTO W 3anmimaro micue, ne Posi 3Halmuia cBid
BIYHHH CITOKIH.

— Haiimumimiit mroauHi, Ky 1eil cBiT He 3aciyroByBaB. HoMych TH
BpATYyBajla MEHE, 1 S HIKOJU He 3a0yAy KISATBY, JaHy B HaWTEeMHIIIY
TOAIMHY CBOTO JKUTTS. AX IMOKH 4ac He 3BeZIe HaC 3HOBY, s IIOOUTUMY
Tebe BiuHO. CIH CIIOKiiiHO, Mos Po3i.

Jlopora 1o1oMy MUHA€E B THILI — TIJIBKHU JIACKIT AOLTY 00 J000BE CKIIO
Ta Tyl 3yCTpiUHUX MAalllMH. 3arpusna TBapuHa. i mpocrto 3arpusna
gKach Kkista TBapuHa. | ne Bce? OdiuiiHuil BUCHOBOK?

— Masuns! Bonu x nporo He 6aumnu. fka, 10 Oica, TBapuHa 3HUKAE
B TiHI, Ma€ UIyNalbIs 3aMICTh PYK 1 BUKOPUCTOBYE iX MOB Oatoru? Ta
sKa B cpaky TBapuHa! HeOe3neune rapuanHs BiOpye B MOEMY ropiii —
BHUpPBaHE 3 TEMHOI, TTTMOOKO MPUXOBAHOI YACTUHU MEHE.



correct because I’d gone through a traumatic experience. Bullshit
upon bullshit. And Detective Jacob wanted to extend his help by
insisting that | was a suspect.

Fuck him up the ass with his own baton.

Heavy rain blankets my windshield, mixing with the golden sun
rays, when a car further up comes barreling down the road. Their
tires screech as they swerve to avoid hitting a dark figure standing
in the road. The vehicle flips and crashes into the forest at an
alarming speed, and I mash my breaks. “Shit!” I gasp, witnessing
smoke slither from under the battered car.

“Who the hell is on the road?” Darting my eyes over the area, I
pray they didn’t hit them. But there’s no sign of the figure. My
head snaps towards the car engulfed by smoke as a small fire
breaks out, and a piercing scream travels from inside it. “Shit,” I
huff, opening my door, the rain inviting itself in.

Wind forces me back as if something’s blocking me from
interfering with Death’s plan. But I’ve witnessed enough lives lost
as Death herself dragged Rosie into ‘Her’ embrace. Why do I feel
Death is a woman? Only a woman can bring you to your knees in
a way that destroys the very essence of your existence. Only a
woman.

More torturous screams carry over on a dreadful breeze, and
against everything holy, my legs push into a full stride. “I'm
coming,” I yell over the clicks of my heels striking the slickened
ground.

Deep amber and orange flames grow sizable with each passing
second, and a light blinds me as another car barrels down the road.
“Stop!” I shout with both hands held high, yet they show no signs

12

A noxnagHO po3mnoBina odirepam, ki po3ciiayBanu cMepTh Po3i, mpo
HamnaJ — 1 y BiIOBIIb BOHM JIMIIIE TOCMisuUTHCs. MOBIISIB, MOi criorajiu
BUKPUBIIEH] 4yepe3 nepekuTuil mok. bpexHs Ha OpexHi. A IETEKTUB
JIxeiiko0 y3araji «poCTATHYB pyKY TOTIOMOTH», HAIIOJATal04H, 110 5
— MiA03prOBaHa.

Xaii 3acyHe co0i 1el KISTHI KUHOK Y Cpaky.

Baxkka 3aBica Jomry BKpUBae J1000Be CKJIO, 3MIIITYIOUUCH 13 30JI0TUM
COHSIYHUM TPOMIHHSM, X pamnToM Ha JOPOTY BWJIITAaE MaIllWHA.
Bepeck mmH — Boiil pi3K0 BUBEPTAE KEPMO, HAMAralOYlCh OMUHYTH
TEMHY IIOCTaTh MOCEPE]] TOPOTH. ABTO MEPEKUIAETHCS 1 HA IIAICHIM
IIBUKOCTI BJIITA€ B JIiC; 5 IIOCHJIM TUCHY Ha ranbpma. — Jligpko! —
BUJIUXA0, JUBJISTYUCH, K 3-I1iJ] MIOHIBEYCHOTO METANy MiTiiMaeThCs
JIAM.

— SIkoro Gica XTOCh CTOBOMYHTH Ha JOPO3i? — s HEPBOBO OTJISIAF0
BCe IOBKOJa, Ojararoyu, abM HIKOro He 30uiau. AJle BiJ JIIOOMHU 1
Clily He JUIIMWIock. Mill MOTJsA METHYBCS HaszaJl 10 MalllUHU, SKY
MOTJIMHAE JUM; CHallaxye HEBEIHKE MONyM's, 1 3CEpequHH JIMHE
HECaMOBUTUM KPHUK. — TBOIO XK... — KUAAIO 5 1 BUCKAKYIO i1 JOIILI.

Birtep Biakumae MeHe Ha3aj, Haue sIKach CUJIA HE J1a€ MEH1 BTPYTUTHCS
B mianu Cwmepti. Ta 5 HaguBMIacd Ha BTpayeH1 KUTTS, Koiu CMepTh
ocobucro 3atsarna Po3i y cBoi oOiliMu. YoMy MeH1 37a€Tbes, IO
CmepTh — 11€ kiHKa? Jluie *iHka 3/1aTHA MOCTaBUTH TeOe Ha KOJIiHA
Tak, 1100 3HUIIUTH caMy CYTh TBOTO iCHYBaHHs. T1IbKH XKiHKa.

JKaxnuBuii mopuB BiTpy JOHOCUTH 4eproBuii kpuk. Hanepekip ycbomy
CBSITOMY, HOTH caMi OYMHAIOTh Oirtu. — Tpumaiitecs! — kpuay s
Kp13b CTYKIT Mi100piB 00 MOKpHUl acabT.



of halting. “Stop, she needs help!” But the two-tone vehicle
swerves around me.

Blame isn’t placed upon them for being a coward. Most people
shy away from danger, so their actions only make them human.

Fire begins crackling, and my single relief is the rain stopping it
from getting out of control. I rush towards the car, and an echo of
glass splitting pings over the small forest, followed by the back
windows exploding from the heat.

Fuck...The pressure hits me full on, and I'm tossed aside along
with the air from my lungs and embraced by cement biting into my
flesh. Thrown free of the only pair of decent heels | own. Pieces
of sharded glass compliments the aches, and dull stings chase after
my trickling blood. Pain washing along with it.

I-1 didn’t know windows could explode like that. Even my
thoughts are muffled as everything deafens. | can feel my pulse
pounding inside my ears while struggling to recover, knowing I’'m
her hope for survival. Get up Kyra. Searching for some semblance
of strength while disregarding this obsessive ringing.

Finally on my feet by sheer will, I inhale deep, and a pop reinstates
my hearing. “Hel...” *cough* *cough* “Help,” she screams, and
my adrenaline answers. | scan her flaming vehicle and rush over,
finding her trapped inside and yanking on the seatbelt.

“Hold on,” I command, and her head snaps to me with a look of
hope peeking through. “Turn away.”
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TeMHO-OypIITHHOBE MONYM'ss pOCTe Ha o4yaxX. MeHe CIIMUTh CBITIIO
dbap — moporor MYuTh me ogHa MamuHa. — Criiite! — Kpuuy A,
HiHABIIN PYKH, ajleé BOHU W HE AyMaroTh raipbmyBaTH. — Criiite, i
notpibHa nomomora! Asne ABOKOJIIpHE aBTO MPOCTO OMUHAE MEHE.

Sl He 3BuHYBauylo iX y Oosry3TtBi. binmpmiicTe nrofei JsKaeTbes
HeOe3MeKH, TOX IXHiil BUNHOK JIMIIE JOBOJIUTD, IO BOHU — JIFOJTH.

Boronp nmounHae TpimaTy; €1MHa BTixa — JOII HE 1a€ HOMY BUITH 3-
miJ] KOHTpoMo. Sl M4Yych 10 MallMHU, 1 BIAJYHHS PO30MTOrO CKIa
MPOKOYYETHCS IO HEBEITUKOMY JIICi, a 32 MHUTh BiJ IIAJICHOI CIEKU
BUOYXalOTh 33/{H1 BIKHA.

— buaxa...Mene 30mBae 3 HIr BHOYXOBOIO XBHWJICIO, BUOHMBAIOYU
MOBITPS 3 JIET€Hb, 5 Jiedy MHPOCTO B «00iiMu» achaibTy, IO
BIPHU3AETHCA Y IJIOTh. 3 HIT 3JITAIOTh MO €IMHI HOpMaibHi Tyduti. Tijo
HUE BiJ yaapy 1 Mopi3iB CKJIa, KPOB CTIKae€, a CIiJJOM HaKOYYEThCS
TYNUH, IEKy4uit OiIb.

S1... 4 1 He 3HaNA, 1110 BiKHA MOXYTh Tak BUOyXaTu. Yce HiMie, HaBiTh
BJIACHI JyMKH. Sl 4yr0 JUIIIe, SIK KPOB MYJIbCYE Y CKPOHSX, 1 MOCHIN
Hamararcsi MpUdUTH 10 TAMH, 00 3HAIO: s — ii €QMHA Halid Ha
nopsTyHok. «Bcrapaii, Kaiipoy». 30upar0 pemTku CHIl, ITHOPYIOUU
HECTEepITHUH J3BIH y ByXax.

[TinBomKycs Ha HOTM BUKIIOYHO Ha Ccuili Bomi. [nmubokuii Baux. Y
BYXax KJIAIa€, 1 3BYK MOBEPTAETHCS. — Jlomo... KX-KX...
JlonoMoxxiTh! — KpUUNTh BOHA, 1 Miil agpeHaiin Oepe cBoe. Ornsaaaro
nmajatoue aBTo 1 ObKy g0 Hei. JKimka He Moxe BHOpaTHUCH,
BiTYAMTYIIIHO CMUKAE MACOK OE3MEKH.



Of course, the one window still intact is the driver’s side. Once she
turns, | retrieve a large branch, snapped from a fractured tree, and
swing with all the might | can muster. A hollow clang emits, yet
the window stays intact, and swinging again ends in the same
result.

My hands ache from my tight grip, but | endure it once more. The
branch shatters against her window, and pieces of wood soar
through the air as my legs buckle. “Fuck!”

“Please help me! I don’t want to die!” she screams, pounding
against the window.

“I’m not going to let you die. Hold on.” Strong words fight through
my sensible doubts.

I examine the area for anything of use, but fierce flames continue
their way up her car and around the passenger side, with the rain
doing everything to hold it back. Or that’s what I’'m telling myself,
not wanting to think the universe is forcing me to endure another
death. That would be cruel. That would be faithless. That would
be...damning.

Water pours down, obscuring what little vision | have, and my
hand acts as a shield when something amongst the trees pulls my
focus. “You,” I whisper. The dark figure from earlier stands
beyond the treeline—watching. “Help!” My voice breaks in
anguish, but it stands silent and unmoving.

From inside the car, a yelp prickles my arms, lifting small fibers
of my hair. “The fire’s inside!” she pleads.
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— Tpumaiics! — nHakazyio s. BoHa pi3ko moBeprae rojioBy, i B ii
MIOTJISA/II criajaxye Haais. — Temnep BiABEPHHCH.

3BICHO X, €IMHE BIIUTJIC BIKHO — caMme 3 O00ky Bojis. [lloitHO BoHa
BIJIBEPTAETHCSA, I Xalal BEIHMKY TUIKY, 371aMaHy 3 HaATPICHYTOTO
JepeBa, 1 3aMaxyrocsi 3 yciel cuiM, Ha sSKy TiIbKW 31aTHa. JlyHae
TIIYXHUWA J3EHBKIT, alie CKJIO JHUIIAEThCS M. [pyruii ynap — Toi
caMHii pe3yJbTar.

Pyku HUIOTPH Bij MIITHOI XBaTKH, ajie 51 3MYIIYI0 ceOe BIApUTH 3HOBY.
['inka posmiTaeTbest HA IPY3KU 00 ii BIKHO; IIMAaTKU JepeBa JIETATh Y
MOBITPS, @ B MEHE MiATMHAIOTHCS HOr'U. — bisixal

— Bynp nacka, nonomoxits! S He Xouy momuparu! — KpU4HUTh BOHA,
0'foun KyJakamH y BIKHO.

— Tu we mompem. TiabKu MpOTpUMAMCA Imie Tpimku. Mil TOJ0C
3BYYHTh BIIEBHEHO, 3ariylIal04y 3JOPOBHH TIy3, MO KPUYUTH PO
3BOPOTHE.

Sl posrnsamaro Bce JAOBKOJIA B MOITyKax 00Jiail 40roch KOPUCHOTO, Ta
OCKa)XKEHIJIEe TOJNyM’ss TPOJOBXKYE TOMIMPIOBATUCH TI0 MAIlHHI,
OXOIUTIOIYHM Nacakupchbkuit Oik. Jlom pobuts yce MoxiuBe, abu ioro
ctpumartu. IlpuHaiimHI, Tak s cebe 3acmoKo0 0, 00 BIIMOBISIOCH
JyMaTH, 110 BCECBIT 3HOBY 3MYIIIYE MEHE JWBUTHUCS Ha cMepTh. Lle
Oyno 6 xopcTtoko. be36oxHo. Lle Oyro 0... MPOKIATTAM.

Bopa nnetbest cTiHOO, 3aThbMaprolouM 1 0€3 TOro Mi3zepHUil orjsa, 1 s
IIPUKPUBAIO PYKY, KOJIM IIOCh CEPEJl JIEPEB NIPUBEPTAE MOIO yBary. —
Tu... — menouy s. Ta cama TeMHa mocTaTh CTOiTh y Jici H
BUTpILIaeThC. — Jlomomoxu! — Kpudy y Biquai, ajie BOHO MOBUYMTS 1
HE PyXa€eThCsl.



“Move!” With a last look into the forest, | find its eyes glowing a
distasteful pink hue. My legs part, and | kick with exhausting
anger. My failure is mocked by a thudding sound. | hate those
fucking pink eyes. This is all its fault.

Using more force, | kick again and hear the glass crack. I relish in
the moment of adrenaline. Yes. I’'m close; one more kick will do
it. Raising a knee towards my chest, it crashes down, shattering
her window. “Quick, give me your hand.”

“I-I can’t. My foot’s caught under the dashboard,” she coughs out,
pulling at her leg while reaching for me. Flames consume her back
seat, and at any moment, they’ll find their way up front.

“We need to go,” I grunt, and our hands clasp tighter. She shakes
her head, expelling more coughs as she wheezes in between
breaths. But | refuse to leave. Smoke travels up her car, targeting
my nose with a kiss before burning my lungs with the taste of soot,
forcing our hands to separate.

“Please don’t—don’t leave me.”

“I won’t, but we need something to pry you free.” I’m trying to
stay calm, yet this internal battle is more than winning.

“There’s a bat...in my backseat. It can help...right?”” She panics
between breaths, so | hurry to check, seeing flames waving out the
window.
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Bin pantoBoro 30iiky 3 calloHy MIKipa Ha pyKax BKPHBAETHCS
CUpOTamMH, JApiOHI BOJOCUHKH CTalOTh JUOKH. — Borous yxe
BCepeanHl! — KpUYUTH JAIBYMHA.

— Bincynbcs! KunyBim BocTaHHe OIS y J1ic, 6ady, sk 04i TOTBOPU
CBITSTBCS THIAKUM POXKEBUM CSHBOM. 3aMaxyroCh 1 0’10 HOTOIO 31 BCI€T
3nmocti. Tynuii 3ByK yaapy — Hade 3HYIIaHHs. S HeHaBHDKY 11 KIISATI
poskeBi oui. Ile Bce Hioro mpoBuHa.

bB’10 mie cuibHIiNIe i HApemTi CKIO TPIUTh. BimdyBaio MHUTTEBUN,
Iy’Ke IPUEMHUI MPUIUTHB apeHatiny. Tak. Maibke Bce; TUIIMBCS 11e
onuH yaap. [TiATAryro KoaiHO 0 TpyAeH 1 3 3aMaxoM BIIapsit0 — BIKHO
PO3JTITAETHCS HA IPY3KH.

— lIBuame, naii pyky!

— S1... 1 He Mmoxxy. Hora 3acTpsriia mij maHesio, — BUKAIIUIIOE BOHA,
BiJJUali[yIIHO TATHYYH 32 HOTY i BOJHOYAC HAMAraro4uch IiCTaTHUChH
MmeHe. [Tomym’st Bike OXOMUIIO 3a/IHI CHAIHHS 1 OCb-OCh JIICTAaHEThCH 1
MepeaHix.

— Tpeba TikaTH, — XPHUILIIO 5, 1 MU I1I€ MilIHIIIIe CTUCKAEMO JIOJIOHI.

Bona 3amepewinBo XUTA€E TrOJIOBOO, 3aXJIMHAIOYMCH HOBUM HAIajoM
KaIlUTIO 1 XPUILISTYH MK BAuXaMu. Ta s He kuHYy 1i. J{lum migHiMaeTbes
Bropy, UUISIYA MEH1 B O0JIMYYS SIAYYUM MOLUTYHKOM, 1 3a0UBa€ jereHi
CMaKOM TOpiJIoro, 3MYIIYIOUH Hallli PYKH PO3IMKHYTHCS.

— bynp nacka, He... HE KH1ail MEHE.

— He kuny, ane Ham Tpeba 1moch, 1100 Tede BUBUIBHUTH.



“I won’t be able to reach it. There’s fire all over the back.” My
cough continues as | take a regressive step to avoid the wayward
flames. “Do you have anything else?”

She looks past her car and points to something in the distance.
“That bag of...golf clubs.”

“I’ll grab it. Keep trying to free your leg.” On instinct, my body
moves towards her tossed bag roughly abutting a tree. Puddles
splash, and my legs crumple as an unexpected hole steals my
balance. “Fuck!” Wincing at the pain radiating in my ankle from
rolling it, I hear the strain in her screams and know | need to press
forward.

“Hurry! The fire’s spreading!” With no time to assess my damage,
I hobble the remaining distance and retrieve her bag. It’s a bit
weighted, but | manage to swing it over my shoulder and head
back when her shriek slices the air. “It’s burning my legs!”

Small bumps form over my skin witnessing the car now drowning
in smoke, sending a dead chill up my spine so intense, it’s as
though the air’s temperature decreased.

“I’m coming,” I shout, dropping the bag and grabbing a club for
each hand. Spasms in my ankle urge me to stop, but I can’t. Not
when I’'m this close to saving her.

