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Chapter 4





	Staring around me, the new sky that consumed me was a deep bluish spirals that 


        flickered and flashed. Waving in and out. I was in a completely different world. The sight


        of it was incredible and amazing, but I knew that this was nothing more than a mere 


        disguise for the dangers that lurked beyond, underneath, or further out. Something evil was 


        bound to appear out of the freakish blue sky, and my gut feelings had sensed this. I was 


        ready for anything. Especially knowing that I had something to return to if I was victorious. 


        Thoughts of my family, friends, love, and other civilians of ratsville, gave me my strength. 


        My spikes were deadly enough to pierce through almost anything in existence, but could it


        pierce through the eternal flow of time and the unpredictability of Fantasy? This was


        something I had to witness myself.





	Then it came... my chance to find out. While time seemed to forward quickly, teasing 


       my age by increasing my life until I was on the brink of becoming an elder, then bringing me


       back to my age of 11. Stopping there. I was in my horror days. I was in a brand new 


       location. Unbelievably familar. A cemetary, the whereabouts that I had once died at


       before. This definitely had to be fantasy. The images of my very nightmares appearing 


       visually in front of me... or was I in my nightmares now? One thing certain was that I had 


       to move on. Maybe this would all turn out different than how I remembered it and I had


       to be ready for any surprises. Since this fantasy and time war started I've been ready for  


       the worst. I believed the worst still didn't come and once it does... then that's when my true


       and final adventure will try to compete against me. 





	The future still lies far from the time I was in now, so hoping for a better future would've 


       been made 5 years from now. Was I even a ghost now? Was I about to die again? Waiting


       to see any signs, appearing in front of me I saw a younger form of myself, Icey and


       Miceskin. It was deja vu again except I was watching it from behind the stage of reality. 


       I felt like I wanted to stop the upcoming death I knew that was going to happen, but 


       likewise, I knew that it would've been impossible anyways, and felt that it was pointless  


       being here anyways... Time was definitely trying to taunt me, bringing me back to 


       remember bad times so that I would be a weaker opponent of fantasy and time. I felt like


       shouting out, "Come on! Why don't we just fight it all now and get this nonsense over with!


       I had enough of this, my hometown had enough of this, and my family and friends... 


       Whether I finish whatever you are off or you finish me off... stop being cowards! I'm ready


       to fight and get whatever needing to get over with done with..." 





	I was panting. This was really getting to me. Was Fantasy and Time really starting to 


       become victorious? The images of the cemetary started fading away slowly... I was 


       returning to the dark realm. Then the very least but most thing I wanted to see appeared in


       front of me. With it's blue scar. The being I knew I had to destroy but was hoping wouldn't 


       cause anymore damage. I finally had the chance now to see more of this fantasy villain


       now. Then out of nowhere beside the fantasy villain appeared a young transforming to old


       and back and forth every 30 seconds woman, this must've been the Fantasy villain's sister,


       The villain of time! Both leering beyond at me. Now I was starting to become at least a bit


       frightened.  They then started to speak out...


