
Why My Best Friend Ghosted Me
   Outside, the air smelled of sweets, hope, and gunpowder.  In the streets, crowds gathered to the annual celebration of the city’s heroes. The parade and firework may be over, but people still settled in for the mayor’s speech in Butterfly Park. 
   His voice glided through the air of the amphitheater, speaking about the virtues of heroism, the battle between good and evil, and how today marked the anniversary for the end of that treacherous struggle. 
   Today also marked a full month of my best friend ghosting me. Which, in comparison, mattered less than the monologue going on in front of me, but it felt important to me. This whole day was important to me, but not even that could break the radio silence. 
   “Laurel, what’s wrong?” Startled, I whipped around to see one of my new friends, Miley, sit beside me. And here I thought I was the one with invisibility powers. 
   “Hey, Miley. It’s nothing.” I tried to conjure a smile. Apparently, it was lacking. 
   “Girl, don’t lie to me. Today is the start of our official journey to becoming heroes, probably the best day of our lives, and yet you’re wearing a frown. What’s up?”
   She was right. I’m surrounded by heroes I’ve idolized since I was a kid, and on stage the mayor was giving a speech that was supposed to end in the announcement of this year’s hero recruits. I’ve dreamed about this day since I was a kid. I caved. 
   “My best friend isn’t talking to me, and its messing with my head. Was it something I did? Is he okay? Should I be worried? I don’t-” 
   “Slow down,” Miley interrupted, offering a smile. “I’m sure everything’s fine. Solas, right? The guy you’ve been training with? He’s our age, he probably got grounded or something.”
   “I- maybe?” I still couldn’t shake the feeling something was wrong. 
    “Hey, you’re coming up!” Miley pointed to the stage. 
   “Now onto our top recruits this year. Let’s give a round of applause to Laurel Arabel! She’s the first-choice recruit for Thunderbird Agency, with the highest score-” The microphone gave an ear-splitting screech that made me cover my ears. Within a few seconds, the feedback left, but a different voice took over. 
   “Good afternoon, people of Starfire city! So grateful for this opportunity to interrupt, but I’ll keep it short for your sakes,” The villain laughed, “For too long, we’ve lived in solitude, hiding in the shadows while hypocrites and narcissists pranced around these streets, getting praise and glory while breaking every physical law, and every moral one as well. We’ve been pitted against each other, labeled villains for pointing out what’s been in plain site the whole time. That age of working in solitude ends now.” Verity let that sink in to the silence before continuing, “We know it takes a team of heroes to win against a single villain, but today, we’ll be putting to test how strong these so called ‘heroes’ really are. Everyone, please welcome to the stage my new friends!”
   Blue portals opened up everywhere, and out streamed villain after villain. The heroes jumped into action, fighting the intruders and getting civilians to safety. However, the heroes were greatly outmatched.
   The sounds of the conflict are drowned out by the screams of the crowd around me as people push and shove their way out of the stands and away from the villains. I couldn’t move, frozen from the whiplash of the turn of events. 
   Villains never worked together. They all agreed the system wrong, but their points were too disconnected for each other to stand. Yet, right there, ruthless villains worked side by side, all orchestrated by a single villain the media wrote off as worthless. 
   I snapped back to reality as Discord unleashed a shockwave that sent heroes and stage equipment flying into the seats. I broke free from whatever kept me still to lunge for Miley and push her out of the way as a piece of equipment crashed into where she was standing moment prior. Instead of hitting her dead on, the distorted metal caught my leg. 
   I screamed as my nerves erupts in pain and I fell to the ground, head connecting harshly with the ground. Miley cried out, rushing to my side and trying to rip the chunk of metal off me. She’s scared, tears in her eyes. It’s too dangerous for her to stay. 
   “Miley, you need to go! Get to safety!” I yelled, at least I tried to, and gestured for her to go. She stepped back, taking in the situation. She shouted something I couldn’t make out and ran out of the stands. 
   Now that she’s gone, I was able to focus on myself. I tried to shove the piece of, but that the only thing that did was make the pain worse. I tried to wriggle my leg out instead, and after several tries, I managed to get out. 
   I pushed myself off the ground, the adrenaline in my system being the only thing keeping myself upright as I staggered forward and climbed out of the wreckage. The fight moved to the surrounding park as well. The butterfly statue lay shattered across the ground, the trees were either knocked down or on fire, and the carnage wasn’t even close to over as heroes and villains were still locked in a ruthless battle. 
   I made it a considerable distance before an explosion on the other side of the park sent me to the ground again. I laid in the grass for another minute, part because my body just didn’t want to move and part because I wanted to make sure another blast wasn’t going to happen before I started moving to safety.
   I started to crawl away, before getting up and darting my way out of the park and into a dark alley nearby. I crashed against a wall, chest heaving as I tried to regain my breath. Now that I was able to calm down, the adrenaline began to fade, and the pain flared up. My ankle felt like it had been ripped off, my arms screamed, and my head continued to pound so hard I could barely think straight. My instincts, however, remained. 
   A chill ran down my spine and I turned invisible, color blending into the rough brick and grime behind me. A silhouette stumbled into the alley, using the wall as support to guide her to the ground. I pushed myself into the bricks and while she clutched her stomach, deep red slowly overtaking the navy-blue uniform. Verity grabbed her comm unit and asked for the ‘healer’. 
   I stayed frozen for what felt like way too long, holding my breath. The only sounds to fill the small space were the villain’s shallow breathing, the occasional explosion or scream, and my heart silently trying to break out of my ribcage. I flinched as Verity slammed her helmet against the wall. 
   “What is taking so long!” She yelled. As if on cue, a portal opened up and out walked a villain I didn’t recognize. I was pretty sure he was a villain, despite the jeans, dark hoodie, and black face mask. 
   “So, what seems to be the problem today, gracious and invincible leader?” He asked, walking over to Verity. Why did that voice sound familiar? 
   “Stop it with jokes, you’re not funny,” She said, “Just get it over with.” 
   He knelt down to her level. “For the record, I remember you saying you’d be fine if you attended the battle. You don’t exactly look fine.” 
   “I said get it over with, Solas!” My heart stopped pounding. Instead, it fell down into the icy depths of despair. Did I hear that right?
   Static charged through the air as his healing ability activated, bright white lights threading around Verity’s wound. No, no, that can’t be what I’m seeing. That’s my best friend’s ability, not a villain’s. He can’t be a villain. The scene in front of me blurred as I struggled to hold back gasped breaths. This can’t be happening. Maybe this was a nightmare, a really bad nightmare. 
   Verity called the fight off over comms, saying that the job was done and to retreat. Only after the two of them stepped through the portals and the sounds of the fight ceased did reality to set in. 
   I stopped holding back as tears slipped out and fell to the ground. My comm started buzzing, probably Miley asking if I where I was and if I was okay. With trembling hands, I pulled it out and typed in my location. I pressed a button, hoping it sent, and chucked the comm at the wall. 
   Ten minutes later, Miley found me curled up against in an alley, sobbing into my knees. I still hadn’t fully accepted it by then, but I was too tired to keep fighting it. 
   My best friend ghosted me because he’s a villain, and there wasn’t anything I could do to change that. 