Glass cracking fills the air once again, and behind it are more
screams of distress. My legs pump with urgency, and | ignore the
pain. “I can make it. It’s just a few...”

Abruptly, a massive explosion detonates into a roaring flame,
followed by an unbearable shockwave colliding with my body.
I’'m launched back onto the dampened ground, releasing the clubs
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Hamararocst 30epiratu Crokiii, xoda s BHYTPIIIHA OUTBa JA€THCS
MEHI HaJITO BaXKKO.

— Tawm.. Gita... mo3aay. Bona x nonomoxe... Tak?

B manini BoHa 3axXJIMHA€TbCA ClioBaMu. S KBamuitocs NEPeBIpUTH Ta
0auy, sIK MOJIyM sl BAPUBAETHCS 3 BiKHA.

— 4 ii He micrany. Bce manae, — kamenb HE BIIYyXae, 1 s 3MYyIICHA
BIJICTYIIMTH Ha KPOK, YHUKAIOUH MOIyM 1. — Y Tebe € moch ime?

Bona TUBUTHCS KyIHCh ITOB3 MAIIMHY 1 BKa3y€e MaJIbLEM yIaIuHY: —
Ta cymKka 3... KIIFOUKaMH JIsl TONb(Yy.

— 3apa3 npunecy. [Iponosxyit 3BUIbHITH HOTY! [HCTUHKTHBHO O1XKY
10 11 CyMKH, SIKYy BIIKHHYJIO TIiJ] came JiepeBo. Kartoxi XJIonamTh, Ta
panToM 3eMJI TIPOBAIIOETHCS 3-I11J1 HII — HECIo/AiBaHa siMa 301Ba€
MeHe 3 piBHOBaru. — TBOKO k... — MOpIIYCS Big OO0, HANIEBHO,
BUBUXHYJIA IIMKOJIOTKY. Uyl0 KPUK — HATSITHYTHH, 3J1aMaHUii — BiH
3MYIILY€E pyXaTHUCs Jaji.

— Iloksaricsa! Borous cuiipHimae!

He matoun yacy OLIHWUTH YIIKO)KEHHS, S KyJlbralo pemry Husxy i
nigOupato ii cymky. BoHa BakkyBaTa, aje MEHI BIA€TbCS 3aKMHYTH i
Ha IUIe4e ¥ PyIIUTH Ha3aJg — Y Ty K MUTh, KOJU 11 KpUK PO3THHAE
noBiTpsi: — Horu ropsts!

[Ikipa BKpHBA€ETHCS CUPOTAMU, KOJIU 0auy, SIK MAlTMHY TIOTJINHAE JTUM,
1 B310BX XpeOTa nmpolirae MepTBUI X004 — TaKuil pi3kuii, HiIOU came
MOBITPS CTAJIO XOJIOAHIIINM.

— S iny! — Kpuuy s, KUJAIOYM CYMKY 1 Xararo4y 10 KIH0YIll B KOXKHY
pyky. IIIMKONIOTKY NpUXOILUIIOE CHa3MOM — XOYETbCS 3YNUHUTHCH,
ase s He MOXYy. TUIbKU He TO/1, KOJIH s TaKk OJIU3BKO JI0 11 MOPSITYHKY.



as | roll to a stop. Drops of rain cool my forehead, and a faint hum
fills my ears. Agony throbs through my chest from the wind being
knocked out of me, and with a groan, | flop to my side as muffled
screams cover the space.

They aren’t coming from me.

My hands twitch as | force myself to my knees. Snared by the
yellow and orange hue, the remaining air retracts from my lungs,
and a pain much worse than physical hits me. No...Please, God,
no. Shaking my head in disbelief, that irritable humming sound
dissipates, and a new reality is born from another failure.

Flames consume the car in full, and her silhouette sits visible,
staring back while her body jerks from the fire eating away at
what’s left. She yells in agony until the fire swallows those too,
and despite my body’s attempt to cement me from moving, I do so

anyway.

There’s nothing | can do. That much is clear. But this happened
because | was too slow, too weak, and too late. My hands graze
over broken wood and car pieces, and my knees are soiled from
dragging them through puddles, but | make it back to where the
golf clubs lay, the spot of Death’s victory.

Another person I couldn’t save.

Her body melts within the flames, sitting motionless with one hand
reaching out. She’s gone, and the scent of burning flesh weighs
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[ToBiTpst 3HOBY CTpsicae A3BiH pO3OMUTOTO CKIIa, a CJIiJIOM JUHYTh HOBI
30HKH TIPO AOMIOMOTY. Sl 3MyIIyI0 HOTH OIrTH, HE3BAKAKOYU HA OLITb.
— S BcTUrHY. 3NIMIIWIIOCS apy...

Pantom yce po3puBae MNOTY)XKHHH BHOYX — TIONYyM’sl 3 PEBOM
3[1IMA€ETHCS Bropy, a HeCTepITHA yJapHa XBUIISA BPi3a€ThCS B MOE T1JIO.
MeHe BifKua€e Ha3aJ] Ha BOJIOTY 3€MJIIO, 1 KIIFOUKH BUCIIU3AI0Th 3 PYK.
Kpami gomry 0XonomaKyrTh 40Jo, a y ByXax CTOiTh claOKuid ryna. Y
IpyASx MyJbCye NEKeIbHUIM Oib — MOITOBX BUOUB i3 MEHE BcCe
MOBITPs. 31 CTOTOHOM s TaJar0 Ha OiK, a MPOCTIp HAMOBHIOETHCS
TIIyXUMH KPUKaMH.

Bonu He Moi.

Pyku TpeMTATh, KOJIU 51 3MYIIYIO ce0e cTaTH HaBKOJIILIKY. 3aciimieHa
YKOBTO-TIOMAapaHYEBUM CSHBOM, sI BiIYYyBalo, SIK 3aJHIIKA MOBITPS
MOKUAIOTh JIETEH1, a MEHE MPOHU3YE O1b, HA0AraTo CTPALIHIIIMMA 32
¢13uunuii. Hi... boxe, mpoury, Hi. Sl NMOBIIBHO XUTar TOJOBOIO,
BIJIMOBJISIFOUMCH BIpUTH. JlpaTiBIMBUH T'yll Yy ByXax CTHUXae, 1 Ha HOro
MICI1 HAPOJIKY€ETHCS HOBA pEalIbHICTh — BUTBOPEHA L€ OJIHIEI0 MOEIO
MOpa3KoIo.

[TomyM’st TIOBHICTIO HOXHpAE aBTOMOOUIb, 1 ii CHIIyeT Ie BHUJIHO
BCEpEINHI — BOHA JMBUTHCA Y BIAMOBIAb, TOMA1 SIK TIJIO 3APUTAETHCS
BiJl BOTHIO, IO J0iJJa€ OCTaHHE, IO BiJA HBOro jummiocs. Bona
KPUYUTh Y MyKaX, aX JOKU TOJXyM’s HE IMOTJIMHAE PEIITKH KHUTTS.
[Toripu cmipobu Moro Tina BTpUMAaTH MEHE, s BCE OJIHO PYXarocCh
BIIEpE/I.

YiTKo 3p03yMifio, 0 TYT 5 6e3cuia. Ajie Bce CTaiocsi TOMY, 110 s OyJia
HAATO TIOBUIBHOIO, HAATO cJIaOKOK 1 Mpuiinmia HaaTo mMi3HO. Moi
JIOJIOHI KOB3alOTh IO yJIaMKaxX JiepeBa Ta MeTaly, KOoJiHa BHMa3aHi



heavy as the last bit of her car is encased in fire—until even its
silhouette vanishes.

“Why?” A cry erupts and my trembling hands pound the dampen
ground. “Why! Why! Why! Why!” I repeat, like an answer will
present itself. Hatred consumes me, and my skin itches from
within, staring at each wisp of fluttering flames.

I rise, limping towards the smoldering car, and those same
destructive flames retract as though they’re afraid of me. “I wish
it was raining harder. She doesn’t deserve to be left here.” My
empty pleas merge with the bellowing thunder from above.

Brakes screech, redirecting my attention. An all-black vehicle
pulls over, and a man in a trench coat steps beyond the opening
door.

Worry trickles from his throat. “Kyra, are you okay?” Scoffing, I
turn towards the fire as it continues burning any trace of life within
it. Now a roaring chaos, it continues engulfing her vehicle.

Lightning thrashes above us, and thunder howls a second after.
“Come on, we should leave. It’s not safe, and this weather’s
getting worse,” he instructs, but I disregard the attempted
protection because Detective Jacob isn’t here on official business.
Well, maybe he is. Me. I’'m his ‘official business.’

It’s no surprise he made an appearance; hell, he was at Rosie’s
funeral, parked four cars behind mine. It makes sense he’d follow
me here. Nice of you to pointlessly appear now.
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OpyzioMm, aje st TaKH MOBEPTAIOCH JI0 PO3KUJAHUX KIFOYOK — Ha MiCIIe
Tpiymby CmepTi.

[le onHa nroAMHA, SIKY ST HE 3MOIJIa BPATYBATH.

[i Tino sropae, 3acTuriie i HepyxoMme, JIMILE OJHA PyKa HPOCTATHYTa
Brepes. [i Ginblue Hemae, i BaKKHil 3amax ropijoi IJIOTi BUCHTD y
HOBITPI, MOKH PEIITKY MAIIMHA OCTATOYHO 3HUKAIOTH y MOIYM'T — ax
JIOKY HE I[e3a€ HaBITh 11 CHITyeT.

— Yomy? — 3 MeHE BUPUBAETHCS KPUK, 1 MOT TPEMTSAY1 pyKH O FOTh O
Mokpiit 3emini. — Yomy! Homy! Homy! Yomy! — moBTOpIOIO 3HOBY i
3HOBY, HIOM BiNIOBiIb OCb-OCh 3’ IBUThCsI. HEeHaBUCTH MOTJIMHAE MEHE,
a [Kipa CBepOUTh 3CePEIUHU, IIOKHU S TUBJTFOCS Ha KOKEH TPEMTIINBHI
S3UK IOJIYM .

S minBomKycs ¥, KyJabraioodw, HAOMIDKAKOCAd 10 30TIUIMX PEHITOK
aBTOMOO1ISI — B IIei yac BOTOHb BiJCTyNae, Haue OOiThbCSI MEHE. —
Xou 6u gouy JuB cuibHINIE. BoHa He 3aciyroBye 3aJIUIIUTHCH TYT
cama, — MO IMOPO>KHI OJIaraHHs 3JIMBAIOTHCS 3 TPOMOM.

3BYK TajbpM BiJiBepTae Moo yBary. Ilopyy 3ynuHs€ThCS YOpHa SIK HiY
MaIIMHA; IBEP1 BIAYUHSAIOTHCS, 1 3 HUX BUXOIUTH YOJOBIK Yy IJalli. —
Kaiipo, Tu B mopsiiky? — TpHUBOTa NpOCOYYETHCS KPi3b HOTo roJoc.

['ipko BCMIXHYBIIUCH, 5 3HOBY JAMBIIOCS Ha BOTOHb, IO W jami
BUMATIOE OyAb-SKI PEIITKH JKUTTSA BCepenuHl. Temep 1€ IIaleHuw,
peByunit Xaoc, KUl 0e3’KanbHO MOTJIMHAE 11 aBTOMOO1IIb.

binckaBka Ha MUTE OCBITIIFOE BCE JOBKOJIA.

— Xopimo, Ham Bapto HTH. Tyr HeGe3neuHo, mie i moroxa
noTipiryeTbesi. — BiH ae BKas3iBKH, aje s ITHOPYIO HOro cmpoOu
3aXMCTUTH MEHE, OCKUIbKM JeTeKTHB J[keikoO He mepebyBae TyT y



“Let me guess, Detective. You assume I did this also?”” I narrow
my gaze in his direction.

b

“We can discuss this later; you shouldn’t be so close to the scene,’
he answers, continuing with his approach. Hissing radiates from
what’s left of her car, and the fire begins to dissipate beneath the
heavy rain, making it harder to see a couple feet in front of me.

I whisper, “We need to see who she was.”
“See who, who was?” Jacob bites.

“The car. There’s a woman in there-Was a woman in there.” |
correct myself.

“Shit.” His response seems caring. Perhaps he does. But my faith
became nonexistent after the shit show he put me through with
Rosie. Detective Jacob aborts any attempt to remove me and bolts
back towards his vehicle. I listen to him call for backup as the
responder asks for more information. When asked about the cause,
his throat bobs. “Potential accident or...” Gripping his radio
firmly, he adds, “Homicide.”

And there it is. The conclusion | waited for him to reach.

Aches from my ankle and chest surface, reminding me of the
sustained bruises in my failed attempt. Death came for someone
again and won. She’s a cruel bitch, hell bent on destroying
everything around me, and it’s only a matter of time until her will
seeks mine.

The sun hides beneath the horizon, afraid to face me while
illuminating the small flames fighting for survival. My eyes move
past them and into the surrounding trees. Gone. Could | have been
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cinyx6oBux cmopaBax. Hy, moxmuBo, uwactkoBo. S. 51 1 € ioro
«CIyx)00BOIO CIIPABOIO».

BoHo Ii He nMBHO, 1O BiH 3'IBUBCS TYT; MiAbKO, ap)ke BiH OyB Ha
noxopoHax Po3i, mapkyBaBcs 3a YOTHPH MAIIMHM Bij MeHe. JloriuHo,
10 BiH MPOCTEKUB 32 MHOK. MWJIO — 1 0€3MIy3710 — 3 TBOTO OOKY
3'IBUTHCS caMe 3apas.

— Jlo3BOIbTE MEHI BrajiaTu, IeTeKTHBE. Bu Takox BBakaeTe, IO 1€
MOIX PYK clipaBa? — BUTPILIAIOCH HA HBOTO.

— MoskeMo 0OTrOBOPHUTH II€ 3r0JI0M, TOOI HE BapTO OyTH TYT, — BiH
MPOJIOBXKYBaB HAOIMKATUCh 1O MEHE. 3 pelToK ii aBTOMOOLIs
BUPUBAETHCS 37I0BICHE mUMiHHSA. [1i7] 371MBOIO BOTOHB ClTa0IIaE, i CBIT
nepei MHOIO PO3UMHSEThCS B Cipid MENeHI — Jalli KUTbKOX KPOKIB
HIYOT0 HE BUIHO.

— Ham notpi6HO 3’scyBaTH, KM BOHA Oyia, — HIETIOYY 5.
— 3’scyBaru mo? XTo 0yB? — pi3ko nepenurye kernkoo.
— TaM... y MalIuHi. .. )KiHKa, OyJa KiIHKa, — BHUIIPABJISAIOCh.

— Yoptr. — VY #ioro ronoci 4yerbcs IIOCh HABITh JIIOJICBKE Ta
cniBuyrinuBe. Ta micias TOro meksa, sSKe BIH BIAIITyBaB MeHi 3i
cripaBoto Po3i, nmoBipa 3HuKIA. JIeTEKTUB MIPUIHHSE CIIPOOU BiJIBECTH
MeHE i CTPIMKO TPSIMY€E 10 CBOTO aBTOMOOLIS. Uyro, sIK BiH BUKJIUKAE
MIJKPIIUICHHS 1 BIANOBIIa€ Ha 3amuTaHHs aucnerdepa. Komum ioro
3aMUTYIOTh PO MPUYHHY, BiH HA MUTh 3aBaraBcCsi:

— MOXIUBO, HEIIACHHUI BHUITQJOK a00... — BIH MIIHIIIE CTUCKAE
parito, — yOUBCTBO.

Ocpb BoHO. Te, yoro s yckana.

Binb y IIMKONOTII Ta TPYASX AA€THCS B3HAKH, IOBEPTAIOYH MEHE J10
HeBJaynoi crnpobu BpsATyBath. CMepTh 1€ pa3 MpUMILIA O CBOIO



imagining that too? Maybe | am looking for someone else to
blame.

“The cops are on their way. They’ll find out who she was and her
next of kin. There’s nothing more you can do.” A semblance of
assertiveness coats his tone. | push through the pain and walk past
him. “Where are you going, Kyra?” he asks, noticing my tattered
black dress is singed with rips along my stomach.

“Home. Unless you feel here and now is the best place suited for
more unethical questioning?”” Not bothering to look back, I add,
“I’m sure you remember where I live.” My car isn’t far up the road,
abandoned and probably still running. Regardless, I’ll walk home
if it means no longer being in his presence.

Once I'm sitting inside and away from prying ears, I test the
resilience of my steering wheel. Wails of sorrow pour past my
throat until the internal muscle becomes sore and bruised. My
battered knuckles continue striking the steering wheel, crying until
the depths of my tears run dry, and even my soaked clothes share
the notion. I couldn’t save you, and I couldn’t save her.

It’s been a few weeks since the funeral, and home feels...empty.
Lifeless. Sitting blankly at the table, I think back to how Rosie
always woke me up with pancakes and eggs before work, and I’d
have dinner ready before she returned for the evening. My job
allows me to work remotely—the pleasures of working in cyber
security. I create firewalls that can’t be hacked. Unless I’'m the one
hacking. | provide a good defense for protecting things others
deem small, which is my selling point. Ironic. ’'m also well versed
in other aspects like code cracking.

The sushi aroma escaping the bag in front of me reminds me of a
distant time. Years ago, Rosie introduced me to it, and when my
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KEepTBY i 3HOBY Burpasia. Bona — 0Oe3kanbHa Cyuka, sika pynHye Bce
HAaBKOJIO MEHE, 1 Iie JIMIle IUTAaHHA Yacy, Konu ii BuOip ynazne i Ha
MEHE.

CoHIle XOBa€ThCSA 32 TOPU3OHT, HEMOB TIKa€ Bl MEHE, 3aJHUINAI0YN
CBITJIO JIUIIIE JUISl IPIOHUX BOTHUKIB, IO IIE TPEMTATHh Y OOpOTHOI 32
icayBaHHs. S quBmiocs nani — y Jic. Hikoro. Yu He Buragana s i ne?
Moske, MEeH1 POCTO MOTPIOHO 3HAWNTH BUHHOTO.

— Iomiuis Bxe ine. Bonu BcTaHOBISTH 0c00Y 1 MOBITOMIIATH POJIUYIB.

Tu 3pobuiia Bce, 1m0 Moria. — Moro rosoc 3By4uTh TBEpIO, Mailke
HaKa30Bo.

S, monpu Gi1b, IPOXOJKY TIOB3 HBOTO.

— Kynu t# itnem, Kaiipo? — rykae BiH, HOMITUBIIM MOIO YOPHY

00ropixy moJepTy CyKHIO.

