Thursday 23rd April, 2020
My story
[bookmark: _GoBack]I was petrified, a gargantuan maulton lava fortress stood in front of me; it was as hot as the sun but so cold hearted inside. My heart recently skipped a beat until I saw him, a non microscopic demon as red as blood. His eyes were as demonic as himself but the first thing to catch my eye were his horns, a blood-curdling set of monstrophic horns. He wore a jet black cloak with a silver crest showing a half-hearted tulip as blank as a cloud. The flower made me realise there were no clouds in the sky only dark, dark rays of the moon. Its illuminating stare clasped my attention like a fish on a hook.

Suddenly, my feet started to move closer to the fortress. There was no turning back now. I felt like a robot being controlled by a remote. I entered the hall of mystery and my previously pumping heart dropped. I was stood in a colossal, Cathedral-like palace. The ceiling reached space and the air surrounding me was welcoming but fearful...

He Lead me up a wide set of red, carpeted stairs to a dark and eerie room which held inside a small sleeping bag and a table. I felt imprisoned. How had I got myself into this? I sat and thought to myself about ways to escape or the sabotage him into letting me out but my brain couldn’t process it. Just the thought of sleeping on a hard, stone floor with only a miniscule flame from a candle to light the room. I had to change this I couldn’t be in this much longer. Maybe he would ambush me, maybe even starve me. I didn’t know which, but there was one thing I did know, I wasn’t getting out of here any time soon.
The following morning I awoke to hear loud thuds of feet coming up the stairs. I sat up and waited the footsteps were coming closer. I then heard a violent knock on the door and he yelled at the top of his voice “Are you awake?” 
I replied with a shy tone, “Yes thank you.” He stormed in after carrying a tray of food; it consisted of a jug of orange juice and a slice of buttered toast. “Not too shabby,” I muttered to myself as he placed down the tray on my Table. 
“I want you down by 6:30, there you will take my orders but before I go please dress in these.” He threw me a jumpsuit with dirt markings on the legs and a pair of ripped pumps. He glided out of the room just before I put on my clothes. They were the most uncomfortable and the pumps were a size too small. I gulped down my breakfast and then threw myself down the stairs at an alarming rate and wandered around the fortress looking for him. I eventually found him sitting at a table with 2 chairs one on each end. “Wash the dishes.” 
“Yes sir.” 
I set to work immediately. Even though I didn’t know where the kitchen was I ran through a corridor and luckily found the kitchen. There was a whole sink full of dirty dishes so I set to work immediately. It took year-like-minutes to finish it but I finally reached the end of the first round of complete torture. I raced back through the halls of red again to meet him, again sitting at the two chaired table, and again holding a scroll of orders for me.  He stared at me for a second and my heart melted. The warm glow of his eyes melted my heart, but I knew I couldn’t fall for a demon like him surely. 
The following day, I began to wonder what had come over me that morning. I thought long and hard about it but nothing popped to mind except a potion, a warm glowing potion. A potion that my mother always told me about in stories. The Love Potion. My mind went all fuzzy for a moment until I heard a slight creek of the door in my ‘room’ opening. I saw his evil face peeping out from the door, I saw him but I don’t think he saw me as he looked round the room in awe trying to find me. To catch his attention I muttered, “Over here” as soon as a sound escaped my mouth his head turned to look straight at me. He stared at me like he was trying to get into my soul. Unexpectedly he asked me “Would you like to come downstairs and have dinner with me?” I smiled and he smiled back. For a minute I felt a connection but it faded before I could realise it was there. I got dressed into my rags he had given me that previous morning and headed downstairs to find him again sitting at the lonely table. There was a whole table full of food chicken, turkey, beef, pork, vegetables, a roulade, and a gateau it was fit or a queen. In front of him was a jug of water, he poured me a glass and we did a toast.
 He drunk the water and his throat started to give off smoke and a human neck formed on his. I questioned him about his and he explained what had happened at his 14th birthday. He explained how his grandmother accidentally set his clothes on fire. He wasn’t aware of this and it got to himself but he was no normal human then, his whole body formed the shape of a demon. He fled the building and found the fortress which he decorated and changed it to his liking. He said the only way to change him back into his human for would be to get drowned in a pool of water. I took this information in and conjured up a plan, a plan that would bring him back to being his normal self. A week later I took him to my dead parent’s home, my childhood home, there we had a pool just big enough for himself to fit in. I grabbed the hose and filled up the pool with freezing cold water. “IT WON’T WORK!” he shouted at me.
I answered with a simple, “Why?” and he said it only works for my soul mate. 
“JUST GET IN!” I yelled and he immediately obeyed me.
All of a sudden he began to melt away. I was worried that he would die like my parents but he said “Trust me!” and that is what I did. I trusted him and I ran to the bottom of the garden encase something exploded. All of a sudden a young man stepped out of the house. I ran towards him and cured my around him. “So this is you?” I cried.
“Yes this is me!” 
 Years later I was expecting and I had a young boy who we named Loki (meaning child of naughtiness) so his dad could tell him stories of his demon form. Loki turned out to be a fire fighter and he loved his dad like no one else.
