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The Story:


“Wow!” They both gasped as they peered into the gloomy darkness of the well. Fifteen year old Rhys and his friend Seth had dared to explore the old shed deep in the woods behind Rhys’ backyard. The adults that had so suspiciously done everything they could to keep the boys away from the rickety shelter were now busy entertaining themselves. Today was the first day of the town festival, and the adults were almost more excited about it than the children.

“Hmm… This is disappointing though. Just a larger-than-average, dried out well and a ceiling littered with spider webs.” Rhys exclaimed, fairly annoyed. “You expected more than this, didn’t you?” Seth glanced at Rhys, “Yeah… Like a stairwell leading into some forbidden altar or something.” He lifted his head to see a leg being dangled inside the opening. “Dare me?” Rhys said with a sly grin. “I don’t know, man; god knows how deep this thing-” Rhys’ eyes jumped as he fell – no, was pulled into the well by something unseen. He began to scream and shout, looking down trying to find what was clenching his foot, and back up at the shrinking source of light. Seth was screaming his name, Rhys thought, probably confused or scared. He decided he had to do something and shoved his arms up against either side of the mossy stone walls. He thought his hands would catch fire, and his efforts hardly seemed to slow his fall. A shrill laugh erupted to brush his neck from below and he could see everything. The stones flying upwards, his bleeding hands, his weightless legs, and…

Tears ran from tightly shut eyes, and amplified the cold on Seth’s cheeks. “Oh… God…” He whispered to himself while he rocked against the door of the shed, his knees held captive by trembling arms. “Jesus… RHYS!!!” Seth screamed at the well. “RHYS! Rhys… Dear god, why didn’t we listen…” A gust blew past his face and went unnoticed, even though the shed door was closed. All Seth could think about was his lost friend. It took effort to think, but he decided he had to do something. Standing up he noticed it – the blood that hadn’t been there ten minutes earlier. He raised his eyes to see Rhys, collapsed and lying next to the well in its shadow. Seth was confused, but despite that he dashed to Rhys and put two fingers on his neck to check his pulse. A consistent beat let him know that Rhys would be okay, and with that he slung Rhys over his shoulders. Looking back, he saw the ominous well and the bloodstained stone floor beside it. He walked out, shut the door, and began walking back towards Rhys’ house.

Four hours later Rhys had awoken, wounds bandaged and cared for by his mother. He was explaining the bizarre happenings inside the well to Seth, who had just arrived. Then, the great town elder entered the house. “I have terrible news…” He said grudgingly to the boys. “The well inside the sacred hut has been transformed by your breach, and there now lies inside the staircase to the forbidden altar. We have stationed several guards there to keep the evil spirit inside from escaping but… I doubt they’ll stand any chance against it at all.” Rhys turned to see Seth, whose expression looked hysterical, seeing as his seemingly ridiculous expectations of the old shed had been realized. “I apologize, elder, with my sincerest regret.” Rhys said, and the elder shook his head slowly. “You did not know. We did not tell you the truth about the darkness sealed within the hut, and we have paid the price for our procrastination.” He paused to recall what he had learned about the evil spirit. “The spirit is still under a seal, but it is the original seal that was and is not strong enough to hold him for long. Once it breaks the seal, the spirit will roam the earth in search of a body it finds suitable, because it can not cause harm as a lone spirit. Once the spirit gains the body it seeks, I fear it will search for the ancient crystal of light. That is its object of desire, for it will grant the spirit the power to control all light in any way he desires, anywhere.” The elder looked up from his aged and wrinkled hands to find that Rhys no longer on the bed… Only Seth remained, and he hadn’t any idea on the whereabouts of Rhys.

Rhys slowly moved his gaze around in fright and confusion. He had been listening to the elder, when he began to remember what happened in the well. Before he knew it, everything around him had become blurry and defocused, giving way to a plane resembling a dense, electric purple maze. It continued on for as far as he could see, and the “sky” was pure black. There was only slight twilight here. And it was then that he noticed them. The flat, transparent white silhouettes littered the ground, and were clustered with only inches between them. They seemed to fit together like puzzle pieces; some looked like people, some inanimate objects. All of them were seemingly impossible to identify. Looking down though, he recognized the skewed frame of Seth. He had no idea what this “dream,” as he thought it to be, meant for him to do. He simply sighed, closing his eyes with the flat ghost the last thing in sight. “I’m tired…” He thought calmly. “All of this nonsense is getting to my head.”

And Rhys remembered. He remembered the walls of the well suddenly becoming visible. All grew blurry as the walls closed in on him, and he found himself floating above the violet neon streaks of light. He remembered seeing the well; a flat, white, and distorted mimic. Sudden was his attention brought to the pain that had followed him there. He had grimaced at the drops of crimson liquid, falling through the unfamiliar ground as if it were some bizarre fog. Bleeding hands fluttered into view and he fell through, losing consciousness to the stone-ridden floor of the sacred hut. He remembered, and he played it back in his head in continuity.

“What the…?!” Rhys jumped at the abrupt and unexpected exclamation. He opened his eyes to see the elder, and turned around to Seth, who sat no more than two feet away. “Y-you just…! You grew out of the ground – no, my shadow!” He said with disbelief.
(1090 Words)
The Powers:


Λ The ability to enter a dimension where he can find the inverse image of any shadow in the world, and to appear anywhere within that shadow in our dimension.


Λ The ability to freely manipulate the direction, concentration, and speed of light around him.


Λ The ability to adjust his eyes to any lighting condition. (See in the dark, through bright flares of light, etc.)

The Weaknesses:

Λ Can not add or subtract light.


Λ Can not go through the “shadow dimension” to places that do not have shadows. (Areas without shadows – any area having a consistent amount of light throughout)

The Arch Villain:

The sworn enemy of The Aura of Dusk is Equilibrilight. He is the evil spirit that escaped from the sacred well, and is in the form of the body he chose to posess. All light near him is blended to equilibrium, or so that there is a consistent amount of light; he never has a shadow. He is also able to blend light to equilibrium wherever he chooses that is in sight. His powers are useless and ineffective when his eyes are closed, but they are almost never closed – he even sleeps with them open. Once The Aura of Dusk (Rhys) knows all about his powers, he swears to the town elder that he will defeat Equilibrilight and assumes the identity of The Aura of Dusk.
The Mission:

The Aura of Dusk’s sole quest is to obtain the crystal of light before Equilibrilight, and to use it to defeat him. It is the only way to defeat him, and the only way to keep him from wreaking havoc among the world. In order to defeat Equilibrilight, Rhys must follow a certain strategy. That is, to use the crystal of light to reduce all light  from the evil spirit’s right eye and blind its left eye with excessive light. This will cause him a sensory overload and to close his eyes, which would disable his powers. The Aura of Dusk would then find Equilibrilight’s inverse shadow in the “shadow dimension” which would show up as an ominous purple. He would have take the crystal of light with him, and throw it into the inverse shadow of Equilibrilight, which would destroy both the crystal, and the evil spirit.