— Honomy. SIKmio, 3BiCHO, TH HE BBAXKAEII II€ MICIIE 11€aTbHUM JISI
e OJHOro Oe3rNIy30r0 JOMUTY, — HE O3UPAIOUUChH, AO0JAI0: —
Anpecy TH 3Ha€ll.

MamuHy s TOKHHYJIA HEJaleKo, WMOBIPHO, 1€ 3 YBIMKHEHUM
nBUTyHOM. Ta s minuia 6 MKy, adu TITbKA HE 3aJTUIIATHCS TTOPsI 13
HHM.

3ayMHMBIIM JBEpLATa, s Xamarocs 3a KepMo. [ipkuil Kpuk
BHUPHUBAETHCS] HA30BHI, JJOKH BCEPEAMHI BCE HE TOUYMHAE OOJIITH. 3HOBY
1 3HOBY BJapsIt0 MOOUTUMH pyKaMH 1O KepMY, I1auy, IOKH CIIbO3U He
3aKIHUYIOThCS. S| HEe 3Moria BpATYyBaTH Hi ii, H1 Te0e.

Munyno KulbKa THXKHIB MICTS TOXOPOHY, @ JIIM 3/1a€ThCSl TaKuM...
nopoxHiM. CrycromeHuM. S CHKY 3a CTOJIOM, HIOM BiJICTOpOHEHa
B1JI YCHOTO, 1 3TajIyIo, ik Po3i mopanky Oyamia MeHe nepea poooToro
3alaxoM MIJIMHIIB Ta s€4Hi, a S 3aBXJAM TOTyBaja Beyepro 10 ii
nmoBepHeHHs1. Most poOoTa J103BOJISIE MPAIIOBATH BiIJIaJIEHO — OJHA 3
HebaraTbox mepenar KibepOesneku. S CTBOPIOIO 3aXMCHI CUCTEMH, SIK1



tongue hit that first ‘Philadelphia roll,” it was heaven. She laughed
at the speed | scarfed them down, then passed me hers. But that
was a time when things were simpler.

As I open the bag, a sigh gives way. “This one’s for you, bestie.”

Grief came in waves over the past weeks. Some days were better
than others and some...worse. Nightmares of a fiery vehicle
haunted me, and burning screams played on repeat. Between that
and Rosie’s death, sleep became something I loathed entirely.

Eating was once a delight, and now it’s more of a necessity. Most
days, the only time food crosses my mind is during dinner, so the
entire day would collapse before I notice any hunger pangs.

I can’t fix breakfast, that was her thing, and I’d betray her trust if
I did. Silly to think? Sure, but to let go of a memory so good, when
there aren’t many left; hurts.

A breeze of cold air seeps through the vents, telling me winter is
coming, and a chuckle escapes at the thought. We’d binge watched
Game of Thrones, and every year, Rosie would yell, “Winter is
Coming!” in an accent she wasn’t good at.

The time reads half past eight, and streetlights are turning on down
the road. Dinner is over, and for the past few minutes, my gaze has
wandered around the living room, looking at old photos and cases
containing my martial arts trophies. Even with all my training, |
still couldn’t save her. Useless.

I grab a jacket off the rack—Rosie’s to be specific—mine was
destroyed during her attack. Placing it over my hoodie, I slide my
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Maiike HEMOKIIMBO 371amMaTH. SIKIo, 3BiCHO, HEe Oepycs 3a HuX cama. S
3aXUINAK0 T, IO IHINI BBAKAIOTH APIOHUISAMH — Yy LBOMY Mil
npodeciitanii ko3up. Lo 1ikaBo, s Tak caMo MalCTEpHO JIaMaro KOJIH.

3amax cyi 3 makeTa nepejii MHOIO TSATHE 32 CO00I0 croras i3 AajJeKoro
MUHYJI0T0. P0O31 Iepioro mo3HalioMuiIa MEHe 3 HUMH, 1 KOJIM S BITEpIIIe
ckymryBana «®Dinanenbdiron, e 37aBaNOCT YUCTUM OJaKEHCTBOM.
BoHna cmMmisacs 3 Toro, Sk s 3a OOMJBI IIOKH iX yIUIiTanga, a MmoTiM
BiJiIasia MEH1 i CBOIO MOPIif0. Toi KUTTS OyJ0 3HAYHO MPOCTIIITUM.

Posropraro maker, i 3 rpyJieii MUMOBOJII BUPUBAETHCSI 3ITXAHHS.
— Ie To01, pinHa, — mIenouy .

OcCTaHHIMH TWXHSMH TIOpe HAaKO4YyBalo XBWIAMH. To Tpoxu
BIANYCKAJ0, TO... HaKpUBAJIO 3 TrosioBoro. Howamm mene Myuwin
KOIIMapH PO OXOIUICHY BOTHEM MallMHY, Y ByXaxX JOCi CTOSUIM Ti
kpuk. [licis cmepti Po3i con mepeTBOpuBCs UIst MEHE Ha TOPTYPH.

Komuce xa Oynma B pagicTh, a Temep — IMPOCTO HEOOXIAHICTb.
371e01IbIIOTr0 S 3raaylo Mpo HE JIHIlle HajJBeulp; JAE€Hb 3ropae Iie 10
TOTO, SIK 5 BiAYYIO, 1110 IUTYHOK 3BOJAUTH BiJ IOJOAY.

3a cHilaHKU s He Oepycst — 1ie Oyna i1 cTuXis, 1 IPUroTyBaTH I1OCh
camill 31aeTbesa MeHi 3pajgoro. Cxaxere, nypHuui? Mosxke i Tak. Aie
BIJIITYCKaTH TaKUI TEIUIUI croraji, KOJIH iX 1 TaK JUIIUIOCS 00Masb —
HaaTO OOJISYeE.

3 BEeHTWJISIIIT TOTSTIIO XOJI0A0M — 3MMa ByKe Ha Topo3i. I MUMOBOIIi
BcMixatocsd. Mu yacto 6e3 ynuHy AUMBWIHMCH «I'py HpecTomiBy, i
mopoky Po3i BurykyBama: «3uMa OJU3BKO!» 13 TakKUM KyMEIHUM
akieHToM /xona CHoy.



shoes on after, then grab the foldable blade I now carry. Courtesy
of that dreadful night.

How am | supposed to move on from losing her? I can’t, but this
place will permanently become my grave if [ don’t attempt to deal
with her death. So tonight, a walk will be the start of doing so. The
locks click, and the numbers on my door stare back. “Zero, two,
zero, four.” One of the reasons we chose this apartment was
because it held both our favorite numbers. “Come on, let’s go,” I
whisper to motivate myself to walk away.

My lungs swallow the cool air, and a rogue gust flows over my
shoulder. Other people have the same idea, as | am not the only
one out for a walk tonight. Low chatter and dogs barking travel
about. It helps quiet the thoughts, and for these precious moments,
it’s a weight off my shoulders. The goal was to reach the street’s
end, but once there, my legs continue moving.

“Going somewhere?”” a nagging voice interrupts.

“A walk, Detective Jacob. Or is that a crime?” I bite back, giving
him an eye roll.

“You’re still on our suspect list, Kyra. Two deaths happened on
your watch, and you were told to stay put until we—"

“Does it look like I'm trying to flee? Do you see any bags in my
hands? I’'m walking. Unless you have orders to arrest me, leave
me the fuck alone.”

He sighs in annoyance, but that makes two of us. | have little care
about being investigated. I didn’t kill Rosie, no more than the
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Ha ronuaHMKY TiB Ha JEB'ATY, Ha BYJIMII BXE CIAIaxXxylOTh JIXTapi.
[ToBeuepsiBIIM, OCTaHHI KiIbKa XBHJIMH 51 O€3UUIBHO OJyKaro
MOTJISAZIOM TI0 BiTallbHI: cTapi ¢oTtorpadii, KHIKKOBA mada 3 MOIMHU
KyOkamu 3 €1nHOOOpCTB. CTUIBKH POKiB TPEHYBaHb, a sl BCE OJTHO HE
3Mmoria ii Boepertu. Hikuema.

Bix Mo€i micias TOro Hamajay JIMINAIOCS CcaMe JIAXMITTS, TOMY s
TATHYCSI 10 Bimaka o Kyptky Posi. Hapsararo moBepx Xxyi, B3yBarocs
1 0epy ckiIaaHuil HiXK, IKUI TENep 3aBKIu Holry 3 co0or0. Most HoBa
3BHMYKA IICIIA Ti€l caMol HOYI.

Sk MeH1 HaBuUHTHCS XUTH Oe3 Hei? S He 3Har0, aje 1 KBapTUpa CTaHe
MOIM CKJICTIOM, SIKILO 51 HE CIIPOOYIO XOU SIKOCh MPUNHATH ii CMEPTh.
ToX CHOTOAHINIHS NPOTYJSHKA CTaHe MepmuM Kpokom. Kiramae
3aMOK, 1 MOTJIAJ BOUpPAeThCs B HOMep Ha aBepsax: «0-2-0-4». Mu
o0OpaJivt 1f0 KBapTHUPY JIUIIE TOMY, IO TYT 3IHTUINCS HAII YITFOOIeH]
YHUCIIa.

— Tpeba iTH, — THXO Kaxy co0i, SMyIIyIOUU 3pOOUTH KPOK.

’KaniOHO KOBTaK MPOXOJIOAHE MOBITPS, 1 PaNTOBUN MOPHUB BITPY
KoB3ae 1o mievy. Cxoxe, 14 171es craja Ha IyYMKY He JIMIIe MEHI — 4
HE OJIHa BUHIILIA MPOTYJATUCS CbOTOJHI BBeuepi. /loBKona JIMHYTH
MPUIIIYIIEH] po3MOBHU U raBkiT cobak. Lle nomomarae BTUXOMUPUTH
JYMKH, 1 B 111 TOPOTOIiHHI MUTI TsATap HiOU criajae 3 mid. S manyBana
JIIATH JIWIIE J0 KIHIST BYJHIN, ajieé KOJIM OMHUHSIOCS TaMm, HOTH caMi
HECYTh MEHE JIaji.

— Iocmimaem? — #oro royoc i€ Ha HEPBH.
— IIporymtotocs, nerextuse Jxeitkode. Un meHi Bxke i auxatu 0e3
JT03BOJTY HE MOKHA? — 3aKOYYIO OYi.



woman trapped inside her car. Now if the charges were not being
able to save them, sure, lock me up. That much I deserve.

“We still need to talk, and I have more questions,” he yells from
the curb. “I’ll be here once you’ve finished with that ‘so called
walk’ of yours.” Gracefully giving him the middle finger over my
shoulder, I round the corner.

There’s a little daiquiri shop not far from our place, my place, that
we’d stop at any time we were out. As I grow closer, the idea of
getting one doesn’t seem half bad. With two people in line, | take
the third slot, and my phone buzzes, startling me. More messages
from social media. People convey pictures with Rosie as if they
were friends, yet none of them attended her funeral, and the ones
that came shouldn’t have. After another eye roll, I place my phone
into my pocket. To hell with all of them.

“Hi there. How can I help you?” a young fellow asks. The green
tips of his hair blend against the green hues of his eyes.

I return a fake smile and proceed. “Can I get a peach bellini with
an extra shot please. Make it a medium.”

“Wait. I need to see some [.D. You don’t look twenty-one,” he
flirts.

“Dude, I come here all the time.” I’'m not in the mood for his
flirting.

“I don’t make the rules, kid. You must be twenty-one to buy a
drink.” His teeth flash, and he points to a rusted sign. Wrinkles fall
over my brow as I pull out my I.D. and hand it over. “Ohh. You
just turned twenty-one this year...Kyra,” he mocks, then hands my
card back. “I tell you what, drinks are on the house.”
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— Twu Bce me mix migo3poro, Kaiipo. J[Boe 3armbiamx — i 0 IuBO,
obuBa pazu T Oyna mopyd. ToO1 HaKa3anM CHIITH TUXO, IOKA MU HE
po3depemocs.

— A s, mo-BamoMy, mo, Tikawo? bauum y MeHe Balisum B pykax?
[Tpocto mporymorocs. Skmo B TeOe HEMae opliepa Ha Miid apeliT, To
BiJ[BaJIH.

BiH 3iTXa€e 3 po3apaTyBaHHIM — YTiM, fK 1 . MeHe MaJlo XBUIIIOE 1€
«po3cninyBaHHm». S He BOuBana Po3i. Tak caMo sk 1 XKiHKY, 3aMKHEHY
B Tili MaIIMHI. A OT SIKIIIO MEHE 3BUHYBAYyIOTh y TOMY, IIIO 51 HE 3MOTJIa
iXx ypsTyBaTH — TOJI Tak, cajkaire. Lle s cripaBai 3acyxuna.

— Ham yce me morpiOHO NOTOBOPHTH, B MEHE IIE 3aJUILMINCDH
NUTaHHS, — TyKa€ MEHi BCiig 3 y30iuus. — S Oyay TyT, KOJIH TH
3aKiHYMII CBOIO TaK 3BaHy <«IIporyiasHKy». He oOepraroumch, s
rpariifHo MOKa3y HOMY CepeHii maiellb i 3HUKAIO 32 POTOM.

Henonamik Bim MOTro JOMYy Tpalioe€ HeBenukuid Oap. Mu 3aBxau
3abiranM TyAM MO Jaiikipi, BapTo OyJI0 HaMm TUIBKM BHUHTH Ha
MPOTYISAHKY. YuM ONvKYe s MAXO/KY, TUM OLIBIIIE MEHI XOYEThCS
BUnuTH. CTaro B Uepry TpeThOIO, panToM Tesle(OH y pyLli 3APUTA€THCS
B1J1 MOB1IOMJIEHHS. 3HOBY coniMepexi. JIltonu BukinagaroTs Goto 3 Po3si,
HiOM Oy i Ipy3sMu, X04a KOJEH 13 HUX HEe NPUHIIOB Ha MOXOPOH.
A Ti, XTO IpUHIIIOB, OyJK Tam 3aiiBUMHU. 3 00YpEHHSIM XOBaro TesedoH
y KuIeHro. Ta minuii BoHH Bci 110 Oica.

— Bitaro. Ilo 6axxaete? — 3BepTa€ThCS JO MEHE XJIOMEIh. 3eJeH1
KIHYMKH HOro BoJioccs 3TUBAOTHCS 3 BIATIHKAMM CMaparjoBUX oueil.
S Hatsryo ganplIuBy MOCMIMIKY i POOIIIO 3aMOBIICHHS:

— IonsiitHuil nepcukoBuiil Oetini, Oyap nacka. CepenHii.

— Cekynny. [lokaxu noxkymentu. Ha nBaausTh ouH HE TATHEI, —
Kake BiH TpailyiuBo.



A few minutes pass, and the line grows longer. Some resort to
small talk while they wait. “Ma’am.” The young fellow returns.
Against my wishes, he holds a size larger than what | asked.

“Thank you.” My smile is dry and everything but kind.

“No problem, hope to see you soon.” He winks those green eyes,
and mine roll with exhaustion.

I head towards the park’s running trail, often filled with people
doing what I dread most, exercising. Don’t get me wrong, I may
be out of shape and can’t run worth a damn, but my clothing size
doesn’t change. So that’s a win. My lungs simply don’t have the
capacity to run. Not that | want to anyway.

An empty bench calls to me with promises of resting. My ankle is
healed, though now and then, numbing pain finds its way back.
And what little burns I sustained, are now a light spot of skin. A
blemished reminder.

Popping the seal on my daiquiri, | blow out a breath of frustration.

The asshole wrote his number on my cup with a little note beneath
it. ‘If you like daiquiris, you should try cock-tails. Give me a call
cutie.” And a damn smiley face under it. He’s not even cute.  mean
sure, he has a nice smile and eyes, but that’s it. [ can’t get off on a
nice smile. So, fuck him and his little ‘cock-tail’ he has between
his legs. “No, thank you.”
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— Cuyxaii, s TyT nocTiiiHa KJlieHTKa, — Biapizato s. Moro ¢ipt 3apa3
TIJIbKU OICHUTB.

— He s BcTaHoOBII010 ITpaBmiia, Maja. AJIKOT0Jib — TUIBKU 3 IBAILSATH
OJTHOTO, — BiH IIMPOKO BCMIXAEThCA 1 MOKa3ye Ha ipkKaBy TaOIMUKY.
S HacyIUTIOFOCS, AICTAIO MACIIOPT W MPOCTATAI0 HOMY.

— O-o0... To Tu nuIIe FOTO POKY CTaJla MOBHOJITHROMK. .. Kaiipa, —
KETIKYe BiH, TOBEPTal0UYu KapTKy. — 3Haem 1mo? Hamoi — 3a paxyHok
3aKJIajy.

3a KUIbKa XBWJIMH 4epra 30UIbIIYeTbCS. XTOCh HaMaraeTbcs
MEPEMOBHUTHUCH CIIBIEM, IO 3rasiTH Yac.
— ITani, — noBepraeThcs 0HaK. He3Baxkarouu Ha Te, 10 sl 3aMOBJIsLIa

«CepenHili», BiH IMOJa€ MEHI «BEITUKUI.

— JIAKy0, — MOS MOCMIIIKa BUXOJIUTh BUMYIICHOIO 1 X HISK HE
JI0OPO3UUITUBOIO.
— Hewma 3a mo. CrnoaiBatocs, 1me mod6aunmock. — BiH TpaiiiuBo

HiIMOPTrye, a 5 JIUIIe BTOMJICHO 3aKOYYIO OYi.

S 3Bepraro A0 OIroBoi JOPIKKM B HapKy — Miclid, sIK€ 3a3BUYail
3allOBHEHE JIIOJbMM, IO 3alMarOTbCs THM, YOO s HE TEPILIIO
HalouIple: ¢Qi3uyHUMHU BrOpaBaMu. He 3po3ymili HempaBUIBHO —
MOJKJIMBO, sl HE B HalKpaIuii popmi i GiraTu He BMitO I'eTh 30BCiM, 3aTe
Miil pO3MIp OJATY HE 3MIHIOETHCS. XO0Y y YOMYCh MEHI MOLIACTUJIO.
ITpocto Moi nereHi He cTBOpeHi A Oiry. Ta i 6axaHHs, SIKIIO YECHO,
HEMa€ KOIHOTO.

[Tornsa majmae Ha MOPOXKHIO JIABKY — BOHA TakK 1 MAaHUThH MPHUCICTH.
[I{ukonoTka 3aroinacsi, Xo4a yac BijJ yacy Tynuil Oiiab Haraaye mpo
cebe. A TI HE3HayHl OMIKH, WO S OTpUMala, Telep CTald JIHIle
CBITJIMMHU IUISIMaMU Ha 1IKipi. CHOTBOpeHe HaralyBaHHs PO MUHYJIE.
Binkpusaro naiikipi il 3 po3apaTyBaHHSIM 31TXaro.



To my left, a couple walks down the trail, holding hands and
giggling. Apparently, it’s funny enough for them to stop, and the
guy leans forward, slapping his knee. An exaggerated gesture. She
pushes him against one of the trees, kissing him with a passion so
wild, he is even caught off guard.

I avert my attention opposite of them and find a man strolling
towards us in the distance. He wears a long coat, almost scraping
the ground, and a crisp earth scent passes by me from the same
direction. I pull up my hood, disregarding my surroundings, and
focus on my drink. *Sip*

“Stop‘,’

“No, you stop,” says the couple heading my way, play-fighting.
He slaps her on the ass, and she screams while running away. It’s
futile to say the least, because in an instant, he catches her with a
firm embrace, and the cuteness of their laughter echoes.

Regardless of another seat across the trail, they perch beside me.
She’s on his lap with his face in her neck. Seriously?

Giggles erupt, and | remain straight, but my peripheral catches it
all. *Sip* His hand caresses the side of her hips then eases up
towards her breast.

“Stop,” she whispers, jerking her head towards me. My phone
vibrates, and I can’t be happier. Thank God for notifications. My
fingers bounce between social media apps, trying to focus on
anything other than these two.

He whispers back, “Don’t worry, she can’t see us.” Oh, but I can,
sir. Clear as fuckin’ day. He catches the one time I decide to pry
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Ileli MOKMIBLOK HANMCaB Ha CTaKaHi CBId HOMeEp, a il HUM —
npuMitky: «aiikipi — e s niByatok. CrpoOyit Miii ocoOnuBuit
HIeHK. Y MeHe HaliJoBIla COJTOMHHKA B MICTi». I, aiabko O Horo B3ss,
CMaiinuK yHu3y. BiH HaBiTh He cumnarnyauid. ToOTO, Tak, y HBOTO
rapHa IocMiIlIKa i o4i, ajie Ha IiboMy Bce. Tox Hexal ij1e 70 Oica i BiH,
1 TOI «KOKTEMIIbY, 1110 B HHOTO MI’K HOTaMH.

— Hi, gaxyro.

JliBopyd 1o AOpiXkKILI e napoyka — TPUMAIOTHCS 33 PYKH, XUXOUYTh.
Cxoxe, 1M HaCTUIbKM BECENO, IO BOHU 3YNMHUHSIOTHCS: XJIOMEIh
HaXWISIETHCS BIEpeJ 1 TeaTpalibHO JIsickae cede 1o kominy. Ileperpas.
Bomna mToBxae ioro 110 nepesa i IiIye 3 TaKOI MPUCTPACTIO, IO BiH
caM Ha MUTb I'yOUThCSL.

S BIZBOMKY TOTJISA 1 TIOMIYaK0 4YOJIOBIKA, SKHH TOBUIBHO
HaOKAEThes 3/1a1eKy. Ha HboMy JI0Bre najibTo, Maike TOPKAEThCSI
3eMJIi, a 3 TOTO K OOKY /0 MEHE TATHETHCS YITKUI 3eMJIMCTHI 3arax.
Sl HATATYIO KamoOIIOH, NIEPecTalo 3BEpTaTH yBary Ha BCE HABKOJO i
30cepeKyrocs Ha Hanoi. KoBTOK.

— Ipununu.

— Tinbku micnst Tebe! — KapToMa IMTOBXAIOYHCh, KaXKe IMapa, 110
npsMye B Miit 6ik. Xuonensp Jsickae i o CITHHUIIAX, BOHA 3 BEPECKOM
Tikae. lle mapHO, M KO Kakyud, 00 3a MUTH BiH JIOBUTH il B MilIHI
001iiMu, 1 IXHiii BecenHii CMiX BIJUTYHIOE TIOBKOJA.

[Tonpu Te 110 HaBNPOTHU, Yepe3 TOPIKKY, OYJI0 MOBHO BUIBHUX MICLb,
BOHM BMOIIYIOTBCSI IPOCTO MOPYY 31 MHOIO. BOHa cHIuTh y HBOTO Ha
KOJIIHaX, a BIH YTKHYBCS o0uu4siM il y muto. CepitozHo?



and smirks. Caught off guard, | quickly stand, leaving my
beverage and walk as far from them as possible.

Trees and bushes pass by until the couple are no longer in sight,
and | walk some more. Reaching another bench almost a mile
away, | sit. Silence is finally my only companion.

My heated temperature lowers after meeting the seat’s cold touch,
and | turn my head upwards, catching a single star shining brighter
amongst the many. “Rosie, girl you should’ve seen this. Your
freaky ass would’ve asked to join,” I chuckle.

And when a moment of peace finally finds me, my cheek collides
with the ground from something striking the back of my head.

Chapter 2
Scars that won’t heal

KYRA
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3HOBY 1€ XUXUKaHHS; 1 TUBIIIOCS MPSAMO 1iepe] co0oro, ane O0KOBUM
3opoM Oauy Bce. KoBrok. Moro pyka mectuts ii crerno, a mortim
MOBUTHHO MiTIMMA€EThCS 10 TPY/IeH.

— Ilpunuan, — mernovye BOHA, KMBalO4Yu B Mid Oik. Miii Tenedon
BiOpye, 1 1 He MOXY IIbOMY He paniTH. [[sxkyBatu borosi 3a HEX.
[Tanpii MeTymaTbCs MK 1KOHKaAMH COIIMEPEXXK — s HaMmararocs

30CEPETUTHUCS Ha YOMY 3aBIOJTHO, a0W TUTLKH HE HA IUX JIBOX.
— He xBuumoiics, BoHa Hac He 6aYUTh, — IIENOYE BiH y BiAMOBIIb.

O, e # sk 6auy. [IpekpacHo Oady. BiH JI0BUTH Mili IOTIISIT camMe B TY
MHTH, KOJIM S MMMOBOJI JUBIIOCS B iXHIH OiK, 1 CaMOBIOBOJIEHO
BCMiXa€eThCsl. 30MTa 3 MAHTEIUKY, s Pi3KO MiABOIKYCS, JHIIA0 HAITiH
1 Ay reTh — SIKHaWgam BiJl HUX.

Nny, 1oku napa ocTaToyHO HE 3HUKAE 3 TIoJIs 30py. [Ipoiinuia me nech
MUJTIO, IOKU He 3Hai1ua iy naBky. Hapemri. Tijapku 5 1 THIIA.

Moe po3irpiTe TiJIO MOBOJII 3aCIOKOIOETHCS BiJl XOJIOJHOTO JOTHUKY
cuaiHHA. S migiiiMaro TonoBy i Momivaro OJHY-€IUHY 3IpKY, IO CS€

SICKpaBIIIIE 32 PEITY.

— Po3i, 1061 6 1€ criorobanock. TBiil 3004eHuit po3yMm yxe O IIykas,
SK BTUCHYTHUCS J0 HUX TPETIM 3aliBUM, — THXO 3acmistacs s. | sikpas
TOJi, KOJMM S BIEpIIE 3a Beyip 3aclokoinacs, Iock 0'€ MeHe B
MOTUJTUIIIO, 1 MOE OOIMYYSI TOPKAETHCS 3EMIIL.

Po3min 2
Panu, 1110 HIKOITU HE 3aTSITHYTHCS

Kaiipa



My vision is speckled. A tingling in the pit of my stomach vibrates
over my lungs as | gasp for air, and my palms pulsate a matching
beat to the relentless pounding in my head. What the fuck just
happened?

There is no time to react as something harrowingly wraps over my
leg and causes me to stiffen. With a strong pull, I’'m drug across
the running track, releasing a shriek of terror.

“Let me go!” I yell at a faint silhouette, tugging a rope tethered
around my ankles. Not only am | seeing double, but all
surrounding colors start to blend.

Another forceful yank lifts me into its embrace, forcing my back
to arch against the crushing pressure of its hold, and | squeal for
release. Whatever thing this is constricts my lungs even more.

In one swift motion, a piercing ache strikes the soft flesh between
my neck and shoulder, drowning out any thoughts until I’'m
consumed by rage. This son-of-a-bitch bit me.

“Get. Off. Me,” I grunt between words as a citric burn fizzes
around its teeth. My skin pulls between them, and after a few
agonizing seconds, the pressure subsides. However brief, | gasp
deeply before sharp teeth press four more pairs of bite marks into
my flesh.

I wince, waiting to be consumed by more pain as its grip holds
firm, bending me in an unnatural way. But such pain never
surfaces, yet a calming sensation bathes over me.
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[Tepen ounma Bce TUIMBE W pAOUTH. Y KHUBOTI IIOCh JUBHO MOKOJIIOE,
XBWIS MIAHIMAETHCS 10 TPYJeH, 1 s kaniOHo xamnaro moBiTps. ['ooBa
PO3KOIIIOEThCA, 1 1IeH MyIbC Bia€ B caMi KiHYMKHY manbiliB. [1o, opt
3abupai, moKWHOo cTanocs?

Sl He BCTHMrar0 HaBiTh MOBOPYXHYTHCS, SIK HOTY OOXONWJIO HIOCh
MEp3eHHE — 1 51 3aBMUparo. Pi3kuii puBOK — 1 MEHe TATHE 10 OIroBii
JOpiKLI. 3 TpyAel BUPUBAETHCS MEPESIKAHUHA KPHK.

— Bianyctu Mene! — kpudy s 10 pO3MHTOI TiHI, 110 CMUKA€E MOTY3KY,
3aTATHYTY Ha MOiX IIMKOJOTKaX. Y MEHE JIBOIThCS B O4Yax, KOJbOpU
HaBKOJIO 3MIIYIOThCS.

[Ile onuH cUIBHMI PHUBOK, 1 MEHE pi3ko minkugae Bropy. Lllock
CTHCKAa€ MEHE TaK MIIHO, 10 CIIMHA MUMOBOJII BUTUHAETHCS. S mumty,
Hamararourch BupBatucs. I1{o 6 ue He Oys0, BOHO CTHCKA€E MOi JIereHi
I11€ CUJIBHILIE.

OHUM PI3KUM PYXOM y M SIKY IIKIPY MiX IIHE€FO i IIeYeM BIIUBAETHCS
MPOHU3NUBUN Ou1b. Y€l NyMKH MHUTTEBO BUMHUKA€E, MEHE HAKpUBA€
qucTa JII0Th. Llel MOKuAbOK MEHE BKYCHB.

— BigBanu. Big. Mene! — rapuy s, BiT4yBarouu iKe MeUiHHS B paHi.
[Ixipa HATATYETHCSA MIXK HOTO 3y0amw, 1 JUIIE 3a KiJbKa OOJIICHHX
CeKyHJ THCK cialmiae. S skamgiOHO BIuxaro... ane HeHaaoBro. ['octpi
3yOM 3HOBY BITMBAIOTHCS B MEHE, JTUIIAIOYH CJI1JIH.

S 3apurarocs, yekaroud HOBOTO criajaxy Oouito, MOKM HOro XBaTka
TPUMa€e MEHE TaK MiIHO, 10 TiJI0 BUTMHAETHCS HEMPUPOAHO. Ale
6omro Hema. HatomicTe MeHE oropTae TUBHE BITIYTTS CITOKOIO.



For a brief time, everything seems like a dream. Flashes of happy
memories, muscles relaxing, all tension melting away, and the
pounding in my head fades. Problems up till now appear
insignificant. | am at peace—until I’m not.

Yanking its teeth away, my skin rips from the movement. Agony
comes full force, and the dream | found myself in shatters,
bringing back this reality. My fist collides with the side of its head.

“Shit,” I wail. The ground rushes towards me as I violently fling
from its grasp. Rolling aside and clasping my fist, | feel prickles
of heat weaving through the now cracked bones like | punched
concrete. Who the hell has a skull that hard?

A demon’s growl surrounds me, and though my vision hasn’t
cleared, it’s enough to squint through the tears building up. I bear
witness to what nightmares are made of as | see an otherworldly
being standing a few feet away, fading in and out of existence.

Its hands are withered with branch shaped fingers, and the rope
used to pull me is something made of dark whips.

Crawling backwards, I ignore the afflicting pain. “What the hell
are you?”

The ambiance muffles, and my other senses struggle to keep up.
Death is trying Her damndest to take me, playing by unfair rules,
but what else should be expected from a heartless bitch.

“Your soul...That sweet smell.” Its haunting tone chills the warm
blood in my veins, causing the hair on my arms to rise. “It pours
off you, and I demand it,” it snarls.

A jolt of suffering stings around my bite marks, but I jump to my
feet, racing back the way I came. There’s no way in hell I'm letting
this ‘thing’ kill me.
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Ha muth yce crae cxoxum Ha coH. Cnayiaxu IMaciIWBHUX CIIOTAJIB,
M’SI3U pO3CIIabIIAIOTECS, HAIpyra TaHe, a TylaHHS B T'OJIOBI BIILYXAE€.
VYci npobieMu panToM 34aI0ThCS HIKUEMHUMU. S BiIUyBaro CIOKiii....
ajie HeHaJI0BIO.

Bin pi3ko BupHuBae 3you, po3auparodr MEHI MIKipy. ATOHIsS Brapse 3
MOBHOKO CWJIOKO, BUIITOBXYIOYM MEHE 3 MApCHHSI Ha3al y PEabHICTb.
Miii Kynak Bpi3a€ThCsi HOMY B CKPOHIO.

— Yopt! — BuUrykyro 5. 3emiii HECeTbCs MEH1 Ha3yCTpid, KOJIU s
BUPHBAIOCA 3 HOr0 XBaTKU. BiqKOTHBIIUCH yOiK 1 CTUCHYBIIH KYyJIaK, 5
BIJJUYBal0, SIK JKap MPOHU3YE 371aMaHi KICTKU. 3/1aJ10Cs1, HIOU s BIIynuia
o Oetony. Ta xTo, B Oica, Ma€ Takuii TBEpAUN depen?

HagBkoio MeHe JiyHae IeMOHIYHUI pUK. X04a 3ip IIIe He BiTHOBHUBCS, 5
Kpi3b CIbO3H Oauy Te, 3 YOro HApPOKYIOTHCS HIYHI KOIIMapu: 3a
KUJTbKa METPIB BiJl MEHE CTOITh 1ICTOTA HE 3 IIOTO CBITY, YHI CUITYeT TO
3’SIBJISIETHCS, TO 3HUKAE.

[i pyku BUCOXJTi, a maIb1Ii HArayI0Th HOKPYYEHi MJIKH; MOTY3Ka, KOO
MEHE TSTIIHM, BUSBHJIACS YAMOCH Ha KIITAIT TEMHHAX OATOTiB.
Binnos3aroun Ha3an, st IrHOPYIO HECTEPIIHUH OLTb.

— IIlo Tw, B Oica, Take?

3BYKM HaBKOJIO MPUITYLIYIOThCS, pEUITa YyTTIB J€Ib MPaIIOlOTh.
CMepTh IOCHIIM HAMAaraeThesl 3a0paTH MEHe, BeJle HeUeCHy rpy — ajie
4Oro IIe YeKaTu BiJ i€l 0e3cepaeuHOol TBApUHHU.

— TBos nyma... el conoakui 3amax, — HOro MOTOPOIIHHUM I'0JIOC
CTYAMTh KPOB Yy KMJax, 1 BOJIOCCS Ha pykax crae AuOku. — Bona
nepenoBHioe Tebe. I g1 3a0epy 11 HOBHICTIO, — rapyuTh CTBOPIHHS.

Pi3kmii cmanax 607110 y MICIIAX YKYCIB, aJie sl MAXOTUTIO0CS Ha HOTH 1
ODKy Hazaja Ti€w X JOpiKKow. Hizamo y CBITI S HE J03BOJIO IIiit
«TBapIOIl» MEHE BOUTH.



“Kyra, help,” a voice cries out. A melody striking my thudding
heart almost brings me to my knees. Just a few strides away, my
pace halts at her tone. | snap around, witnessing a cloud of black
smoke peeling away from its skin, revealing Rosie’s face—My
Rosie’s face.

But something feels off. There isn’t a hint of life in her. She is
pale. Stiff. Dead. Her eyes swirl with smoke, her hair is black as
tar like it absorbs all the surrounding light, and her body twitches
with an unnatural motion. This isn’t my best friend. I watched her
die and be buried a few weeks ago. Didn’t I?

My heart breaks all over again at any implication of having her
back. A desire to reach out courses through me, but peering inside
those daunting eyes is like falling into a torturous abyss that [ can’t
sit through again.

“You’re not Rosie. Stay the hell away from me!” I scream until
my lungs burn. | want-no-need this to be true, but the numbness
of her absence fights to remain.

“Please don’t let him take me.”
Desolate smog coils around her arm as she extends it. Could this

indeed be her? A war between what | know is true and what my
heart desires is more than enough to give in.

Taking a cautious step forward, I question, “Rosie?” If there’s any
chance of saving her, why is my body so reluctant to move?

“Kyra,” she pants back. Emotions weave through her lifeless eyes
and wetness coats her bottom lids.
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— Kaiipo, nonomoxu! — mynae ronoc. Bin 0'e nmpsiMmo B ceprie, Jieqb
He 30MBaOYM MEHE 3 HIr. 3a KiJgbKa KpOKIB S 3aBMHpar. Pi3ko
po3BepTarocs 1 06ady, sK 13 HOTo MIKIpH 3JIa3UTh YOPHHM UM, Hade
oOByrJIeHa Kopa, BigkpuBaroun oonuyust Po3i. Moei Po3i.

Ane mochk TyT He Tak. Y Hiii Hemae x)uTTsa. Bona Omiga. Hepyxoma.
MepTtBa. B ouax kiryOOUMTHCS UM, BOJIOCCS YOPHE SIK CMOJIA, HIOH
BOUMpae BCe CBITIIO TOBKOA. T1JI0 cimaeThes HEMpUpOIHO, JamaHo. Le
HEe MOsl Halikpaina nojapyra. S 6auwia, sik BOHa nmomepia. S crosuia Ha
il moxopoHi KijbKa THXxHIB ToMy. [IpaBna x?

Cepiie po3pHBa€eThCS BiJ camMoi TyMKH Ipo ii moBepHeHHs. bakaHHs
TOPKHYTHCS ii MPOHHU3YE BCE TLIIO, ajie TUBUTHUCSA B I[i MOTOPOLIHI 04l
— 1 37a€Tbes, HIOM TMamaenr y OE3M0HHY TEMpSBY, Ky S BXKE HE
BUTPHUMAIO BApYTE.

— Tu nwe Poszi. He migxoms 1o MeHe! — Kpudy Tak, IO JICTCHI
nanamTh. MeHi KUTTEBO HEOOX1AHO, 1100 1€ OyB MPUBHU/, aie OiTb Bij
il BIICYyTHOCTI HIKYJIU HE 3HUKAE.

— He BignaBait mene iiomy.

Bona mpoctsrae 1o MeHe pyky — ii oOepTaioTh macMa 4OpHOTO
TyMaHy. A SKIIO IIe crpaBii BoHa? MeHe po3puBae MK TUM, IO A
3HAaI0, 1 TUM, YOTO IparHe Moe€ cepie. | Hporo 10CcTaTHBO, MO0 S
3J1aMaJIack.

S poGnro obepexHuit KpoK yrepe/.

— Po3i?..

SIKmo € Xou KpUXITHUM maHc ii BpsTyBaTH... YoMy X TUIO Tak
ONMPAETHCS?

— Kaiipo... — BoHa KoBTae noBiTp4. B ii ouax 3’sBnserscs xurts. Ha
HIOKHIX MTOBIKaX OJHMINUTL BOJIOTA.



“Tell me it’s you, please,” I beg, but she stands at a distance,
staring back emptily. My heart smothers all doubts until only a
need for her to live remains.

I advance, locking onto her conflicting expression and reaching
out with a surge of hope. The essence of time—nonexistent, and our
fingers interlock. Her touch is cold against my warming skin, and
her lifeless pupils awaken from their slumber.

These past weeks have been hell, and 1 would’ve given anything
to have Rosie back.

Caressing her face, I ask, “Can you hear me?”

“Kyra?” she responds. Her head shakes, breaking that imprisoning
trance. “What happened? What are we doing here?” Confusion
morphs her delicate features I’'m so accustomed to.

“We need to leave. Tell me how to save you before ‘it’ comes
back.” Pulling on her arm, I urge her as nature stills.

She tears away with a ‘what’s going on’ look pinching her brows.
Gray freckles gloss over the tones of her reddish-brown gaze,
hooded under an overcasting shadow. “Save me from what?”

'5’

“Rosie, please, let’s go!” Reinitiating my grasp, she gives in,
allowing me to lure her towards the park’s entrance. It takes some
effort, but after a small lapse of time, our pace increases. My head
swivels, looking for any sign of Death’s dark dealer.
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— Ckaxu, 1o ue Tda. bynp nacka, — mpoiry s. Ajie BOHA CTOITh Ha
BIJICTaHl, MOPOXKHIM TMOIJISAJOM JUBUTHCA Ha MeHe. Moe ceplue
3aJylIye BCi CyMHIBH, JIMIIAIOYH JIMIE JKary, 100 BOHA KUJIA.

A migxomKy OauxK4Ye, JIOBIIO 11 po3ry0JIeHe 00 IUYYs 1 TPOCTATA0 PYKY
3 panToOBUM crajgaxoM Hafil. Yac 3ynmuHSEThCSA, 1 Halli TabIli
neperIiTaoThes. [i JOTHK KpHKaHUi HOPIBHAHO 3 MOEIO PO3HALIIION
HIKipOIO, @ HEXKUBI 31HUII PANTOM NMPOKUIAIOTHCS BiJl CHY.

OcranHni TxHI Oynu nekioM. | g Bignana 6 yce, o6 noBepHytu Posi.

S Topkatocs ii moku. — Tu mene uyem?

— Kaiipo? — Bignosimae BoHa. BoHa XxuTae rojioBoro, Ha4e BUXOITIN
3 Tpancy. — o cranocs? o mu Tyt pobumo? — Ha ii TeHAITHOMY
00IHMY4i, 10 SIKOTO I TaK 3BHKIIA, 3 SBISIETHCS po3ryoOiseHicTs. Ha i
004yl TON camMuil BUpas, KUl g1 6aunia TUCAYy pasiB.

— Tikaiimo 3Bimcu. Ckaxu, ik TeOe BpATYBaTH, IIOKH «BOHO» HE
noBepHynocs. — TATHy 11 3a pyKy, a JI0BKOJIa palTOM CTa€ MiA03piiIo
THXO.

BoHa BiJICTOPOHIOETHCSI 3 HIMHM 3allUTAHHSAM y TIOTJISIAL, 3BIBIIU
OpoBu. B T 3010THUCTO-Kapux ouyax, MPUIOPOLIEHUX CIpUM
JACTOBUHHSM, YWTAIOTHCS CYMHIBH, a TNMOOKa TiHB BiJ KamTypa
poOUTH 00IMYYS 111€ OJI1IIIINM.

— Bin voro mene psarysatu, Kaiipo?
— Po3i, He Tynu, 61xkiMo!

51 3HOBY cxomnuia ii 3a IOJIOHIO, 1 I[LOT0 pa3y BOHA MilllIa 3a MHOIO. Le
JAETHbCSI HEJIETKO, ajieé HEeBJOB31 MU MPUUIBUALIYEMOCH. S KpyTHia



There’s no plan of stopping until she’s safe in ‘our’ place where
nothing can hurt her—again. My lungs are on fire as we run. Our
fingers squeeze tight, refusing to let go for the slightest moment.

Relief wells within me, seeing the earlier couple making their way
down the path. They’re the first set of ‘real people’ I’ve seen since
this started, and the entrance shouldn’t be far behind them.

A crippling affliction strikes my soft flesh where its teeth pierced
me, and | falter, almost collapsing. Yet Rosie holds on tight.

“Are you okay,” she asks, slowing her pace.

“Yeah, I'm fine. Only a few more feet until we’re out of here.”
Regaining my footing, | notice the couple proceeding past us, and
I yell, “No, don’t go that way. There’s something down there.” My
throat closes on the last decree.

They scan over us, whispering among themselves, but continue
against my warning. The selfless part of me wants to follow and
ensure they listen, but the selfish side continues moving.

Another sting sets my shoulder ablaze; pain searing down and
growing. “Damn,” I spit, lurching at the intensity and coming to a
complete stop.
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rOJI0BOIO, OUIKYIOUH, IO B Oy/Ib-SIKy MUTH 13 TEMPSIBU BUCTPHOHE TOI
TOPrOBEIb CMEPTIO.

51 He 3ynuHIOCS, TTIOKK BOHA HE Oyze B Oe3meni. Y Hamomy gomi. Tam,
ne 11 OlabIlne HIXTO HE CKPHBAWTH. 3HOBY. JlereHi medyTh, HIOM 5
KOBTAar0 BOroHb. Harri manpii 34eIIeHi Tak MIIHO, [0 aK OoisIue —
Hi Ha CEKYH/Iy HE BiJIIyCKAEMO OJIHA OJIHY.

Komu s mobaymia Ty mapodky Ha CTEXKIl, Yy MEHE aX BiJ cepis
BiUIsIr0. BoHM HOyTh CTeXKO HaM Hazyctpid. CrpaBxHi, KUBI
mroau! 3HAYNTh, BUXiJ 3 TAPKY BXKE OJIM3BKO.

Pantom micue ykycy HMpOHU3YyeE TUKHNA Oiulb — TaM, A€ Horo 3you
BIT sUTHCSL B MeHe. Horm mijKomyroThes, s Jenb He Naaarp. Alle, Ha
macTs, Po3i Tpumae MmeHe MiIHO.

— 3 106010 BCe rapaszn? — MHUTA€E BOHA, CIOBLILHIOIOYHCH.

— Tak... yce HopmainbHo. Ille kinbka MeTpiB — 1 MU BUOEPEMOCH, —
BUIUXAIO0 5, HAMAraro4rch HE MIOKA3aTH, K TEMHI€ B 04ax. Ta mapoyka
3aKOXaHUX MPOXOJIUTH MOB3 HAC, MPSAMYE BIIIHO MapKy.

— Hi! He #nite Tynu! — xpuuy 1 im yenig. — Tam mocs €!
Ha octaHHBOMY CJI0B1 MEHi NEPEXOIIIOE MOIUX.

Bonu ornsnaroTe Hac, MEpelIiNTyIOuUMCh, ajleé MpPOAOBXKYIOTh ITH,
ITHOPYIOUM MO€ 3aCTEepeKeHHs. AJIbTPYICTUYHA YaCTMHAa MEHE XodYe
HA3[OTHATH 11X 1 3MYCHTH BHCIyXaTH, ajlé €roi3M TSITHE MEHe
BpsTyBaTH Po3i.

UYeproBuil Hamajg OO0 3MyIIye MO€ IUlede NalaTd; BIH CTae
HECTEPITHUM, PO3XOITYHCh IO BCbOMY TLITY.

— [IpOoKAATTS, — BUILITLOBYIO 5, 3rHHAIOYNCH, 1 TOBHICTIO 3YTTHUHSIOCS.



“Kyra, you don’t look well?” Something humorous wrangles
around her statement.

Taking a moment to breathe, I state, “I’m fine.” Then I slide my
hoodie collar over my shoulder and assess the damage. It’s a
horrific sight. My skin pulses around five bite marks, all seeping
black liquid from their wounds. What the fuck. A foul odor of
rotting flesh reaches my nose.

“Give into the pain.” Her tone is demonic, and I peer up, noticing
she’s no longer at my side. Glancing around, I see an all too
familiar view. I’'m back where the creature held me with Rosie
standing outside my reach.

Another wave of torment explodes through my skin, and on
instinct, | grab my shoulder. Confusion fills me. One moment we
are near the entrance, and next, we are back in the middle of the
park. Was | dreaming that? How?

She exclaims, “Your soul!” But it’s not Rosie’s voice, and my lip’s
part to respond, yet something shields it. Suddenly, shadows
within the trees migrate towards her as if she’s calling them.
Commanding them.

“Rosie?” My silence breaks. She leers back with hatred, and her
disguise morphs into something more...deadly.

“You killed me. You did this.” Fright pales my face. I fight to stay
upright as sweat beads from my cheek in tandem with the
unwavering pounding in my shoulder, not letting up for a moment.
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— Kaiipo, T1 Maem KernchbKuil BTSN, — Ka)K€ BOHA, 1 B ii royioci
MIPOCIIM3A€E MOCh HA AUBO TUTy3iHBe. [IepeBiBIIM MOAMX, KAXKY:

— S B HOpMI, — ¥ HATATYIO KOMIp Xy/i, MO0 TJSHYTH Ha paHy.
Bunosumie xaxiuse. LlIkipa myascye HAaBKOJIO 1’ SITH CITiJTIB BiJl 3y0iB,
1 3 KOXKHOT paHU COUMTBhCS YopHa rycra pinuna. o 3a...? ¥V Hic 6’¢
CMOpIJ] THUJII, HIOW IIOCHh PO3KIIAIAETHCS MTPOCTO HA MEHI.

— Ilinpaiics 6osro.

Ii romoc — y)Ke He JIOACHKWH. S mimiiiMio odi ¥ momidaro, mio ii
Ounbiie Hemae mopyd. O3upHYBIIKCH, s Oauy 10 Oomo 3Hailomy
KapTHUHY: 51 3HOBY TaM, JIe MEHE TpUMaJia Ta icToTa, a Po3i cToith mo3a
MeKaMU MO€T JJOCSKHOCTI.

Yeprosa XBWIL MyK BHOYyXa€ MiJ MIKIPOIO, 1 51 IHCTHHKTUBHO XaIarocs
3a miuedye. Mene oxommtoe po3ryomnenicts. IlloiiHo Mu Oynu Oins
BUXOJy, & TENep 3HOBY Imocepena mapky. Lle mo, MeHi mpuBHIinocs?
Ane sx?

— TBost gyma! — kaxxe Po3i He cBoiM rosocom. S BikpuBaio por,
100 BiAMOBICTH, Ta HIOU IIOCH CTUCKAE MEHI TOPIIO0, HE 1a€ BUMOBUTH
Hi cioBa. PanToM TiHI MIX JilepeBaMy MMOYUHAIOTH BOPYLIUTHCS. BoHu
MOB3YTh JI0 HE1, 3MMBAIOThCS, HAUe BOHA iX kinye. Haue BoHa HUMU

KepYye.

— Pos3i?

Most HiMOTa HapemTi MuHae. BoHa auMBUTBCS y BIANOBIAL 3
HEMPUXOBAHOIO HEHABHCTIO, 1 i 0OMUYYst TpaHCHOPMYEThCS Y IOChH
3HAYHO... CMEPTEJIbHIIIE.

— Tu BOuna mene. Ile TBos mpoBUHA.



Rosie stalks closer, and my feet dig into the soil, pushing away. |
retreat a step, and she advances two. Damn it. Beyond us, a faint
light shines through the devilry trees, watching and waiting—bright
pink hues, identical to those from the crash that witnessed me fail
as | tried to save the woman. | hate those fucking eyes.

Her voice deepens into a growl, adding to her demonic tone. “I
need your soul to ascend.” But why? What am I missing, and
furthermore, how...why is it wearing her face?

“Stop. Let me help you,” I plead. We just escaped only for her to
return to its embrace.

“Help me? It’s a little late for heroism, dearest best friend,” she
hisses.

This isn’t Rosie. She wouldn’t spew such hatred and accuse me of
killing her, so why is it happening?

Her approach is quiet as if air slides beneath her footing, and in
my stumbling retreat, | fall. For an instant, peering through murky
eyes, everything dulls except the night’s glinting stars. A few blink
in a laughing manner.

Death is watching from up there, enjoying the show.
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Moe oOmuuusi OmigHe Bif >kaxy. Sl 3 OCTaHHIX CHJ HaMararocs
BTPUMATHCS HAa HOTax; IIT KOTUTHCS IO IIOKaxX, a B IJie4l OUTb HE
BIIyXa€ Hi HA MUTh.

Po31— abo ii ABIHUK — MOBUIBHO MiIXO0AUTH OJvKYe. S poOITrO KpOK
Hazan. Boma — nBa Bmepea. Yopr. Jech 3a i COMHOW MiX
BUKDUBIICHUMH, Maike YOPHHMH JI€PEBaMH MEPEXTUTh Cl1a0Ke
cBiTiio. BoHo cnocrepirae. Yekae. SIckpaBo-poxkeBi BinOJIMCKH —
TOYHICIHBKO TakKi cami, sIK TOJI, I/l Yac aBapii, KOJIM s Hamarajacs
BPATYBAaTH Ty KiHKY. HeHaBUIDKY 11l KIIATI OUi.

JIeMOHIYHUM T0JI0COM BOHA TOBOPHTH!
— Memni nmotpibHa TBOs AyIIa, MO0 IMiTHECTUCS.

Axne nagimo? Yoro s He po3yMito? | TOOBHE SIK... 4OMY BOHO HOCHUTD
1i 00muus?

— Criii. J103B0ob MEHI JOIOMOITH, — OJiararo. Mu IIOMHO BTEKJIH
JIUIIIE JIJISl TOTO, 100 BOHA 3HOBY MOBEPHYJIACS B 001MMH I1i€1 TBAPIOKH.

— Jonmomortu? J[lemo 3amizHO Ais repoizmy, Jro0a Halikparia
OJPYTO.

Ile He Po3i. Bona 6 nikonm He auBMiacs Ha MeHe Tak. Hikomum 0 He
3BHHYBauyBajia y cBoill cmepTi. To yomy 1ie BinOyBaeThcs?

Bona nabmmkaeTscss 06€33By4HO, HIOM Tij 11 HOramMu He 3eMIs, a
noBiTps. S 3a1Kyro, mepedinarocs. .. 1 3pelToro najgato Ha 3emito. Ha
MHUTb Kpi3b 3aTyMaHEHHH 3ip yce HaBKOJIO MEpKHE — 3aJIMLIAE€THCS
JIUIIIE MEPEXTIHHS HIYHUX 31pOK. 3/1a€ThCS, AEsIKl 3 HUX HACMIIIKYBATO
HiAMOPTYIOTh MEHI.

CMepTh HacOIOKYETHCSI BUCTABOIO, CIIOCTEPITalouy 3TOpH.



Rosie growls, baring her teeth with tar-like liquid coating her lips,
and | shudder. Her body and face become shrouded in weaving
shadows, as though she is behind an ominous veil, and the earlier
beast returns. A looming grim reaper.

“The screams came from this way, Detective!” someone yells, and
I gasp as the demonic being vanishes.

It’s them. The couple from earlier along with Jacob. It doesn’t take
a genius to know what’s coming next. More death and chaos.
Discomfort keeps me slow, but | promptly hop to my feet.

“Hey, you need to get out of here,” I demand, shuffling my way
across the grass and back on the running track. Hesitant, they eye
me with suspicion while Jacob reaches for his weapon. | am on
edge, searching between the trees and turning in circles.

“Is someone after you?” the detective asks, moving closer.

Out of breath, I keep a low voice like it’ll make a difference. “You
need to leave. It’s not safe.”

His brow furrows. “Calm down. Tell me what’s going on.” But
again, [’'m too late.

A dark cloud slithers behind the couple and consumes their
shadows. Wrapping its arm around the young lady’s neck before
her frightened partner can react, tentacles explode from its other
arm, swaddling him and restraining his voice.
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Po3i rapuuth — i s MUMOBOMI 3/purarocs. li 3yOu oronewi, a Tyou
3QJIUTI YOPHOIO TYCTOI PiAMHOI, HIOM cMosor. TiHI MOYMHAIOTH
CIUTITAaTHCA HAaBKOJIO HEl, 3aTATYIOUM OONMY4Ys ¥ TiIO B TEMHUM
ceprnaHoK, Haye ii BiJIUIsie BiJ MEHE 3JI0BicHa 3aBica. | Toxi crae
3po3ymisio: Po3i Oinbmie Hemae. [lepeni MHOIO 3HOBY MOCTa€ T€ caMe
YyIOBUCHKO — MOB CaM JKHEIIb, III0 HABUCAE HaJ] CBOEIO KEPTBOIO.

— Kpuku nyHanu 3BifcH, IETEKTUBE! — BUTYKHYB XTOCh. AXHYBIIIH,
s 0ady, 110 IEMOHIYHA ICTOTa MHUTTEBO PO3YMHSETHCS B MOBITPI.

Ile Born. Ta cama mapa mopyd i3 Jlxefikooom. He Tpeba Oyt reniem,
abu 3posymiTh, mo Oyne gani. lle 6inpmie cmepteit 1 xaocy. binb
00MeXYye PyXH, ajie s 3 OCTAHHIX CHJI MiXOMUIACS Ha HOTH.

I'eii, Bam Tpeba 3abuparucsa 3BiacH! 3aKpuyaia s,
MpoOUPAOYNCh Yepe3 TpaBy Hazan A0 OIiroBoi jopixkku. BoHu
M1103p1JI0 TUBIATHCS HA MEHe, TTOKH J[)KelHKoO TarHeThes 10 30poi. S
00epTaroch, BIUBIISIOCS B TYCTI iepeBa, 00 BIIIEIITH iCTOTY.

— 3a TO0OI XTOCh JKEHETHCSA? — IMHMTA€ OETEKTUB, MAXOMIYH
ommkye. S nenBe nuxato, aje 3HWKYIO TOJI0C, HIOU 11€ IIIOCh 3MIHUTB:

— Bawm tpe6a iitu 3Bincu. Tyt HeGe3nedHo.
Bin xmypuTthcs.

— 3acnokoiics. Po3kaxu, 1110 BigOyBa€eThCs.
AuJte 51 3HOBY 3aITi3HUIIACS.

TemHa XMapa nMpocau3ae 3a CIMHAMK [Iapy ¥ orIrMHae ixHi TiHi. Pyka
00BMBa€ MHIO JIBYUHU W€ IO TOTO, K 1 TEPENIIKaHWU XJIOTElb
BCTHTa€ LIOCh 3pOOMUTU. 3 1HIIOI PYKH BUPHUBAIOTHCS IIYNAIbIST —
BOHM OOIUTYTYIOTh XJIOMIIS M 3aTUCKAaIOTh HOMY poTa.



Their chance of survival is plummeting fast.

“What the fuck is that?” Jacob shouts, turning and raising his
shivering pistol.

I step closer. “Rosie, you don’t need to do this. Let them go.”

Squeals come from the young lady as tears trace her cheeks. The
dread of watching them die rips my heart and opens unhealed
scars.

“Did you say, Rosie?” Jacob finds his resolve enough to assess the
situation. The guy within the foul creature’s hold kicks and
screams, but his gaze never leaves his partner.

“There’s no time to explain, Detective. You have a gun, use it,” |
huff in irritation. What the fuck is he waiting for? But instead, he
remains stiff, frozen in a paralytic state while this creature
continues squeezing the life from its two victims.

My blade is still tucked away, and if he’s not helping, I’ll do it
myself. | stalled in hopes of saving her, but with other lives at
stake, I’'m left with one choice. Fight.

I retrieve my knife before charging towards my impending doom,
tightening my grip and letting determination guide me. I’'m going
to Kkill this monstrosity and send a message to Death, myself.
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CMepTh yxe 1uxae iM y MOTUIINLIIO.

— IMo me 3a xpiap?! — Burykye JIxeiko0, po3BepTarOuuch 1
3IHMalOYH MICTONET Y TPEMTSIUUX pyKax. S 3poOmiia Kpok yrmepen:

— Po3i, He Tpeba. BinmycTu ix.

JliBurMHA BEepEIInTh, CIIbO3U KOTATHCS 10 IIOKax. JJuBuUTHCS Ha TXHIO
HepeICMEPTHY aroHito OyJio MOHA MOT CHIIM — Ceplie PO3pPUBAIIOCS, a
CTapi paHH 3HOBY MOYAJIA KPOBOTOUHTH.

— Tu ckazana... Po3i? — J{xeiiko0 HapemiTi 30upaeTbes 3 TyMKaMHu.
Xyonenp y Jlanax icToTa 0’ €Tbesl i KpHUUTb, HE 3BOJISTIHN OUYEH 31 CBOET
IIBYMHU.

— Hemae uacy nosicHioBaru, nerexktuBe. Y Teb€ € MICTOJIET — TO
cTpinstit! — pizko kuparo s. Yoro BiH, B Oica, yekae? Aje Toif
3aIlileHiB, MOKW TBaplOKa IMOBUIBHO BUYABJIIOBAJIA KUTTS 3 JBOX
HEBUHHHUX JKEPTB.

Sl noci He micTaBanma HOXa, aje SKIIO JETEKTHB HE 30MPAETHCS
Joromaratu, s Bce 3po0Oiso cama. S Baramacs, 60 10 OCTaHHbBOTO
CIOJIBajIacs BpATYBATH ii, Ta KOJIM HA TEPE3ax UyKi )KUTTS, BUOOpPY HE
numaetbes. Tpeba OuTHcs.

Sl BuXOIUIIOIO HIK 1 KHMJIAlOCs BIIEpe]] HA3yCTpid BJacHIN 3aruberni.
[MTanpii OUMFOTH BiJi CHJIM CTUCKAaHHS PYKIB’Sl HOXa, 1 A J03BOJISIO
pilrydocTi BecTH MeHe. I mokiHuy 3 wieo moTBoporo. | mepenam
CwMmepTi CBilt OCOOMCTUI «IIPUBITY.



“Kyra, stop. If that’s Rosie, you could harm her and the others,”
Jacob tries reasoning with me, but his warning isn’t welcome. This
isn’t my best friend, no matter how many times it persists.

A resounding crack filters through the area, and the guy goes limp
before being tossed away like nothing more than trash. | freeze.
My jaw slackens in utter shock, and his partner thrashes with
painful screams, bellowing to her fallen lover.

“Please, no,” | mouth. My blade should have pierced its body by
now, so why can’t I move? What’s keeping me from attacking?
The blighted demon bites her neck, slowing her movements until
they cease. Was this supposed to be my fate? Is this why I can’t
move? Thinking about my own bite marks, another sting in my
shoulder answers back.

She hits the ground beside her deceased lover, and blood pools
from beneath her lifeless body. Again, I’'m too late. Forced to
witness another life taken.

Death’s message is loud and clear. No matter how close | am to
helping, I’'1l always remain...Helpless.

It snarls, “Your soul will ensure my ascension.” Leaning forward,
tar-like smoke glides down its face, revealing Rosie’s once more,
but she’s not begging for help. There is no sorrow or regret within
her features. Only malice and hate. “I’ll devour your soul and be
reborn a God.”

36

— Kaiipo, 3ynunucs! Skmo ne cnpapai Po3i, TH Moxenn HaKoIuTH
iif 1 THM 1BOM! — HamaraeTbcst JOCTyKaTtucs 10 MeHe Jlkeliko0. Are
foro 3actepexeHHs MeHi 10 omHoro micus. lLle He mos Hailikpaiia
nojpyra, CKUIbKM © Ta NOTBOpa HE Hamarajacsi MEHE B I[bOMY
MEePEKOHATH.

JlyHae mIyXui XpYCKiT, BiJl SIKOrO XOJIOHE BCE BCEpEIuHi. XJIOMelb
o0M’siKae, 1 MOTBOPA BiIKUIA€E HOTO BOIK, HaAYe HEMOTPiOHE CMITTS. S1
saminenina. Illenema BigBuciaa Big TOBHOTO IOKY, a JdiBYMHA
BUPHUBAETHCS, KPUUUTH TaK, IO TOJIOC PBETHCS, KIIMYE CBOT'O KOXAHOTO.

— By nacka, Hi... — Mo01 Tyou pyxaroThcs 6e3 3ByKiB. Miil HiXk yxke
MaB Ou TPOOUTH TINO 1€l TBaplOKH, TO HYOMY S HE MOXKY
noBopyxnytucs? Lo Tpumae MeHe, He qat04YK HAacTH?

IIpokyisaTHii TeMOH BIMBA€ThCA il y MMIO. [i pyXH CIIOBiNBHIOIOTHCS,
IIOKH HE 3aBMHparoTh ocTarouHo. Hewxe 1e mana 6ytu s51? Tomy 4 He
MOXy 3pymmTu? [lnede mpoHu3ye HOBUH cramax OO0 — Tam, Jie
fioro 3yOou nuumiu ciia. Haue BignoBiab.

Bona mayae nopyd 31 cBOiM MEPTBHM XJIOMIIEM, 1 I 11 O€3TMXaHHUM
TIJIOM pO3TIKA€ThCS KpOB. 3HOBY. S 3HOBY 3ami3Huiach. | 3HOBY
3MyIIEHA JUBUTHUCS, IK OOPUBAETHCS YMECH KUTTSL.

[Tocnanns CmepTi rydHe i yiTke. Xou O sIK OIM3BKO CTOsUIA S JI0
HOPSTYHKY, 5 3aBKAN 3JIUIIATEMYCS... 0€3CHIION0.

— TBos nymia 3a6e3neunTh MO€ migHeceHHs. [loTBOpa HaXHIISETHCS
BIIEpE, 1 TYCTUH, MOB CMOJIa, UM CHOB3a€ 3 HOro oOJIMYYsl, 3HOBY
BIJIKpMBaIOUU pUCH BAaBaHoi Po3i. Asie n1poro pa3zy BoHa He Oiarae
npo Joromory. VY ii mornisai Hemae Hi CMyTKY, Hi kairo. Tiibku 3100a
1l HEHAaBHCTb.



A chain of incendiary blasts results in me ducking as Detective
Jacob fires his weapon. Shot after shot enters the being, yet it
remains planted and unfazed.

“Run, Kyra!” he demands. “Get out of—"

It takes a fraction of a blink for the demon’s hand to twitch and
send tentacles flying into Jacob’s body, silencing him and leaving
blood and dismantled parts amidst the air.

“No,” I wail, until the raw muscle within my throat burns.

Massive blood puddles surround me, depicting a sorrowful soul
forced to gaze upon her own broken reflection. My failures. As
tears fall free, something inside me snaps. Beneath a thick layer of
warmness, something frigid crawls from the deepest part of my
soul until I’'m subsumed by rage.

I find this false Rosie eyeing me in wonder. Awaiting in a taunting
manner. Good, because I’m done with running and being afraid.

Vexation takes root, and my entire body heats with conviction.
That son of a bitch is going to die. Pushing through my stiffness, |
rush in and thrust my blade, finding a home deep in its chest.

“Kyra, why?” the thing asks, using her voice in a dolent tone. For
amoment, | settle, examining her features and noting a hint of pain
furrowing her brows. My hands tremble with regret until a crooked
smile tugs at her lips, and | remove the blade, striking again. The
second thrust hits something, and it shrieks in agony.
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— S1 mornuny TBOIXO Aymry i mepepoukycs borom.

Cepist pi3KHX TIIOCTPUIIB 3MYIIye MEHE MpPUTHYTHUCS. JleTekThB
Jlxeiiko0 HapemTi BiIKpuB BOroHb. Kyns 3a Kyser BXOAUTH Y TIJIO
ICTOTH, aJie BOHA HaBiTh HE KoJuxaeThcs. HiOu mocTpinm s Hel —
IPOCTO BiTEpelb.

— Tixkaii, Kaiipo! — xpuunth BiH. — 3abupaiics 3Bif...

MuTb — 1 KirTi IéeMOHa PO3pUBAIOTH Ti10 J[)Kelko6a, 3MyIIyroun HOro
3aMOBKHYTH Ha3aBXJH Cepesl KPHBABOTO Xaocy.

— Hi-i-1! — kpuay 1o 60110 B ropiti.

HaBKkoj10 po3TiKalThCs TEMHI KaJII0XKi KPOBI, ¥ IXHIX BiI0OpaxKeHHIX
s Oagy cebe — 3mamany, Oe3mopaaHy, NMOBHY mpoBaiiB. Cibo3u
KOTSITBCS CaMi, aJie pa30M 3 IIUM B MEHI I10Ch JIamaeThes. [1ia rapsiuoro
XBWJICIO OOJIO TOB3€ KPMXKaHUHM XOJOJ — 3 caMoi INMOMHU Aymmi. |
KOJIM BiH HAKPUBAE MEHE MMOBHICTIO, 3aJIMIIAETHCS TIJIBKH JIFOTh.

I1s ¢danbmmBa Po3i BuTpinmiacs Ha MeHe. Haconompkyrounce Moim
6omnem, BoHa yekana. Lo , uynoBo, 60 3 MEHE TOCUTH 1 BTEY, 1 CTpaxy.

PoznparyBanHs mpopocrtae B pimrydictb. Lleil cyumii cuH ChOToIHI
3noxHe. [lepecumtoroun 3alineHinzs, 1 KHHYJIach Ha HbOTO 13 po3Maxy
BBIrHaJIa HIXK IIMOOKO oMy B TpyaIH.

— Kaiipo, 3a m0? — 605icHO Ka)ke CTBOpiHHA ii rotocoM. Ha Mutsb s
3aBarajacs. BAuBisiocek y piaHe oO0nuvus i momivaro TiHb 000 B 1i
ouax. Pyku 3arpemMTiniM BiJ CyMHIBY... aX MOKHM Ha ii rybax He
3’sIBUJIacsl KpUBa rocMimka. Sl BupBaja HiX 1 Brapuia 3HoBy. Llporo
pa3sy JIe30 HaTparuisie Ha MOCh TBEP/IE, 1 ICTOTa BEPEUTUTh BiJl aroHii.



Swinging for my head, | duck, pulling the blade free and slicing at
its thigh. Another attack comes faster, and I’'m barely able to
evade, but my years of martial arts training won’t go unused
despite how long its been—I’m glad muscle memory is a thing. I
avoid the strike with a swift step back, pivoting and aiming for its
ribs. I watch as my blade impales the demon, and its howl is bliss
to my ears.

It retaliates, yet I’'m quicker, twisting around and pulling the blade
with me, creating a deep gash through its stomach towards its
back. Relishing in another howl as it vanishes, | take pride
knowing the demon can be injured as | watch blackened blood drip
from my blade.

Movement startles me, and | swivel, listening for any sudden
sounds. As my peripheral catches the edge of its shadow, I'm
knocked down by a blunt strike.

Pain consumes every inch of my body, but despite how much that
fucking hurt, I'm still able to move. With my blade in hand, I know
this fight isn’t over, so I roll as it prepares for another attack. Two
whips aim for my body, but I’m back on my feet in a flash.

“If you think that’s enough to kill me, guess again,” [ warn, taking
one step closer, then another, until my strides increase. Each
inhalation brings me closer to falling as my chest and shoulder
warn against moving. But fuck that, and fuck him, her, or whatever
the hell this demon is.

Another tentacle hurls my way, splitting in two, and | dodge the
first with ease. The second one—not so much. It deeply grazes my
leg but not enough to cease my movements. | strike again, taking
my reward with a collision to its ribs, yet it doesn’t stop there.

I dodge and attack, using precise blows, but once again, the
demon’s luck lands a hit. I'm tossed aside, banging my head
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[ToTBOpa 3aMaxyeTbcsi MEHI B TOJIOBY, ajie¢ sl BYACHO NPHUTHUHAIOCS,
BHUPHWBAIO JIe30 3 paHU ¥ OJHHMM PYXOM po3cikaro il crerHo. Hosui
ylap cTae me IBUAMUM — S 3aJe[BE BCTUTAl0 YXHISATHCA. Poku
TpPEeHYBaHb y 3aJli HE MUHYJHU AapEMHO, 1 1 MOAYMKH JSKYIO JOJi 3a
M’s130By mam’siTb. CTpIMKUH KpOK Hazaj, pO3BOPOT HA I'ATI — 1 5
3araHsio HiX MMPOCTo MiJ pedpa. JuBmrocs, sK J1e30 IPOIINBAE JEMOHA
HACKpIi3b, 1 HOTO BUTTS AJIs1 MEHE — SIK 0ab3aM Ha JIyIIy.

Bona HamaraeTbcsi BIApUTH Y BIJNOBiNb, Ta sl HE Jar0 il JKOJHOTO
H1aHcy. Buxopom 3akpyTHBIIMCH HaBKOJIO CBO€ET OCi, s TATHY JIE30 3a
co000, 3aJHINAYM IIMOOKY paHy BiJl KHBOTa JIO CaMOi CIIMHHU.
3HaTH, M0 JEMOHA MOKHA IIOPAHUTHA — OCh IO J]a€ MEHI CHJIH, IIOKH
g CHOCTepiraro 3a YOPHOIO PIIMHOK Ha cBoeMy Jje3i. S pizko
o0epTarocs Ha IIeNeCT, BCIyXalo4yrch y TeMpsBy. [loMivaro TiHb Juie
KpaeM OKa, aJie 3aIi3HO: BAXKUH yIap MEepeKH1a€ MEHE Ha 3eMITIO.

binb po3’inae KokHY KIITUHY MOTO Tijia, aje MOMNpH Te sIK HECTEPITHO
e OyJo, s e He BTpaTHiia 34aTHOCTI pyxaTucsa. CTHCKArOUn HiX, s
pO3yMito: 1ie mie He KiHelb. S BiKkouyrocs siKkpa3 y Ty MUTb, KOJIU
NOTBOpa roTye HOBMM 3amax. /[Ba OaTorm LIATH y MEHE, ajie sl He
3abapuiacsi 1 MUTTEBO 3Be€Jacs Ha HOTH.

— Jlymaem, Tak jgerko meHe no30yrucsa? CripoOyii 1ie pa3, — KHaaro
g, CKOPOUYIOUM TUCTAHII0. 3 KOKHUM KOBTKOM IOBITpPA s JIe[b He
BTpayaro CBIJOMICTb, IPyAMHA I IJIeYe MPOCTO PO3PUBAIOTHCS. Alle
Xail BOHO BCE TOPUTh CHHIM IOJIyM M — 1 I1e# O1J1b, 1 11ei HeJ10/IEMOH.

Ille omne murymaneiie, po3aBoeHE B MOJbOTI. [lepmie s muHaro 6e3
3yCHJIb, BiJ JAPYroro » He BOeperiacs. ['octpuit 6inb y HO31, ane s
MPOJOBXKYI0 pyX. B’to y BiAmoBiae, Aicraioun pedpa, MpoTe LHOTrO
3aMaiio.

Bunan, xoHTparaka — KOXEH yAap BUBIpEHM, Ta ynada Ha OoIri
nemoHa. [licns ueproBoro yaapy s jiedy Ha 3eMITI0, 0'f0YHCh TOJIOBOIO.



against the ground, but this time, getting up isn’t so easy as
something threatens to puncture my lungs.

Fuck. I think I broke a rib. Curling into a ball, I cope with the
torment. The crunch of rustling grass alarms me, but I can’t move.
Every twitch sparks more pain pinging between organs and bone.

“Your soul,” the demon states, announcing its presence. A shiver
slides down my back, and my core demands that I rise, but tears
haze my vision. This is unbearable. So was witnessing the couple’s
demise and watching Jacob reduced to nothing. But seeing Rosie’s
face is...soul shattering.

The blade lies beside me, and though | yearn for it, the slightest
reach makes me want to implode.

Something thick wraps over my side, lifting me, and at the last call
of will, my fingers glide across the blade, remembering my best

friend’s words. “DESS. Don’t Ever Submit or Surrender.”

I’m turned around to face this ungodly thing head on, and it is
expressionless. Just immoral and ominous eyes staring back.

“What did Rosie do to deserve this?”’ I ask, my lips quivering.
“Your smell. It clung to her.”
My smell? Sure, we’d been running through the haunted woods

together, but how did...My jacket. She was cold, and I lent her my
jacket. Which is the only reason I'm wearing hers. Mine was
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Tenep migBeCTHCS 3HAYHO BaKYe — BIAYYBAIO, K y TPYASX IIOCh
rOCTpPE BIIUBAETHCS B JIETEHI.

Hinpko. Cxoxe, 3mamaiia pedpo. 3ropHyBIIUCH, I OOPIOCS 3 OOJEM.
Uyro, K miJ 4MiMHUCh KPOKaMHU XPYCTUTh TpaBa, alie TiJIO MEHE HeE
ciyxae. Halimenmmii pyx — 1 Ou1b 3HOBY MpPOHHU3Y€E BCE TiIO, Bif
KICTOK /IO BHYTPIIIIHIX OpraHiB.

— TBos ngyma, — mnpopikae IeMOH, 3asBISAIOYM IPO CBOIO
MPUCYTHICTH. XO0JI0/ MPoOirae mo CruHi, Bce €CTBO Boae: «Bcerapaii!»,
asie oui 3actuiae neneHa cii3. Lle necrepmuo. HectepnHo auBuTHCS
Ha 3aruOenp Tiei mapw, OauntH, K J[KEHKOO MepeTBOPOEThCA Ha
Himo. Asie 6aunTtu oOmmyyst Po3i... e OyKBaJIBHO CHIOIEIISE TYITY.

Hixx neXuTh 30BCIM MOpYyY, Ta BapTO MEHI JIMILE TOBOPYXHYTHUCS B
fioro OiK, K TiJI0 HaYe BHOyXa€ 3CEPEIHHH.

[Iloce MacuBHE 00XOIUTIOE MeHe 3a Oik, mimiiMaroun B moBiTps. B
OCTaHHbOMY TOPHBI BOJII Majblli KOB3aIOTh M0 PYKIB'I0, a B T'OJOBI
BIITYHIOIOTH ciioBa Haikpamioi noapyru: «H3HK. He 3maBaiicsa. He
KOPSYHCHY.

Monctp po3Beprae MeHe 10 cebe. O6mmuus ioro OesemorriiiHe.
TibKM OPOXKHI, 37I0BICHI OUl TUBJATHCA MEHI IPSIMO B TyIITY.

— UYum Po3i 3acinykunia Take? — MUTAIO 5, BIAYYyBalO4H, IK TPEMTITh
ryou.

— Tsiit 3amax. Bona HuM mpocsikia.

Miii 3anmax? 3BiCHO, MM pa3oM TiKaJM Kpi3b 1€ MpOKIATUH JIic, ajne
ak... Kyptka. [i 6yno xomnoano, 1 s Bigmana iii cBoro. Came ToMy Ha



destroyed. This thought hits harder than any punch could. Because
of me, she was killed.

“I’'m so sorry, Rosie,” I speak before a numbing pressure strikes
the right side of my chest. Blood races towards the ground, and |
witness a tentacle piercing straight through me. Its leer holds
nothing but death.

Pressure strikes again, and | choke. Another tentacle finds its home
beneath my broken rib. And hidden within the trees, silently
watching, is the same pinkish glow. I hate...those fucking...eyes.
Blood spurts across my puffy lips as a cough bubbles up, and a
foul taste lingers in my mouth.

My weighted lids close, granting me a reprieve of darkness, and
they say your life flashes before your eyes when facing death. |
disagree. There’s no sense of things [ wish I’d done. Just an empty
void and a fleeting promise for her revenge.

An overwhelming revenge.

If I'm to die, then this thing comes with me. To leave it in this
world after taking everything from me, no. I won’t let that happen.
If not now, I'll get to that bitch Death in the next life.

With valiant strength, | plunge my blade. It pierces the demon’s
chest, forcing a dreadful shriek to chase after the darkened blood
flying from its mouth. Time doesn’t permit it to dodge my attack.
I nudge the blade deeper as heat weaves through my stained
fingers, and a smile raises my cheeks while it bellows.

“Fuck you,” I spit. Holding my knife with slickened hands, I strike
its chest repeatedly, continuing at its frame for as long as | draw
breath. Another tentacle enters me, but that doesn’t relax my
movements. One of us is leaving first, and it won’t be me.
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MeHi 3apas3 i KypTka, Most Oyma po3nepra BieHT. L5 310raaka Bnapuia
Oomrouinie 3a Oyb-aKui Kyinak. BoHa 3arunyina uepe3 MeHe.

— IIpoGau meHi, Po3i, — kaxy st mepes TUM, K OHIMUIMIA TUCK BIApsI€
B IIPaBy YacTHHY MOiX rpynei. KpoB nmoTtekna Ha 3emitto: s modaumia
IIyTankle, Mo IPoOHI0 MeHe HAacKpi3b. Moro oui He HeCyTh HiuOrO,
KpPIM CMEpTI.

bine BHapsie 3 HOBOIO CHJIOIO, BHOWBAIOUM MOBITPS 3 JieTeHb. Yeprose
IIyNanble BIUBAETHCS B MiCIIe IIPSAMO IIiJ] MOIM 3J1aMaHuM pedpom. A
3 TEMpSBU JICY 32 MOEI0 aroHI€I0 CIIOCTEpira€ Te came 3JI0BiCHE
poxkeBe cBiTI0. HeHaBUKY. .. 11l KIIATI... o4i. KpoB mynbscye Ha MOiX
ry0ax, KO)KeH MOIITOBX KallUTIO BifIa€ THUJLTIO B POTI.

Oui cami 3amTIONYIOTHCS, JAPYIOUH PATIBHY TeMpsBY. KaxyTh, y Taky
MUTB 3rajiyent yce kutts. Mastaas. Hemae Hi xkanro, Hi JyMOK TIpO Te,
110 S HE BCTHTJIA 3po0uTH. TUTBKHM MOpOKHEYa 1 MpuMapHa OOiIsTHKa
noMcTH 3a Hei. [loMceTy, mo morauHe Bee.

SIk110 MeHi ramiuk, To | g nacky/a Iije Ha JHO pa3oM 31 MHOto. 1106
s 3aJIMIIKTA 1 TYT, MICAS BChOTO, 110 BOHA Hakoina? Yopra 3 nBa.
Sxuro He 3apa3, To s AicTaHy If0 cyKy CMepTh y)Ke B HACTYITHOMY
SKUTTI.

310paBIIM 3aJUILKA CHUJIM, S BCAIPKYIO HIXK Yy k. Jle3o mpomuBae
IrpyAM JEMOHA, 1 JKaXJIMBUW KPUK PO3PUBAE HIUHY THUILY Pa3oM 13
Opu3kaMu TeMHOI KpoBi. Yac Haue 3ynuHAE€TbCS — MOTBOPA HABITH HE
BCTUTA€ 3JIPUTHYTHCA. Sl IITOBXal HLK yce riMluie, B1IYYBaOuu
HaJBLSAMU rapsyy JIMIKY KPOB, a Ha MOIX I'y0ax rpae nocMilika, moku
TBapIOKa peBe Bij 00JIt0.

— 310xHH! — TUTIOK0 51 KpOB'Io. b’10 3HOBY 1 3HOBY, HE BUITYCKAaIOUU
HO’Ka 31 cU3bKUX pyK. b’10, moku nuxato. Yeprosuit yaap y BiANOBiIb
IPOIIMBAE MOi HYTPOILli, Ta 1€ HE MOCIA0UI0 Milf HATUCK. XTOCh Ma€
MITH TEePUINM, 1 IIe TOYHO OyIna He 5.



More attacks enter my body, and finally, my arm falls limp. We
both hit the ground as its tentacles remain plunged through me. |
wanted to watch the life drain from its eyes, yet Rosie stares back.

“Kyra—" she coughs, and tears wet both our cheeks.

I spurt the warm liquid draining from my lips. “I’m so sorry for all
of this.” I lost my best friend weeks ago, and though this thing
wore her face to spite me, that doesn’t negate what I’'m feeling
now.

We hold this moment as silence caresses us.
“Your soul-" she coughs again.

Returning one of my own, I sputter, “You...Can’t...Have it.” [
remove my blade from its chest, piercing it again. Streams of
smoke whisk over her face, visually bringing back the demon’s.

When losing a high quantity of blood, | know my body is supposed
to grow cold, but all | feel is heat. An immense amount of it. Like
mine is rejecting the notion of dying, and who am I to object? The
heat grows blinding, and waves of energy begin flowing around
us, yet something about this feels okay. Death can’t exist in the
light. This means she can’t have me either.

Smiling, colors stir through me, and another pair of glowing eyes
appear, opposite from the pink tint that’s been lurking within the
shadows. Their black contrast mixes with the flowing hues before
an explosion goes off.
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HoBi ynapu nmpommBaioTh TiJIO, @K MOKH pyKa HapemTi 0e3CHiio He
nagae. Mu 000€ BaIMMOCS Ha 3eMITIO; IIYHANbBIS TaK 1 JIMIIAIOTHCS
CTUpYaTH B MEHi. Sl Xouy 0auuTH, SIK )KHUTTS 3raca€ B IUX OYax, ajie
HATOMICTh Ha ME€HE AUBUTHCA. .. Po3l.

— Kaiipo... — BoHa Kamisie, CIb03U TEUYTh MO0 HAIUX OOIHIUsIX. S
CILUTIOHYJIA Tapsqy KpPOB, IO CTiKaJIa 1Mo MiA00piIIo.

— IIpoGau meHi 3a Bce 11e, — Hpoxpuiia 5. S BTpaTHia HalKpamry
HOJAPYTY KiJbKa THIKHIB TOMY, 1 HEXail 11e 4yIOBUCHKO TJIy3y€ 3 MCHE
3-MiJl BKPaJCHOI MacKH, TMOYYTTS BCE OJHO PO3PUBAIOTh MCHE Ha
IIMATKH.

Mu 3aCTHUTIIH B Iiif MUTI, IOKH HABKOJIO ITaHyBaJla MEPTBA TUIIIA.
— TBod nyma... — BOHA 3HOBY 3aMIIUIACS KaILIJIEM.

— Jlimpka JIMCOTO... TH... OTPUMAEIN, — BUIUIBOBYIO Sl pa3oM i3
KpoB’10. Butaryro ne30 3 ii rpyneit 1 6’1o 3HOBY. TiHI pO3MHUBAIOTH ii
00JIMYYs, TOBEPTAIOUU JJEMOHY MOTO CITPaBkKHIO MO00Y.

S crikao KpoB’10, aje 3aMiCTh MOTHJIBHOTO XOJIOAY MeEHe oOIikae
nosiym’s. Becb CBIT nepeTBOpHUBCS Ha YUCTUH BOrOHb. Mo€ Ti10 HIOU
BIJIKUJA€ caMy TYMKY IIPO CMEpTh, 1 g MOBHICTIO Ha Horo Oomui. Lle
CIIiITy4Ye MapeBO OrOpTa€e HaC XBUJISIMU CHUJIH, 1 1 BITUyBal0 — BCE Tak,
gk 1 Mae Oytu. CMepTh HE BUTPUMYE CBITJIa — a OTXKe, i He 0auuTH
MOET TyTIi.

51 BcMixarocs, CIIOCTepiratoy sik Kpizb MeHe MPOXOosATh OapBH, a B TiH1
3’SIBISIETHCS 1€ OJJHA TIapa CSAI0YHMX OdYeH, 30BCIM HE CXOXKHX Ha Te
poO’KeBe MapeBo. IXHill 4OpHHIl KOHTPACT 3MIlIYeThCS 3 BOTHAHUMM
BIJITIHKaMH, 1 B HACTYIIHY MUTh CBIT BHOYyXae.
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Chapter 2. Lexical and grammatical means applied in rendering emotionally

colored vocabulary in the ukrainian translation of D.D. Williams’ Rebirth of
Order

2.1. Notes on the author’s biography and the book

Rebirth of Order, the debut novel of the Rebirth Academy series by D.D. Williams, represents
a sophisticated intersection of contemporary speculative fiction genres. At its core, the work is a
quintessential example of Dark Academia, utilizing a specialized educational setting—the Rebirth
Academy—complete with competitive house systems (House Earth, House Fire, House Death) and a
rigorous mystical hierarchy. This academic framework is seamlessly blended with Romantasy
elements, specifically the "Reverse Harem" or "Why Choose" trope, which features a strong female
lead surrounded by morally complex male interests. Furthermore, the narrative functions as a
psychological thriller; the pervasive mystery of the "glooms™ and the protagonist's traumatic past
create a constant state of tension that elevates the story beyond traditional fantasy.

The architectural design of the novel is intentionally expansive. As the first installment of an
eight-book saga, Rebirth of Order serves as a foundational text where the author establishes a complex
web of clues and codes. Williams emphasizes that the narrative is a "slow burn," prioritizing character
development and world-building over immediate gratification. This structural choice allows for a deep
exploration of the "closed circle" philosophy mentioned in the author’s notes: every narrative thread
introduced in the first book is designed to find its resolution by the end of the series, creating a sense
of grand architectural inevitability. The mystery of the Rebirth Academy is not merely a backdrop but
an active antagonist, forcing characters into treacherous dynamics where alliances are constantly
shifting and enemies become increasingly lethal.

D.D. Williams is a Texas-based author known for her dedication to creating magical worlds
inhabited by mystical creatures and resilient female protagonists. Her idiostyle is defined by a
commitment to emotional authenticity and "morally dark™ romantic dynamics. A significant aspect of
the work's history is the author's emphasis on human-centric creativity; Williams explicitly states that
no artificial intelligence was used in any part of the writing, editing, or creative process, highlighting
the personal labor behind this 600-page epic. This commitment to "no Al" reinforces the organic, raw
quality of the prose, making it a particularly rich material for translation analysis, as the language
remains deeply rooted in human intuition and sensory experience.

The thematic core of Rebirth of Order is heavily influenced by the psychological weight of its
content. The author provides extensive trigger warnings—ranging from traumatic death and violence
to stalking and mental health struggles—indicating that the novel does not shy away from the darker
aspects of the human condition. However, Williams balances this darkness with a focus on the reader's
"safety and comfort," using the protagonist’s journey as a vehicle for processing trauma. This duality
creates a unique "emotional climate™ where high-stakes magical warfare coexists with intimate
moments of vulnerability. The setting itself, with its hierarchy and constant threat of the "glooms,"
acts as a macro-metaphor for the internal chaos faced by individuals who have survived systemic
abuse.

The emotional background of the novel is anchored in the trauma-informed perspective of the
protagonist, Kyra. Her world is viewed through the lens of a survivor of domestic abuse and social
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isolation, making her "almond skin" and "heated palms" physical manifestations of her internal state.
The central emotional paradigm revolves around grief and survivor's guilt, triggered by the traumatic
death of her best friend, Rosie. Williams uses a vivid, visceral vocabulary to describe feelings of
agony, fear, and exhilaration, often linking them to the physical toll of magic. The description of
"plasma waterfalls" and "sparks of pain" serves not just to illustrate battle but to map the heroine's
psychological endurance. In Williams' idiostyle, emotion is the primary catalyst for both character
growth and the manifestation of supernatural power.

Furthermore, the linguistic landscape of the novel is characterized by a high frequency of
sensory emotionally colored vocabulary that bridge the gap between the mundane and the mystical.
The "Rebirth Academy" is a place where sensory perception is heightened: the coldness of death, the
searing heat of fire, and the grounding weight of earth are felt physically by the students as they climb
the hierarchy. This "sensory-heavy" prose provides a fertile ground for linguistic research, as it
requires the translator to find precise equivalents for sensations that are often abstract or metaphorical.
By anchoring the supernatural in the physiological, Williams creates a narrative that is as much about
the body’s response to stress and power as it is about the magic itself. Thus, Rebirth of Order stands
as a significant contemporary work that challenges the boundaries of genre while maintaining a
profound focus on the raw, unedited spectrum of human feeling.

2.2. Rendering emotionally colored vocabulary in translation studies

In this chapter, the main attention is given to the multifaceted nature of emotionally colored
vocabulary and the theoretical challenges of their rendering in the process of literary translation. To
establish a rigorous analytical framework for D.D. Williams’ prose, it is first essential to define the
functional role of the emotionally colored vocabulary within the stylistic system of contemporary
fiction. According to the definition provided by Grammarly (2024), an emotionally colored
vocabulary is not merely a descriptive word but a specialized literary device that attributes a specific,
often intensified quality to a person or object, effectively shaping the reader's perception. In my
opinion, in the "Dark Academia” genre, epithets do not simply describe; they construct the
atmospheric "weight" of the narrative, where emotional states are inseparable from the physical
environment of the Rebirth Academy. J. Boase-Beier (2020, p. 112) argues that the translator's
primary duty is to capture the "mind-style” of the author—the unique cognitive imprint reflected in
linguistic choices. It can be assumed that for Williams’ (2024) writing, this involves a meticulous
preservation of the survivor’s perspective, where feelings are rendered with raw, almost clinical
precision.

One more point to be considered is the cognitive-poetic dimension of sensory perception and
its impact on translation. Following the theoretical insights of P. Stockwell (2020, p. 82), sensory
descriptors in a text trigger "textural reading," where the reader’s mind models physical sensations
such as heat, cold, or pain based on linguistic cues. In the context of Rebirth of Order, emotionally
colored vocabulary like "scalding grief" or "numbing isolation” are not mere metaphors but
physiological triggers. lI/we agree with the perspective that translating these units requires an
"embodied™" approach. Y. Zhang (2015, p. 54) suggests that emotions are deeply rooted in the
cognitive process through embodied cognition, meaning the translator must experience the sensory
"weight" of the source text to find an adequate target language equivalent. From my point of view,
this cognitive resonance is what allows a Ukrainian translator to choose between a literal rendering
and a more visceral, culturally adapted imagery that maintains the original’s psychological impact.
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Furthermore, the mapping of emotional concepts across different language systems poses a
significant challenge for surmounting linguistic barriers. As follows from the research of O.
Selivanova (2017, p. 210), emotional categories are conceptualized differently within each national
mental lexicon. For instance, the English concept of "gloom"—central to Williams’ world-building—
carries a specific blend of darkness, depression, and supernatural threat that may not have a single-
word equivalent in Ukrainian. Similarly, I. Shevchenko (2018) emphasizes the cognitive-discursive
nature of emotional categories, arguing that their transformation in translation is a process of
conceptual re-mapping. In my opinion, the translator of Rebirth of Order acts as a cognitive mediator,
ensuring that the "emotional climate” of the Academy remains as oppressive and high-stakes in
Ukrainian as it is in the original English.

Another crucial aspect to be addressed is the theoretical concept of translation equivalence
when dealing with expressive language. M. Baker (2018, p. 26) identifies several levels of
equivalence, noting that expressive meaning is often non-systemic and heavily dependent on the
translator’s intuition. Baker points out that words often carry "evocative meaning," which arises from
the speaker’s feelings rather than objective reference. I/we believe that for Williams’ "slow burn"
narrative, maintaining this evocative meaning is more important than formal correspondence. J.
Munday (2016, p. 124) highlights that stylistic interventions and shifts are often necessary to preserve
the "impact" of the source text on the target audience. It can be assumed that without such
interventions, the complex adjectival strings typical of Williams’ style might sound unnatural or
"cluttered" in Ukrainian, potentially distancing the reader from the protagonist’s internal struggle.

One more point to be considered is the systematization of specific translation techniques and
transformations required for rendering sensory imagery. V. Karaban (2015, p. 114) provides a detailed
classification of grammatical and lexical transformations, suggesting that the preservation of the
author’s idiostyle often necessitates structural changes. For example, an English adjectival
emotionally colored vocabulary may be more effectively rendered as a Ukrainian metaphorical noun
phrase to enhance the emotional resonance. L. Chernovaty (2013) further explores the
psycholinguistic aspects of this process, noting that the translator must prioritize the "communicative
intent™ behind the sensory description. In the case of Rebirth of Order, where magic is a physical toll,
the intensity of sensation must be preserved at all costs. Provided that the target language possesses a
rich system of emotional intensifiers, the translator has the opportunity to amplify the sensory
experience for the Ukrainian reader.

Finally, the recent methodological updates in translation studies offer new tools for practical
analysis. A. Kozachuk (2023, p. 131) reviews various classifications of translation techniques and
proposes an updated taxonomy that addresses contemporary terminological challenges. Kozachuk’s
framework is particularly useful for analyzing "Why Choose" or "Reverse Harem™ narratives, where
complex interpersonal dynamics are expressed through subtle adverbial modifiers. | agree with the
idea that contemporary translation requires a hybrid approach, combining traditional transformational
theory with modern cognitive analysis. As follows from the cited works, the successful rendering of
feelings and sensations depends on the translator's ability to navigate the intersection of language,
emotion, and culture. Thus, the theoretical synthesis of cognitive poetics, stylistics, and
transformational linguistics provides a robust foundation for the subsequent practical analysis of D.D.
Williams® evocative prose, ensuring that the sensory-heavy texture of the Rebirth Academy is
faithfully reconstructed in the Ukrainian translation.

2.3. Analysis of translation strategies and techniques applied in rendering emotionally colored
vocabulary in the Ukrainian translation of Rebirth of order by D.D. Williams
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In this chapter, the main attention is given to the detailed analytical evaluation of the author's
own translation, specifically focusing on the linguistic and stylistic reconstruction of sensory and
emotionally colored vocabulary. To establish a rigorous academic framework, the analysis is
conducted through the taxonomy of translation techniques proposed by A. Kozachuk (2023), while
also incorporating the cognitive-stylistic frameworks of P. Stockwell (2020) and the transformational
theories of V. Karaban (2015). The primary goal is to demonstrate how specific translation choices
serve to preserve the "visceral" and atmospheric quality of D.D. Williams’ prose, ensuring that the
"Dark Academia" and "Romantasy" aesthetic remains intact in the Ukrainian context. According to
the theoretical foundations established in previous sections, emotionally vocabulary in the novel
Rebirth of Order function as primary tools for "textural reading."” As P. Stockwell (2020) argues,
sensory descriptors are not merely decorative but trigger a physical modeling of the character's state
in the reader’s mind. In this regard, the translator’s task is to navigate the intersection of "Sensation"
(physical stimuli) and "Feeling™ (psychological response) while overcoming the systemic differences
between English and Ukrainian.

Furthermore, the analytical framework is significantly enriched by the dynamic and
functionalist approach developed by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002). In their study,
"Translation Techniques Revisited,” they divide strategies into two fundamental types:
comprehension strategies, which participate in distinguishing primary and secondary ideas or
establishing conceptual relationships, and reformulation strategies, which include paraphrasing and
retranslation. From my point of view, the rendering of emotional vocabulary in speculative fiction
relies heavily on reformulation strategies to achieve functional equivalence. This approach allows the
translator to maintain the "slow burn™ architecture of Williams' prose by ensuring that the target text
evokes the same sensory and emotional response as the original. By applying this functionalist lens,
the analysis below evaluates how specific transformations serve the broader communicative intent of
the narrative.

The initial stage of the analysis focuses on the category of "Sensation,” where physical
descriptors provide the necessary "grounding™ for the character's traumatic experiences. The most
foundational technique applied is literal translation, utilized when the semantic and stylistic
components of the source and target units coincide.

“Rosie was without a family... False friends claiming to have known such an amiable soul
gathered to witness the mangled body of someone they met in passing.” (Williams 2024) — “V Posi
He O0y10 poouHu... I 6ce e Ha noXopoHi 3iOpanucs yyxci 100U — OUBHI 0OIUYYSL, SAKI NPUKUOAIOMbCS
Opy3amu, HIOUMO 3HanU Yio c8imiy, iOKpumy disyuny. 3ibpanucs auwe 0 mo2o, wob nobauumu
noHieeuere mino moOuHU, Ky 60HU 3ycmpinu eunaoxkoso.”’ (Binssmc/BansusoBa 2026) In example,
"mangled body" is rendered as "moniBeuene Tino." Following the research of V. Karaban (2015),
literal translation is the most effective way to preserve the author’s idiostyle when the imagery is
direct and raw. The choice of "moniBeuene" carries a strong physical and emotional weight,
emphasizing the finality and brutality of the loss.

“Dirt falls and thuds over her walnut casket, snapping me out of deep thought, which consumes
my harsh reality.” (Williams 2024) —“Ha ii zopixosy mpyny 3 enyxum 36yKOM RAOAE 3eMJs,
supuearoyu MeHe 3 2IUOOKUX pO30YMIS, WO HO2IUHAOMb MOK CY8OPY  peabHicmy.”’
(Bimesimc/BanbuboBa 2026). “...sending a dead chill up my spine so intense,...” (Williams 2024) —
“...1 830062ic Xxpebma npobicac mepmeuii xon100 — makuil pizkui,...” (Binbsmc/BamsaboBa 2026).
Similarly, the rendering of "harsh reality" as "cyBopa peanbHicTs" and "dead chill" as "meptBuit
xonoxn" preserves the grim realism of the Academy setting. These choices provide the necessary
physical "grounding,” which is essential in a narrative where the protagonist is a survivor of abuse.
Furthermore, the translation of "expressionless face" as "6e3Bupazne obmuyus" and "faint hum" as
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"cabkuii ryn" demonstrates that literalism often serves to maintain the clinical, detached perspective
through which Kyra views her traumatic surroundings.

However, many instances required particularization to clarify the polysemous nature of
English adjectives within the specific context of trauma.

“Hushed...Unmoving...Rigid... Transfixed. ~Simply put, hurt.” (Williams 2024) -
“Ilpumuxna...  Hepyxoma... Ckyma... 3acmuena. Ilpocmiwe  kaoxcyuu,  nopauena.”
(Bimesimc/BanbuboBa 2026). There the word "hurt" is a broad term in English. By choosing the
Ukrainian "mopanena" (wounded), the translation shifts the focus from a general state of feeling "bad™
to a specific, deep-seated psychological scar. In our opinion, this particularization is vital for revealing
the "emotional paradigm™ of the work. I. Shevchenko (2018) notes that the mapping of emotional
concepts requires the translator to bridge conceptual gaps; "mopanena" acts as that bridge, resonating
more deeply with the reader's expectation of psychological fiction.

“Damp hair drapes over my shoulder, sticking to the small part of my exposed chest...”
(Williams 2024, p. 12) — “Mokpe sonoccs cnadae meHi Ha naeye Ui aunue 00 He8eauxol OUISHKU
epyoeil...” (Binbsimc/BansaboBa 2026). In this case, "damp hair" is rendered as "mokpe Bosoces" (wet
hair). While "damp™ can mean slightly wet, the context of the rain soaking through the character's
clothes justifies the shift to "mokpe," ensuring that the sensory discomfort is felt acutely. A similar
logic was applied to "rotting flesh," which was particularized as "raunp" to emphasize the sensory
repulsion of the scene.

One more point to be considered is the use of transposition, where a shift in the grammatical
category of the emotional vocabulary is necessary to achieve stylistic naturalness. V. Karaban (2015)
emphasizes that such structural changes are crucial for maintaining the communicative intent of the
source text.

“Freshly dug dirt becomes a darker tint as the rain collides with it.” (Williams 2024) —
“Ceiocosuxonana zemns memuiwae nio oowem.” (Binmbsimc/BanbaboBa 2026) The adverbial modifier
"freshly dug" is transformed into the Ukrainian complex adjective "cBixxoBukomanoi." This allows for
a more compact and natural Ukrainian noun phrase.

“l blow an anguished breath, inhaling and exhaling to calm my turbulent emotions.”
(Williams 2024, p. 156) — “A 360neno suduxaio ma KOHYeHMPYIOCs HA OUXAHHI, abu no2acumu
snympiwnio 6ypro.” (Binbsmc/BansaboBa 2026) The adjectival epithet "anguished breath” undergoes
a more significant transposition into a verbal-adverbial construction "3601eH0 Bunuxato." I agree with
the perspective of L. Chernovaty (2013) that emotional intensity is often more naturally expressed
through verbal actions in Ukrainian. Shifting from a static description to an active physical process
makes the character’s pain more palpable. This technique was also used for "muffled screams,"”
rendered as "rmyxumu kpukamu," where the adjective was adapted into a plural instrumental form to
better fit the auditory atmosphere of the explosion scene.

Furthermore, the analysis reveals a frequent use of modulation, where the translator shifts the
perspective or rakur of the description to ensure the emotional climate remains authentic. This is
particularly important for synesthetic imagery where one sense is described in terms of another.

“His lingering stare traces my body hungrily... disgust blossoms within me...” (Williams
2024) — “Hoeo nunxuii noensid xcadibno Kkoezae Moim minom, i 6 Meni mapocmae ozuod...”
(Bimesimc/BanbuboBa 2026) The literal translation of "lingering" (To#, 1o 3arpumyethesi) would be
too clinical. By choosing the modulation "munkuit" (sticky), we introduce a tactile element that
captures the physical discomfort of being watched predatorily. This choice is an example of what
Selivanova (2017) describes as mapping emotional concepts within the national mental lexicon;
"munkuit nornsag” is an established metaphor in Ukrainian that perfectly fits the "Dark Academia”
atmosphere.
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“Get. Off. Me,” I grunt between words as a citric burn fizzes around its teeth.” (Williams
2024) —“ — Biosanu. Bio. Mene! — 2apuy s, siouysarouu ioke neuinns 6 pani.” (Binssmc/BansaboBa
2026) In this case, "citric burn” refers to the sharp, acidic pain of a magical creature's bite. Since
"nurpycoBuit" in Ukrainian carries positive connotations of freshness, it was modulated into "inke
neuinusa" (caustic/acrid burn). This ensures that the Ukrainian reader understands the sensation is
chemical and painful, maintaining the physiological realism central to the novel.

Similar modulations were applied to "fierce flames" (ockaxenine momym’si) and "torturous
screams" (ueproBuii Kpuk), where the target units prioritize the character's reaction over the source
unit's literal meaning.

Another crucial aspect is the technique of amplification, which was utilized to expand on
subtexts that are implied in English but require explicit naming in Ukrainian to maintain character
depth. This is a common strategy in Romantasy translation to ensure that romantic or interpersonal
dynamics are not lost.

“False friends claiming to have known such an amiable soul...” (Williams 2024) — “...0ueni
00uYYs, AKI  NPUKUOAIOMbC  OpY3aMu, HIOUMO 3HAAU Yo C8imay, 6ioKkpumy Oiguuny.”’
(Binpssmc/BansaboBa 2026) The single adjective "amiable" is expanded into the pair "cBitiy,
Bigkputy" (bright and open). This amplification emphasizes the contrast between Rosie’s innocence
and the "false friends" attending the funeral. According to M. Baker (2018), maintaining expressive
meaning often requires such expansion to compensate for the loss of cultural or stylistic nuances.

“Abruptly, a massive explosion detonates... followed by an unbearable shockwave colliding
with my body. ” (Williams 2024) — “Panmom yce pospusac nomysicHuil ubyXx... a Hecmepnua yOapHa
xeuns epizacmocs 6 moc mino.” (Bimesmc/BansuboBa 2026). The amplification of the shockwave
description ensures that the physical toll of the explosion is not lost in translation, prioritizing the
sensory immersion of the reader. We also applied amplification to "desolate smog,” rendered as
"macma gopHoro tymany" (strands of black fog), to provide a more visual and "textural" description
of the magical environment.

One more point to be considered is the use of discursive creation, a technique reserved for the
most evocative metaphors that define the novel's psychological landscape. This is often necessary
when translating "slow burn" narratives where emotional intensity must be built carefully.

“l blow an anguished breath, inhaling and exhaling to calm my turbulent emotions.”
(Williams 2024) — “4 3601en0 6uduxaro ma KOHYeHMPYIOCsi Ha OUXAHHI, AOU NO2ACUMU 6HYMPIUHIO
oypro.” (Binesmc/BansaboBa 2026). While "turbulent emotions” is a relatively common phrase in
English, rendering it as "BHyTpimHto Oypro" (internal storm) creates a more powerful and poetic image
in Ukrainian. This departure from the literal unit allows the translator to capture the intensity of Kyra's
struggle. As J. Munday (2016) highlights, stylistic interventions are often necessary to preserve the
impact of the source text on a new audience. This decision ensures that the reader models the "chaos"
of the scene effectively, as the word "Oyps" carries more atmospheric weight in the context of a
supernatural academy than a literal translation of "turbulence."”

The analysis also addresses instances of generalization and description, where the translator
simplifies the structure to focus on the core physical sensation or expands it to explain a complex
feeling.

“My vision is speckled... my palms pulsate a matching beat to the relentless pounding in my
head.” (Williams 2024) — “Ilepeo ouuma 6ce nause u psbums... [Jononi nyiscyioms y maxkm 6071,
wo Hewaono poskonioe eonosy.” (Binbsimc/BansaboBa 2026). The noun phrase "relentless pounding”
is transformed into the verbal expression "HemanHo po3koioe" (mercilessly splits). By generalizing
the specific rhythmic sensation into the broader but more intense sensation of the head "splitting," the
translation effectively communicates the agony of magical exhaustion.
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“Going somewhere?” a nagging voice interrupts.” (Williams 2024) — “— Iocniwacw? —
tio2o 2on0c Oie Ha nepsu.”’ (Binbsmc/BansansoBa 2026). There is the emotionally colored vocabulary
"nagging voice" is rendered using description as "rosnoc aie Ha HepBuU" (voice gets on the nerves). This
shiftis justified by the fact that Ukrainian lacks a single adjectival equivalent for "nagging" that carries
the same interpersonal weight in this detective-suspect dynamic. This supports Chernovaty’s
argument that the "communicative intent™ and the relationship between characters are paramount.

Furthermore, the avoidance of artificial intelligence in the original creative process resulted in
a text rich in idiosyncratic sensory links. This organic quality demanded a flexible approach,
particularly for adverbial epithets. For instance, rendering "harrowingly wraps™ (Williams 2024) as
"obxonuno woce mepsenne”(Bimsamc/BansaboBa 2026) (something vile wrapped) demonstrates the
use of transposition and modulation. The adverb "harrowingly" was transformed into the adjective
"mepsenne” (vile) to maintain the "Dark Academia” atmosphere where the supernatural is always
perceived as physically repulsive and intrusive. A similar logic was applied to "hollow clang" (ryxmii
m3eHbKiT) and "obsessive ringing" (mecrepmuumii a3BiH), where the choice of emotionally colored
vocabulary was dictated by the physiological reality of the character's sensory overload.

One more point to be considered is the translation of "Feeling" emotionally colored vocabulary
that describe complex social or moral attitudes. For example, "spiteful thoughts" was modulated into
"mep3otHi gymxu" (vile/disgusting thoughts) to better fit Kyra’s state of self-loathing. The "chivalrous
notion" of the male interest was transposed into the noun "nursixerHicTs," focusing on the concept of
chivalry rather than the adjective itself. This ensures that the subtle power dynamics between the
female lead and her male interests are preserved, which is a core requirement of the "Reverse Harem"
genre structure mentioned in earlier sections.
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Conclusions

The research on rendering feelings and sensations in the Ukrainian translation of D.D.
Williams’ novel Rebirth of Order leads to the following conclusions:

1. First, approximately 50 pages were translated with a primary focus on functional and
emotional equivalence. The resulting text bridges the linguistic gap, ensuring that the complex
psychological and sensory world of the Rebirth Academy is both accessible and engaging for the
contemporary Ukrainian reader.

2. Second, the study characterized the genre and stylistic features of the source text,
identifying it as a sophisticated intersection of Dark Academia, Romantasy, and psychological thriller.
The emotional paradigm is rooted in a trauma-informed perspective, where sensory and emotional
emotionally colored vocabulary generate psychological tension. The author’s commitment to "human-
centric creativity"” (avoiding Al) results in raw, organic imagery that necessitates intuitive translation
solutions.

3. Third, the theoretical framework established emotionally colored vocabulary as "cognitive
triggers” for "textural reading,” allowing readers to physically model the characters' internal and
external states. Achieving equivalence in this domain requires a hybrid approach, combining
comprehension and reformulation strategies—as proposed by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir—to
preserve the communicative impact of the source text.

4. Fourth, a practical analysis of 35 units identified literal translation (28.6%) and modulation
(28.6%) as the primary techniques for maintaining narrative intensity. A functional division of
techniques was observed: physical sensations are generally rendered through direct transformations
and transpositions to provide grounding. Conversely, internal emotional states require more creative
reformulations, such as modulation, amplification, and discursive creation. This confirms that the
translator must act as an emotional mediator to faithfully reconstruct the author’s "mind-style.”

Prospects for further research include a more extensive study of sensory imagery evolution
across the entire eight-book series and a comparative analysis of established strategies for rendering
the Dark Academia aesthetic in Ukrainian literary translation.
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Appendix A

= Feeling

Sensation
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Appendix B

Translation Techniques

Literal Particularization
4,1% 12,2%
Reduction

4,1%

Amplification

Generalization
2, 7%

10,8%

Modulation Literal translation

28,4% 16.2%

Transposition
16,2%

e Established equivalent
» Discursive creation ® Omission

52



